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ng a letter m my life ” Thereafter, Thoreau wote much 
n his Journal, humanly -enough, about unrequited love 
' He recovered at length, we can judge further from 
he Journal 'and his other papers, if not without scars 
Six months after Ellen rejected him Thoreau was ’m- 
/ited to hve m the Ralph Waldo Emerson household, 
md there he found a chance for a fuller emotional 
ife He unbent somewhat as time famiharized him with 
he Emersons although he could never enter that-femi- 
une domam the kitchen -without blushmg And then 
hiough inevitable daily contact he learned to know 
Smerson s wife, the mistress of tlie household, and she 
-ame to play a large part in his thoughts Whether she 
nterested Henry on the lebound after his rejection by 
Ellen, or whether this was simply another case of a 
^'oimg man attracted to a quiet and understanding older 
voman, or whether the emotion was far sUonger still, 
t IS hard to be sure. At any rate, here, close by, was 
Liidian Emerson, dark and -with a soit of plam, severe 
iieauty Henry Thoreau focused his attention on her 
The growth of Thoreau’s feehng for Lidian has been 
;ensitively deduced by Canby from letters and the 
[oumal Less is known about Lidian's own attitude but 
ve can guess that she was not profoundly moved Ir- 
respective of how much Lidian felt, or allowed her- 
self to feel, Henry’s regard for her developed m depth 
'nd^txength. He wanted, he wrote at one pomt m their 
dationship, a “love of woman quite transcendmg mar- 
uage The woman, though, frightened perhaps by his 
emotion, became distant and reserved The months 
passed and Thoreau had to admit, at length, that “his 
Sister,” as he referred to her, “whom I love I almost 
’lave no more to do with.” Finally he recognized that 
’verythmg was over “And now another friendship is 
'uded. ... I am perfectly sad at partmg from you. 
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. . . Morning, noon, and night, I suffer a physical pain, 
an aching of the breast which unfits me for my tasks 
It is perhaps most intense at evening ” 

For Thoreau no woman ever replaced Lidian, and the 
suffenng he felt is reflected periodically m his most 
private writings However, as tune went on, his inner 
life grew calmer once again — and more prosaic His 
outer life continued to be filled with as much activity 
as he would allow He always cherished a “broad mar- 
gin of leisure” wherever he went With due allowance 
for that margin, he shpped into something like a routine 
as he approached middle age He settled down The 
routine mcluded occasional strolls with his erratic 
neighbor Ellery Channmg, talks with Emerson himself 
or Bronson Alcott, visits to the Ricketsons at New Bed- 
ford, a few longer trips elsewhere, mainly, however, 
excursions alone — careful daily journeys through the 
Concord woods and meadows Then at the end of the 
day, joumalizmg, “High m my chamber m the frosty 
nights,” he suggests m one of his poems He began to 
fill his notebooks almost entirely with observabons in- 
stead of ideas Gradually the Journal enbies grew and 
accumulated. Thoreau scrawled records of rams and 
woodland particulars on page after swiftly written page 
The philosophy disappeared, drowned m a flood of 
natural descripbon He lost some of his tenseness in 
human relabonships, and correspondingly his first hard 
sincerity, although not lost, was dispersed The search 
for the Great Fnend was neglected m the business of 
surveymg Now Thoreau earned money from tune to 
time by measunng the Concord fields that he had be- 
fore only wandered over The saunterer became tlie 
surveyor, and Apollo, as Thoreau sometimes said, went 
to work for Kmg Admetus. 
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There was a tragedy in the career of Henry Thoreau. 
Certainly it did not lie in his refusal by Ellen Sewall, 
who later smiled on hearing of his eccentricities Nor 
did it he m his failure to find the "Great Fnend” he 
earnestly sought Nor even m Lidian Emerson’s turn- 
ing away from him, although that played its part by 
chillmg his emotional life It was somethmg deeper. The 
tragedy lay, I think, in the slow crumblmg of 'Mo- 
reau’s own conception of his life work. 

- Without a doubt economic factors played an impor- 
tant part, although they too were not entirely respon- 
sible for convertmg a major American writer into merely 
an amateur botamzer Yet it is true that the problem 
of making a livmg, the nght hvmg, hamed Thoreau 
from the start. It was important from ^'he day he left 
college. When Thoreau received his diploma from 
Harvard, class of 1837, he had a future to face that was 
much more circumscnbed than the one which con 
fronts the graduate of today. Certain thmgs were ex- 
pected, a century ago, of a Harvard mao. Because he 
was — relatively at least — of the mtellectual ehte, people 
presumed that he would make the most of his traimng 
and abihties He would not waste them, he would not 
fritter them away. 

'Three fields only were open to him He could go into 
the ministry, many of the graduates did, and that was 
earlier considered their most smtable place. Or he could 
go mto a secular profession — ^teachmg particularly or 
law or even medicme These professions were second 
in esteem but nevertheless highly respectable. Or, lastly, 
he could go into trade. 'That might be aU right, es- 
pecially when sanctioned by the promise of success. 
There were advantages to becommg a Boston merchant. 
But there the hst ended. Moreover, two of the three 
possibihties were clearly unacceptable to 'Thoreau. His 
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contempt for the Boston businessman and all he stood 
for was bom early, so trade was out of the question. 
And his distrust for die church as an insbtution al- 
most equaled his contempt for trade No one ever 
pomted out Thoreau as a church-goei , on Simday mom 
mg when almost all Concord heeded the church bell, 
Henry Thoreau went for a walk by Walden Pond. Law, 
furthermore, held no appeal for him nor did its cus- 
tomary partner, pohbcs Both entailed service to the 
state and Thoreau would have none of that. Nor would 
medicme do as a career. That left teachmg. 

It was not much of a choice. Nevertheless, Thoreau 
began to gather his letters of recommendation, among 
them one from Emerson It turned out that Thoreau did 
not have to look around very far. A vacancy developed 
in Concord itself, so the September after commence- 
ment he became the teacher of Concord's town school 
He apphed himself to his job but the real Thoreau 
emerged soon m spite of everythmg Before the first 
month was finished he had resigned over a question 
of disciplme — ^he was against fioggmg and the school 
committee was for it That left him without work, and 
m the next year and a half he cast about for openings 
as far away as Louisville, Kentucky. Thereafter, joming 
forces with his more adaptable brother John, he once 
again decided to try at home Accordingly, the two 
young men established their own Concord Academy. 
Henry taught Greek, Latm, and mathematics, as well 
as nature study. His program of classes was not heavy 
yet It is sbll remarkable that he lasted as I'ng as. he 
did By March of 1841, however, the Thoreaus had 
abandoned the academy despite a waitmg list of pupils, 
and Henry, done with school teachmg, thought him- 
self ready to launch out on his own 

In spite of his optimism, he had to hve So the next 
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montli found him writmg in his Journal, "Great thoughts 
hallow any labor. Today I earned seventy-five cents 
heavmg manure out of a pen, and made a good bargam 
of it.” But then for four years, until he went to Walden, 
a struggle took place. The bargains were sometimes 
good but more often bad. At various times durmg this 
period he was employed as, among other thmgs, laborer, 
handyman at the Emersons’, tutor for Emerson s nephew, 
editor, lecturer, and pencil-maker. He came to under- 
stand, however, with mcreasmg certamty what he 
wanted to do and what he wanted to be Later on, his 
idea of what his job should be would deteriorate but 
that would not occur imtil almost ten years after 
Walden. Now, at any rate, he felt he had, first of all, a 
life to hve for its own sake, and secondly he had a 
message to give. Not a message m the old theological 
sense of the word but a message nevertheless. He 
wanted to be a “quill-dnvmg” mimster at large, a 
preacher without a pulpit. He believed that his job was 
to become a wnter but a writer m a noble Trans- 
cendental way — a poet first m what he did and next 
m what he wrote. 

In his desire to unify his life and work, he had 
Emersons fine precedent. Emerson had left his pulpit 
m Boston because he could no longer reconcile the 
church’s ideas with his own, and then he had carved 
out a umque and much more fittmg career for himself 
Emerson furnished his young neighbor with an example 
to mutate and a precept to follow as well The precept 
was Emerson’s challengmg essay of 1836, "Nature, 
which became the bible of New England Transcen- 
dentahsm. Thoreau read it, and it must certainly have 
opened up and strengthened his ideas Out of it his own 
Transcendentalism emerged This smgle essay, we can 
see now, contamed nearly all the ideas that later char- 
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acterized tlie whole Transcendentalist movement. The 
afBnnation of a knowledge beyond tliat gamed through 
the five senses, the behef in the supremacy of spmt 
over matter (even to the extent of a “noble doubt” as 
to whether nature itself existed) ; the reverence for, and 
enjoyment of, nature m spite of any doubts as to its 
final reality, the declaration of a high, unselfish stand- 
ard of personal conduct, and with it a caustic cnticism 
of the shoddy way m which the business of tlie world 
was conducted — all these are to be found m “Nature,” 
hnd Thoreau was ready for them. 

The path for Thoreau’s Transcendentahsm had been 
prepared not only by his personal mchnations but also 
by his college trammg. Too often the tendency has 
been to go far afield m searching for the sources of 
Transcendentahsm Yet here at Harvard Thoreau, like 
Emerson before him, studied a school of philosophy 
which denied that knowledge came merely tlirough the 
senses and which affirmed a knowledge through a 
“common sense” that was supenor to it. Everyone had 
this sense, said the Scottish “common sense” philoso- 
phers Thoreau read as an antidote to John Locke, but 
it was umate, it came from withm a person and sur- 
passed anyth m g he would acquire from outside. In 
other words, intmtion “transcended” tuition just as 
spmt “transcended” matter 

Through the required readmg m his Harvard classes, 
as well as his browsing m the Harvard Libraiy, Tho- 
reau was consequently predisposed toward the sermon 
of Emersons “Nature” This readmg, added to his 
previous bent, was enough to promise a philosophy 
with remarkable similanties to Emersons The story 
IS that some of the ideas m his Journal turned out later 
to be so hke Emerson’s that a mutual friend recognized 
the similanties and brought Thoreau and Emerson to- 
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gether as disciple and master As would be expected, 
however, the disciple’s doctrme proved to be diflEerent 
in several respects firom his master’s Thoreau could 
not even then beheve as much as did Emerson m a 
knowledge beyond that gamed by the senses, and Tho- 
reau’s ideas about reahty always stressed a cauhous 
balance between matter and spint However, he fol- 
lowed Emerson m his bold allegiance to the mdividual 
instead of to the group and m his emphasis on respect- 
ing one’s inner bent In fact he taught the master the 
full meanmg of "self-rehance ” And he surpassed Emer- 
son m his Transcendental enthusiasm for nature m any 
guise It IS true that nature itself later became to 
Thoreau less of a deity and more of a collection of de- 
tail, but even nature just as scenery afforded, he always 
thought, 'the ideal setting for brmgmg out the best m 
man 

Nature could, Thoreau realized with especial keen- 
ness in those varied years between college and Walden, 
brmg out the best m him and help him to be a poet. 
But he stdl wondered how much of a compromise he 
would have to make m order to hve as a poet, and how 
he , could" support himself while livmg that way He 
wondered whether he could not make enough money as 
a writer to take care of his modest needs At the be- 
ginning of Thoreau’s literary career this must have 
looked hke a fauly feasible answer to his problem He 
had no way of knowing that the total amoimt of money 
he would earn by his pen throughout his whole life 
would be imnute As it turned out, even m the final 
months of his life Thoreau had to chaffer with pub- 
lishers, and the very last letter he wrote stoically 
undervalues his hterary work It was plam to him even 
at the start, however, that it would be easier to break 
into prmt if he first made a name for himself elsewhere. 
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The ‘lecture field” looked wide open and seemed to 

offer a suitable opportunity, so Thoreau tried to enter it. 

The lyceum was a major channel for adult educa- 
tion a hundred years ago Almost every town had its 
wmter course of lectures and its wooden platform that 
was mounted from week to week by the great or near- 
great — and usually at what seems today a modest fee. 
Stdl, a man hke Emerson supported himself by his 
lyceum appearances and traveled all over the country. 
It took Thoreau, on the other hand, a long while to be- 
come known, and he never made a very imposmg figure 
before his audience anyway — short, awkward-seeming 
as he was, with cold blue eyes and an mdifferent de- 
hvery Yet toward the end he was receivmg inquines 
about his lectures from places as remote from Concord 
m those days as Ohio and upstate New York. He left 
us evidence of that when he thriftily kept many of 
the mquines and used then backs for nature notes. 

Thoreau’s lyceum engagements had, m the long run, 
an important effect on his general method of wntmg 
Most of the essays he managed to publish later on be- 
gan as platform lectures, and that accounts for their 
tone of direct address to the reader They exhort and 
they inform They face the reader much more squarely 
than did Thoreau himself when he stood on the plat- 
form They read simply and clearly — ^)ust as Thoreau 
might have liked to speak Moi cover, they look effort- 
less although they are not Thoreau’s manuscnpts are 
filled with words and paragraphs that hav'’ b' •&! crossed 
out, rewritten, and rewntten again His m\ aod of wnt- 
mg, as he himself descnbed it, mcluded the preparation 
of at least three versions of a work Thoreau said he 
would start out by jotbng his ideas down m tlie Journal, 
next he would consoh.^ate them mto a lecture, and 
finally he would revise the lecture mto an essay The 
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group of essays, for instance, that the AtlanUc Monthly 
was to buy during the last year of Thoreau’s life grew 
out of lectures he had given earher But that was twenty 
years after Thoreau first looked to lecturing as a way to 
help make a hving. It did not solve the financial piob- 
lem of the years just before Walden 

Thoreau could not copy the pleasant power of Emer- 
son s address, and he would not copy any of the large 
group of successful nonentities who made their hvmg 
by amusing the pubhc on the pretext of mstructmg it 
So, as it happened, Thoreau went to work for Emerson 
himself, and not exactly as a lecturer Emerson wanted 
him to act as a handyman and helper and to take charge 
of things generally while he was gone Thoreau, bemg 
Thoieau, did this m a matter-of-fact Amencan way, 
with no sacrifice of his mdependence 

Occasionally, at the same time, Thoreau did odd jobs 
for other, persons too In some cases he probably had 
to remind himself that "Great thoughts hallow any 
labor”, in others he did not. At any rate, he hved at 
Emerson’s house for two years starting m 1841, acted 
at times there as philosopher as well as gardener, and 
probably soon began to fall m love with Lidian Emer- 
son In 1843 he left and went to Staten Island to tutor 
Emersons nephew — and to try the New York literary 
market Between times he wrote for and helped to edit 
a umque "httle magazine,” the Transcendentahst Dial 
Limited in circulation, uneven in quahty, esoteric in 
appeal, it nevertheless developed a considerable in- 
fluence on contemporary hterature and ideas The Dial 
prmted the first item Thoreau ever published and a 
number of good later ones. It helped to make him 
known but hke Thoreau’s lectunng such writmg was 
never somethmg a person could hve on. In fact it paid 
him nothing at all. 
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Meanwhile, even members of Thoreau’s family won- 
dered at times what sort of career he was after So 
did some of his other relatives, as well as an occasional 
busybody among his family’s paying guests More than 
once, no doubt, someone m the group made it clear 
that he (or probably she) would like to know when 
Henry was going to start raakmg a respectable hvmg. 
How soon was he gomg to straighten out? Just what 
was he planmng to do? These were questions many a 
Concord neighbor also asked and kept on askmg until 
the end of Thoreau’s life The questions were put with 
a sidelong glance at his old clothes and muddy shoes — 
no garb for a Harvard graduate 

His answer, as Thoreau wrote firmly in his Journal, 
was that he intended to be a poet 

By which he meant, needless to say, no languid and 
perfumed esthete. The poet to him was the highest 
representative of modem mankind, he was close km 
to the ancient seer and prophet He was nobler than 
the scientist, superior to the philosopher Thoreau 
stated the requirements for the ideal poet early "The 
collector of facts must possess a perfect physical organi- 
zation, the philosopher, a perfect mtellectual organi- 
zation But m the true poet they are so fairly but 
mysteriously balanced, that we can see the results 
of both, and generalize even the widest deductions of 
philosophy.” So he collects facts, and they are the facts 
of wood and field because there nature — ^best of all in- 
fluences on the poet — ^has her domimon. In doing this 
he is a scientist. Also he makes deductions from facts 
and m addition seeks to estabhsh theories In domg 
that he is a philosopher But m their very own provinces 
he transcends both the scientist and the philosopher, 
and thus emerges as the true poet. 

The poet s noblest work, Thoreau added as a corol- 
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laiy, was lus Me, and his poetry would grow out of his 
life. But the poetry would never be as important as 
the life — ^“Is not eternity a lease for better deeds than 
verse?” Nevertheless, it must be a true account, com- 
pletely honest and absolutely smcere. The poetry could 
be couched m either prose or rhyme The form was not 
important. Thoreau wrote both and could consider both 
as bemg poetry because of the fact that a poem is by 
defimtion any organic product of a genume poet So the 
book Walden^ for example, and Thoreau s noted Gre- 
cian lync "Smoke” could each be termed poems What 
counted was that they were the work of a poet 

Thoreau’s is without doubt one of tlie most ambitious 
conceptions of the role of poet that Amencan hterature 
has seen It is the idea of a great man, yet of a man 
who, like everyone else, had to support himself and 
fulfill his physical needs And, despite the hallowmg 
effect of fine thoughts, pitchmg manure out of a pen 
was no answer to his economic problem. Nor ap- 
parently were his other expedients, even lectmmg The 
problem remamed. How was he to hve strictly as a 
poet and still support himselfp Perhaps, Thoreau de- 
cided now, Thomas Carlyle had the right idea lessen 
your denommator. Reduce your wants and hve a simple 
Me. It was well Worth considering The tune was npe 
for the cabm at Walden The site was ready; Emerson 
owned some land that lay next to Walden Pond, only 
a mile or so from Concord, and he was wilhng to let 
Thoreau use it So m the sprmg of 1845 Thoreau put 
up a sturdy httle buildmg there It had but one room, 
and no lock to the door and no curtam to the wmdow; 
but it was enough 

July 4, 1845, was the day he chose to move his few 
belongmgs to the Pond. In that era the Fourth of July 
was a much more important folk festival than it is 
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now. But Thoreau showed for its traditional fanfare 
the same Olympian mdifference he extended to Chnst- 
mas It was just another day except as judged by his 
own standards July 4 fell on a Friday, and by Saturday 
Thoreau has estabhshed himself Friday he was too 
busy movmg, apparently, to write m his Journal, but he 
makes up for it the next day when he begins his Journal 
entry at Walden by wntmg with qmet tnumph, "Yes- 
terday I came here to hve.” 

The day after that he answers the question as to why 
he came Later, the answer was to be expanded into 
a famous and frequently quoted passage m Walden but 
the ongmal sentence is also worth remembermg ‘T 
wish to meet the facts of life,” he wntes, " — ^the vital 
facts, which are the phenomena or actuahty the gods 
meant to show us — face to face, and so I came down 
here ” It was as simple, and as complex, as that 

So he came He hoed beans, he entertained visitors, 
he sat by himself and pondered, and he wrote Before 
commg to Walden he had pubhshed only a scattenng 
of essays and a few good poems Now he wrote out the 
full draft of A Week on the Concord and Merrimack 
Rivers, drawmg from the two nver journeys that he 
and his brother John had made It became a book of 
days, filled with so much scholarly allusion and Trans- 
cendental philosophy that they obscured the clean hne 
of the voyage and caused the book to be a failure at 
the press Yet it was a umque Amencan achievement 
It was a vigorous work if uneven and Thoreau at 
Walden had no notion that the pubhe was going to 
Ignore it 

At the Pond too he scrawled out the firsT: version of 
his most famous book, whi-;h was to be translated mto 
a dozen different languages. Walden itself is the ex- 
panded record of Henr Thoreau’s detemunation to 
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meet the basic facts of hfe, to reduce Me to its lowest 
terms, and to find its essence. “Lifel who knows what it 
IS, what it does?” he had asked himself the Sunday 
after he moved m The book is the answer and it is the 
answer that Thoreau was looking for The lesson is de- 
ceptively hberal but its apphcation is a hard one 
Nevertheless, if anyone should want to be a poet and 
philosopher m America, there is a way Though the 
mass of men lead hves of quiet desperation a true poet 
need not. He must follow his mner bent relentlessly, 
however Havmg faced Me and reduced it to the 
essentials, he will thereafter be able to set his own 
standards and hold to them. "The greater part of what 
my neighbors call good,” Thoreau says, "I beheve m my 
soul to be bad, and if I repent of anythmg, it is veiy 
likely to be my good behavior What demon possessed 
me that I behaved so well? You may say the wisest 
thmg you can, old man — you who have lived seventy 
years, not without honor of a kmd — I hear an irre- 
sistible voice which mvites me away from all that One 
generation abandons the enterprises of another like 
stranded vessels.” Go on your own voyages and go 
alone. 

Such was Thoreau’s prime cockcrow to the world, 
with more than the average amount of brag to it, as he 
himself observed Yet he had good reason By going off 
to Walden Pond he was able to formulate two of the 
notable books of his century, along with a number of 
significant essays All this in the space of two years 
and two months. By the middle of 1846 the Week was 
ready for pubhcation and Walden, or Life in the Woods 
was well forward m its writmg. By the end of 46 the 
cntical essay on Thomas Carlyle was finished, among 
others, and sent to his admirer Horace Greeley So, when 
Thoreau quit Walden Pond on a dull summer after- 
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noon in 1847 and rclurncd lo live in Concord, he 
could well afford lo He had lived and wi lUon as a poet. 
He had faced life, and he had dcmonslialcd how it 
could be overmatched Now he thought he had other 
tlimgs to do, so he left his cabin nc\cr lo come back. 

The rest of his hfc as a writer, though lie did not 
know it, was lo be an anticlimax. 

Thoreau produced one more outstandingly provoca- 
tive work, tile essay on "Civil Disobedience,” printed 
in 1849. He generated much of the power for it by 
spending the night m jail He had "signed off” from an 
unjust state and chuich — he would have no part of 
tliem nor would he pay a cent of ta\cs to support them, 
As a result he was forced to pass a night locked up 
Later he tried to write urbanely about "My prisons” 
but die words smolder nevertheless. He remembered 
die curious eyes that looked past him the next day 
when he was let out And he rcmembeicd, and would 
continue to remember, the basic principle for w’hicli he 
went to jail; that if a man knows m his heart that a 
social mstitution is doing wrong, he must fight die in- 
stitution — ^not wnth “rifle and knife” but with conscien- 
tious civil disobedience. It was a principle Gandhi 
would study m Soudi Africa after die turn of die cen- 
tury, and with substantial results 
Yet only a year or two after die pubhcation of "Civil 
Disobedience” Thoreau proved diat he could be active 
as well as passive m fightmg the tyranny of the stale. 
He was drawn mto the struggle against Negro slavcn^ 
and the fact that many of his own neighbors w-erc pro- 
sla^^ery at the tune let bun see all die more clearly that 
he had to take sides His family had early been aboli- 
tionists and had helped to lay die groundw^ork for 
Henry s parhcipabon However, in die beginning ho 
had felt that there weie more immediate fonns of 



INTRODUCTION BY THE EDITOR 25 

slavery to fight first He saw that people in Concord 
and everywhere else were enslaved by hunger, by prop- 
erty, and by social conformity — chained down so 
thoroughly that most men did lead hves of quiet 
desperation but would do nothmg about it. So Tho- 
reau had ongmaUy turned on the abohtiomsts and the 
rest, and told them, “Ye are all slaves ” In fact one of 
his poems mocks the abohtiomsts’ vehemence: 

Make haste & set the captive freel — 

Are ye so free that cryr* 

The lowest depths of slavery 
Leave freedom for a sigh 

Free yourself first, was his perception then. But 
when Massachusetts, m comphance with the Fugitive 
Slave Law, began to send the escaped slaves withm its 
borders back to the South, that brought the issue home 
to Thoreau. 

From 1851 on, consequently, he gave the ahoHbon- 
ists more and more support He lectured and wrote for 
the cause, basmg his attack not upon hatred for the 
South but upon fundamental ethical prmciples. If he 
needed any mcentive beyond the fact of Negro slavery 
m Massachusetts, it was furnished by his meetmg John 
Brown of Kansas. Thoreau had never been a hero- 
worshiper, yet something m the bearded, violent old 
man impressed him deeply. Brown was a fanatic but 
in a noble cause. The more Thoreau considered him, 
the more impressive he became When Brown led the 
raid at Harper’s Ferry, most Northern newspapers and 
Northern conservatives reviled him. Thoreau sprang to 
his defense, and his essays on BroNvn represent the most 
impassioned wntmg he ever achieved 

But this was the last outburst of Thoreau’s creative 
energy. His fight agamst Negro slavery was the only 
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prominent event m his last years It was important, 
nevertheless, it did not bulk laige m comparison with 
the qmet day-by-day pattern of Thoreaus later life 
The months and seasons passed, Thoieau kept on writ- 
mg His Journal was deluged with tlie natural detail 
already menfaoned Coirespondmgly, the Transcen- 
dentahsm that had started out as a strong affirmation of 
spnit and mtuitive knowledge became a moie nearly 
ordinary philosophy Even the stiess on the special 
value of the individual lessened somewhat Natuie, 
though, whatever its form, remained important and 
ahve to Thoreau thioughout his whole career. Only 
a great cause like abolition and a gieat man like John 
Bro\vn could draw Thoreaus attention away from some 
aspect of nature for even a short time All other thmgs 
combmed to mamtam it as his ideal and his best re- 
source — ^not the least among those thmgs being human 
mdifierence to Thoreaus work as a poet or writer The 
fact that men failed to appreciate Thoreau’s writing 
mevitably pulled him farther away fiom them and 
closer to nature 

Indeed, general recogmtion of Thoreau as a vrater 
came with disheartenmg slowness The Week stayed 
a pubhsher’s failure tdl after his death, while even 
Walden attracted only a small body of readers Thoreau 
could vrate gravely to Daniel Ricketson, m answer to 
Ricketson s first letter, “I was gratified by your prompt 
and hearty acceptance of my book Yours is the only 
word of greeting I am likely to receive from a dweller 
m the woods hke myself ” Only m the final two years 
of his life did he need to spend much time m preparing 
articles for the press By then he was so ill with tuber- 
culosis that his sister Sophia had to wnte out his letters 
for him She also helped him to see the last group of 
essays to the pnnter The Atlantic Monthly was glad 
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to get them although it haggled about details. But 
Thoreau never hved to see the essays appear He v/as 
dead by May 1862, at the age of forty-four. 

So the saunterer and the surveyor were gone, the 
poet, it may be, had died ten years befoie StiU, the 
poet had struggled hard to hve, and most of Thoreau’s 
young manhood had been spent m trying to find out 
how a poet could support himself and yet remam a true 
poet His retreat, or advance ratlier, to Walden Pond 
had turned out to be his happiest solution, for by gomg 
there he proved himself and his philosophy. But after 
that he conformed gradually to something resembhng 
the Concord mold. Not of course out of respect for 
Concord but because his own ideal of hfe became more 
prosaic. His enthusiasm for the mdividual against the 
group diminished somewhat at the end, though love 
for the freedom of the individual itself remained. And 
underneath, I think, he kept some of his peculiar philo- 
sophic atomism. 

From the shores of Walden Pond Thoreau looked at 
man, and nature and society as well, and estimated 
what he saw. In his prune he saw only values but that 
was enough. Hia best wntmg is the expression of a 
mmd that weighed those values with relentless care, 

. weighed them to a fineness that almost everyone else 
tnes uncomfortably to avoid. With the same detemim- 
abon, furthermore, that he evaluated the prmciples of 
other men, he evaluated his own The ultimate m his 
evaluations is compressed mto a couplet he sciibbled 
down m the Journal and then revised for pubhcation 
in the Week, and it is conclusive; 

My life has been the poem I would have wnt, 

But I could not both live and utter it. 


Carl. Bode 



chronology 


1837 Heniy Thoreau graduates from Harvard at twenty, 
corues home to Concord, and looks for a career. At 
Ralph Waldo Emerson s suggestion probably, also be- 
gms a Journal 

1838 Gives his first lecture before the Concord Lyceum, 
thus imtiatmg a practice that was to have an impor- 
tant effect on hi wntmg Becomes an mtimate of 
Emerson. 

1839 With his brother John, embarks on a "fluvial excur- 
sion” along the Concord and Memmack, and gathers 
material for the Week Falls m love with EUen Sewall 

1840. Makes his bow as a poet the Transcendentahst Dial 
prmts his lync about Edmund Sewall, brother of 
Ellen In November Ellen Sewall finally rejects Tho- 
leau. 

1841. As handyman and fnend, takes up residence with the 
Emersons Is attracted to Lidian Emerson. 

1842. Publishes m the Dial, which cames rune of his best 
poems and his essay "Natural History of Massachu- 
setts ” His beloved brother John Thoreau dies. 

1843. Leaves Emerson’s home to act as tutor to Emerson’s 
nephew at Staten Island and to try his luck with the 
New York hterary market Publishes a few more 
essays and poems. 

1845. Goes to hve m a hut beside Walden Pond. Com- 
mences his penod of meatest hterary productivity. 

1846. Travels to Maine, gamers some of the matenal later 
to go mto The Maine Woods 

1847. Ends Walden experiment, resumes residence at the 
Emerson home. 

1848 Sartams Union Magazine prmts “Ktaadn and the 
Maine Woods ” 

1849. 'Thoreau s first book, the Week, and most influenbal 
essay, * Civil Disobedience,” published. 

28 
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1851: Thoreau aligns himself with the ahohtiomsts. 

1853. Busy as surveyor m Concord, sees pubhcation of 
openmg portions of A Yankee tn Canam, visits Maine 
woods for the second time. 

1854* Walden; or. Life tn the Woods published. 

1855: First ^isodes of Cape Cod appear in Putnatn^s 
Monthly Magazine, the rest are withdrawn when the 
editor tries to censor Thoreau. 

1858. Thoreau surveys and lectures; stays briefly at Horace 
Greeley’s farm. Is introduced to Walt Whitman m 
New York. 

1857: Fight over slavery mtensifies; Thoreau meets John 
Brown and is deeply impressed by him. 

1860 More essays, indumng two on Brown, are pnnted, 
Thoreau goes on last campmg excursion chmbs 
Monadnock m company with Ellery Channmg At end 
of year becomes lU. 

1861: In search of good health, travels to Minnesota Works 
^ up final group of essays for The Atlantic Monthly, m- 
cludmg “Walkmg” and “Life widiout Bnnciple.” 

1862: Dies of tuberculosis m spring. 




A Natural History of Massachusetts^ 


This is much more than Massachusetts It started out as a 
book review, unsigned, in R. W Emerson's Dial for July, 
1842 But it gives the subject. Reports — on the Fishes, Rep- 
tiles, and Birds; the Herbaceous Plants and Quadrupeds, the 
Insects Injurious to Vegetation, and the Invertebrate Ani- 
mals of Massachusetts, little more than a bow at the be- 
ginning and a hasty good-by at the end In between, Thoreau 
has put some of the most genial observation of nature he ever 
achieved Later on he became a more exact observer but he 
never became a happier one The outline of the Report can 
be discerned but it serves only as a suggestion for hts own 
■fresh thoughts, only as a point of departure Into the context 
of his essay he has woven a number of hts poems as well as 
two smooth Anacreontics that he has translated from the 
Greek It is some distance from the Greek poet’s "Return of 
Spring” to "Insects Injurious to Vegetation,” and Thoreau’s 
heart is purely with the former The Massachusetts legislature 
which authorized the original Report would have had good 
cause to be surprised at what it started. 

C B 

B ooks of natural history make the most cheerful 
wmter reading I read m Audubon with a thrill of 
dehght, when the snow covers the ground, of the mag- 
^loha, and the Florida keys, and their warm sea-breezes, 
of the fence-rail, and the cotton-tree, and the imgrations 
of the nce-bird, of the breaking up of winter m Labra- 

^ Reports — on the Fishes, Reptfles, and Birds, the Herbaceo^ 
Plants and Quadrupeds, the Insects Injunous to Vegetation, and the 
Invertebrate Animals of Massachusetts Published agreeably to an 
Order of the Legislature, by the Commissioners on the Zoological 
and Botanical Survey of the State 
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dor, and tlie melting of the snow on the forlcs of the 
hlissoun; and owe an accession of health to these rem- 
iniscences of lunainant nature. 

Widim the circuit of this plodding life, 

There enter moments of an azure hue. 

Untarnished fair as is the •'.nolet 
Or anemone, v,hen the spnng strews them 
By some meandering rrvTilet, which make 
The best philosophy untrue that aims 
But to console man for his grievances. 

I have remembered, when the wmter came. 

High m my chamber in the frosty mghts. 

When m the still hght of the cheerful moon. 

On e\ eiy twig and rad and jutting spout. 

The icy spears w ere addmg to then length 
Agamst the arrows of the commg sun. 

How’ in the shunmermg moon of summer past 

Some unrecorded beam slanted across 

The upland pastures where the Johnswort grew; 

Or heard, anud the verdure of my mind, 

The bee’ s lon^ smothered bum, on die blue flag 
Loitermg amidst the mead, or busy rdl, 

MTnch now’ througb all its course stands stiH and dumb. 

Its own memorial — ^purlmg at its play 
Along the slopes, and through the meadows nest, 

Until its } outhful soimd was hushed at last 
In the staid current of the low’land stream; 

Or seen the furrows shine but late upturned, - 
wAnd where the fieldfare followed in the rear, 

Mhen all the fields around lay bound and boar 
Beneath a thick mtegument of snow 
So by God’s cheap economy made rich 
To go upon my ivmter’s task again. 

I am smgularly refreshed in -winter when I hear of 
serwce-bemes, pokc'-weed, jumper. Is not heaven made 
■up of these cheap summer glones^ There is a singular 
health in those words, Labrador and East Main, which 
no desponding creed recognizes How much more than 
Federal are these Statesl If there were no other vids- 
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situdes than the seasons, our interest would never tire. 
Much more is a-domg than Congress wots of. What jour- 
nal do the persimmon and the buckeye keep, and the 
sharp-shinned hawk? What is transpirmg from summer 
to wmter in the Carohnas, and the Great Pme Forest, 
and the Valley of the Mohawk? The merely pohtical 
aspect of the land is never very cheermg, men are de- 
graded when considered as the members of a pohtical 
orgamzation. On this side all lands present only the 
symptoms of decay. I see but Bunker Hill and Smg-Smg, 
the District of Columbia and Sulhvan^’s Island, with a 
few avenues connectmg them. But paltry are they all be- 
side one blast of the east or the south wmd which blows 
over them. 

In society you will not find health, but in nature. Un- 
less our feet at least stood m the midst of nature, all our 
faces would be pale and hvid. Society is always diseased, 
and the best is the most so. There is no scent m it so 
wholesome as that of the pmes, nor any hagrance so 
penetrating and restorative as the hfe-everlastmg in 
high pastures. I would keep some book of natural his- 
tory always by me as a sort of ehxir, the readmg of 
which should restore the tone of the system To the sick, 
indeed, nature is sick, but to the well, a fountam of 
health. To him who contemplates a trait of natural 
beauty no harm nor diSappomtment can come The doc- 
trmes of despair, of spiritual or pohtical tyranny or servi- 
tude, were never taught by such as shared the seremty 
of nature. Surely good courage will not flag here on the 
Atlantic border, as long as we are flanked by the Fur 
Countnes. There is enough in that sound to cheer one 
under any cucumstances. The spruce, the hemlock, and 
the pine wiU not countenance despau. Methinks some 
creeds in vestnes and churches do forget the hunter 
wrapped in furs by the Great Slave Lake, and that the 
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Esquimaux sledges are drawn by dogs, and in the twi- 
light of the northern night the hunter does not give over 
to follow the seal and walrus on the ice They are of sick 
and diseased imaginations who would toll the world’s 
knell so soon. Cannot these sedentary sects do better 
than prepare the shrouds and write the epitaphs of those 
other busy living men? The practical faith of all men 
belies the preacher’s consolation What is any man’s dis- 
course to me, if I am not sensible of something in it as 
steady and cheery as the creak of crickets? In it the 
woods must be relieved against the sky. Men tire me 
when I am not constantly greeted and refreshed as by 
the flux of sparldmg streams. Surely ]oy is the condition 
of Me Think of the young fry that leap m ponds, the 
mynads of msects ushered mto bemg on a summer 
evenmg, the incessant note of the hyla with which the 
woods nng m the spnng, the nonchalance of the butter- 
fly carrying accident and change pamted m a thousand 
hues upon its wmgs, or the brook minnow stoutly stem- 
rmng the current, the luster of whose scales, worn bright 
by the attrition, is reflected upon the bank! 

We fancy that this din of rehgion, hterature, and phi- 
losophy, which IS heard m pulpits, lyceums, and parlors, 
vibrates through the umverse, and is as cathohc a sound 
as the creakmg of the earth’s axle, but if a man sleep 
soundly, he will forget it all between sunset and dawn. 
It is the three-mch swmg of a pendulum m a cupboard, 
which the great pulse of nature vibrates by and through 
each mstant When we Mt our eyehds and open our 
ears, it disappears with smoke and rattle like the cars on 
a railroad. When I detect a beauty m any of the recesses 
of nature, I am remmded, by the serene and retired 
spirit m which it requires to be contemplated, of the 
inexpressible pnvacy of a Me— how silent and unambi- 
tious it IS. The beauty there is m mosses must be con- 
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sidered from the holiest, quietest nook. What an admi- 
rable training is science for the more active warfare 
of lifel Indeed, the unchallenged bravery which these 
studies imply, is far more impressive than the trumpeted 
valor of the warrior I am pleased to learn that Thales 
was up and stirrmg by night not unfrequently, as his 
astronomical discoveries prove Linnaeus, setting out for 
Lapland, surveys his “comb”' and “spare shirt,” ‘leathern 
breeches” and “gauze cap to keep off gnats,” with as 
much complacency as Bonaparte a park of artillery for 
the Russian campaign The qmet bravery of the man is 
admirable. His eye is to take m fish, flower, and bird, 
quadruped and biped. Science is always brave, for to 
know is to know good, doubt and danger quail before her 
eye. What the coward overlooks m his hurry, she calmly 
scrutmizes, breakmg ground hke a pioneer for the array of 
arts that follow in her tram. But cowardice is unscien- 
tific, for there cannot be a science of ignorance There 
may be a science of bravery, for that advances, but a 
retreat is rarely well conducted, if it is, then is it an 
orderly advance in the face of circumstances. 

But to draw a httle nearer to our promised topics. 
Entomology extends the limits of bemg m a new direc- 
tion, so that I walk m nature with a sense of greater 
space and freedom. It suggests besides, that the um- 
verse is not rough-hewn, but perfect in its details Na- 
ture will bear the closest mspection, she mvites us to 
lay our eye level with the-^ smallest leaf, and take an 
insect view of its plam She has no mterstices, every part 
is full of hfe. I explore, too, with pleasure, the sources 
of the myriad sounds which crowd the summer moon, 
and which seem the very gram and stuff of which eter- 
mty IS made. Who does not remember the shnll roll-call 
of the harvest-fly? There were ears for these sounds in 
Greece long ago, as Anacreon’s ode will show. 
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“We pronounce thee happy. Cicada, 

For on the tops of the trees, 

Drinking a httle dew. 

Like any bng thou singest. 

For thine are they all. 

Whatever thou seest in the fields. 

And whatever the woods bear 

Thou art the fnend of the husbandmen. 

In no respect injurmg anyone. 

And thou art honored among men, 

Sweet prophet of summer 
The Muses love tliee. 

And Phoebus himself loves thee, 

And has given thee a shrill song. 

Age does not wrack tliee. 

Thou skillful, earthbom, song-lovmg, 

Unsuffenng, bloodless one. 

Almost thou art like ihe gods ” 

la the autumn days, the creakmg of cnckets is heard 
at noon over all the land, and as in summer they are 
heard chiefly at mghtfall, so dien by their mcessant chirp 
they usher m the evemng of the year. Nor can all the 
vamfaes that vex the world alter one whit the measure 
that mght has chosen Every pulse-beat is m exact time 
with the cricket’s chant and the belongs of the death- 
watch m the wall Alternate with these if you can. 

About two hundred and eighty birds either reside 
permanently m the State, or spend the summer only, or 
make us a passmg visit Those which spend the wmter 
with us have obtamed our warmest sympalhy. The nut- 
hatch and chickadee flittmg in company through the 
dells of the wood, the one harshly scoldmg at the m- 
truder, the other with a famt lispmg note enbemg him 
on, the jay screammg m the orchard, the crow cawing 
m^on with the storm, the partndge, hke a russet 
Imk extended over from autumn to spring, preserving 
unbroken the ebam of summei.., the hawk with wamor- 



A NATURAL HISTORY OF MASSACHUSETTS 87 

like firmness abidmg the blasts of wmter, the robm^ and 
lark lurkmg by warm sprmgs m the woods, the fanuliar 
snowbird culhng a few seeds m the garden or a few 
crumbs m the yard, and occasionally the shrike, with 
heedless and unfrozen melody bnngmg back summer 
agam: 

His steady sails he never furls 
At any tune o' year. 

And perching now on Winter’s curls. 

He whistles m his ear. 

As the sprmg advances, and the ice is melting in the 
nver, our earhest and stragghng visitors make their ap- 
pearance. Agam does the old Teian poet smg as well for 
New England as for Greece, in the 

RETURN OF SPRING 

Behold, how. Spring appeanng. 

The Graces send forth roses. 

Behold, how the wave of the sea 
Is made smooth by the calm, 

Behold, how the duck dives, 

Behold, how the crane travels. 

And Titan shines constantly bright 
The shadows of the clouds are movmg; 

The works of man shine. 

The earth puts forth frmts. 

The font or the ohve puts forth. 

The cup of Bacchus is crowned. 

Along die leaves, along the branches. 

The mnt, bendmg them down, flourishes. 

^A white robin and a white quad have occasionally been seen It 
IS mentioned m Audubon as remarhable that the nest of a robin 
should be found on the ground, but this bird seems to be less par- 
ticular than most in the choice Of a budding-spot I have seen its 
nest placed under the thatched roof of a deserted bam, and in one 
instance, where the adjacent country was nearly destitute of trees, 
together with two of the phoebe, upon the end of a board in the loft 
of a sawmill, but a few feet from the saw, which vibrated several 
inches with the motion of the machmeiy. 
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The ducks alight at tins season m the still water, in 
company with the gulls, which do not fail to improve an 
east wind to visit our meadows, and swim about by twos 
and threes, pluming themselves, and divmg to peck at 
the root of the hly, and the cranberries which the frost 
has not loosened The first flock of geese is seen beatmg 
to north, m long harrows and waving lines, the jmgle of 
the song sparrow salutes us from the shrubs and fences; 
the plamtive note of the lark comes clear and sweet from 
the meadow, and the bluebird, like an azure ray, glances 
past us in our walk. The fish hawk, too, is occasionally 
seen at this season saihng majestically over the water, 
and he who has once observed it will not soon forget the 
majesty of its flight It sails the air like a ship of the line, 
worthy to struggle with the elements, falhng back from 
time to time like a ship on its beam ends, and holdmg 
its talons up as if ready for the arrows, in the attitude of 
the national bird. It is a great presence, as of the master 
of nver and forest. Its eye would not quail before the 
owner of the soil, but make him feel hke an intruder on 
its domains And then its retreat, sailing so steadily away, 
IS a land of advance. I have by me one of a pair of 
ospreys, which have for some years fished in this vicm- 
ity, shot by a neighbonng pond, measurmg more than 
two feet m length, and six in the stretch of its wings. 
Nuttali mentions that "the ancients, particularly Aris- 
totle, pretended that the ospreys taught then young to 
gaze at the sun, and those who were unable to do so 
were destroyed. Linnaeus even believed, on ancient au- 
thonty, that one of the feet of this bird had all the toes 
divided, while the other was partly webbed, so that it 
could ^swim with one foot, and grasp a fish with the 
other.” But that educated eye is now dim, and those 
telons are nerveless. Its shnll scream seems yet to finger 
in its throat, and the roar of the sea m its wmgs. There 



A/NATURAL HISTORY OF MASSACHUSETTS 39 
is tiie tyranny of Jove in its claws, and his wrath m the 
erectile feathers of the head and neck It reminds me of 
the Argonautic expedition, and would mspire the dullest 
to take flight over Parnassus. 

The boommg of the bittern, described by Goldsmith 
and NuttaU, is frequently heard m our fens, m the morn- 
ing and evening, soundmg hke a pump, or the choppmg 
of wood m a frosty mommg in some distant farm-yard. 
The manner in wluch this sound is produced I have not 
seen anywhere described. On one occasion, the bird has 
been seen by one of my neighbors to thrust its bill mto 
the water, and suck up as much as it could hold, then, 
raismg its head, it pumped it out again with four or five 
heaves of the neck, throwing it two or three feet, and 
making the sound each time. 

At length the summer’s eternity is ushered in by the 
cackle of the flicker among the o^ on the hillside, and 
a new dynasty begms witi calm security. 

In May and Jime the woodland quire is in full tune, 
and, given the immense spaces of hollow air, and this 
curious human ear, one does not see how the void could 
be better filled. 

Each summer sound 
Is a summer round. 

As the season advances, and those birds which make 
us but a passing visit depart, the woods become silent 
agam, and but few feathers ruffle the drowsy air But 
the sohtary rambler may stfll find a response and ex- 
pression for every mood m the depths of the wood. 

Sometimes I hear the veeryV clarion. 

Or brazen trump of the impatient jay. 

And m secluded woods the chickadee 

^This bird, which is so well described by NuttaU, but is apparently 
Unknown by the author of the Report, is one of the most common 
in the woods m this vicinity, and in Cambridge I have heard the col- 
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Doles out her scanty notes, which sing the praise 
Of heroes, and set forth the loveliness 
Of virtue evermore. 

The phoebe still sings in harmony with the sultry 
weather by the brink of the pond, nor are the desultory 
hours of noon m the midst of the village without their 
mins trel. 


Upon the lofty elm-tree sprays 
The vureo rmgs the changes sweet, 

Durmg the trivial summer days, 

Stnvmg to hft our thoughts above the street. 


With the autumn begms m some measure a new 
spring. The plover is heard whistlmg high m the air over 
^e (hy pastures, the finches flit from tree to tree, the 
bobolinks and flickers fly in flocks, and the goldfinch 
ndes on the earhest blast, like a wmged hyla peeping 
amid the rustle of the leaves The crows, too, begm now 
to congregate, you may stand and count them as they 
fly low and stragghng over the landscape, smgly or by 
two and threes, at mtervals of half a mile, until a hun- 
dred have passed. 

1 have seen it suggested somewhere that the crow was 
brought to this country by the white man, but I shall 
as soon beheve that the white man planted these pmes 
and hemlocks. He is no spamel to follow our steps, but 
rather flits about the clearmgs like the dusky spirit of the 
Indian, remmdmg me oftener of Phihp and Powhatan 
than of Wmthrop and Smith He is a rehc of the dark 
ages. By just so shght, by just so lasting a tenure does 
superstition hold the world ever, there is the rook in 
England, and the crow m New England. 


lege yard ring with its trill The boys call it “yorncJc,” from the 
querulous and chiding note, as it Bits near the traveler 
«ndenvoocL The cowbird’s egg is occasionally found m 
its nest, as mentioned by Audubon 
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Thou dusky spirit of the wood. 

Bird of an ancient brood, 

Fhtting thy lonely way, 

A meteor m the summer’s day. 

From wood to wood, from hm to hiU, 

Low over forest, field, and nil. 

What wouldst thou say? 

Why shouldst thou haunt the day? 

What makes thy melancholy float? 

What bravery mspues thy throat. 

And bears thee up above the clouds. 

Over despondmg human crowds. 

Which far below 
Lay thy haunts low? 

The late walker or sailor, in the October evenings, 
inay hear the murmunngs of the snipe, circling over the 
meadows, the most spint-like sound in nature, and still ' 
ater in the autumn, when the frosts have tmged the 
eaves, a solitary loon pays a visit to 'our retired ponds, 
where he may lurk undisturbed tiU the season of moult- 
ing is passed, makmg the woods rmg with his wild 
ughter. This bird, the Great Northern Diver, well de- 
serves its name, for when pursued with a boat, it wdl 
ve, and swim like a fish under water, for sixty rods or 
inore, as fast as a boat can be paddled, and its pursuer, 
fh ^ discover his game agam, must put his ear to 
e surface to hear where it comes up. When it comes to- 
the surface, it throws the water ofF vwth one shake of its 
Wi^s, and calmly swims about unbl agam disturbed. 

ese are the sights and sounds which reach our 
enses oftenest durmg the year. But sometimes one hears 
a qmte new note, which has for background other Caro- 
fT, Mexicos than the books describe, and learns 

^ ornithology has done him no service. 

appe^s from the Report that there are about forty 
qua peds belongmg to the State, and among these 
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one IS glad to Lear o£ a few bears, wolves, lynxes, and 
wildcats. 

When our nver overflows its banks in the spring, 
the wind from the meadows is laden with a strong scent 
of musk, and by its freshness advertises me of an unex- 
plored wildness Those backwoods are not far off tlien. 

I am affected by the sight of the cabms of the muskrat, 
made of mud and grass, and raised tliree or four feet 
along the nver, as when I read of the barrows of Asia. 
The muskrat is the beaver of the settled States. Their 
number has even increased withm a few years in this 
vicmity Among the nvers which empty mto the Mem- 
mack, the Concord is known to the boatmen as a dead 
stream. The Indians are said to have called it Musketa- 
qmd, or Frame River Its current being much more 
sluggish and its water more muddy than the rest, it 
abounds more m fish and game of every land Accord- 
ing to the History of the town, “The fur-trade was here 
once very important. As early as 1641, a company was 
formed m the colony, of which Major Willard of Con- 
cord was supermtendenL and had the exclusive nght to 
trade with the Indians m furs and other articles, and 
for this nght they were obhged to pay mto the pubhc 
treasury one twentieth of all the furs they obtamed” 
There are trappers m our nudst still, as well as on the 
streams of the far West, who mght and mormng go 
the round of their traps, without fear of the Indian One 
of these takes from one hundred and fifty to two hun- 
dred muskrats m a year, and even thirty-six have been 
shot by one man m a day. Then fur, which is not nearly 
as valuable as formerly, is m good condition m the wm- 
ter and sprmg only, and upon the breaking up of the ice, 
when they are dnven out of their holes by the water, the 
greatest number is shot from boats, either swimmmg or 
restmg on their stools, or shght supports of grass and 
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reeds, by the side of the stream. Though they exhibit 
considerable cunning at other times, they are easily 
taken in a trap, which has only to be placed m their 
holes, or wherever they frequent, without any bait be- 
ing used, though it is sometimes rubbed with their musk, 
in the winter the hunter cuts holes in the ice, and shoots 
them when they come to the surface. Then* burrows are 
usually m the high banks of the river, with the entrance 
imder water, and nsmg within to above the level of 
high water. Sometimes their nests, composed of dried 
meadow-grass and flags, may be discovered where the 
bank is low and spongy, by the yieldmg of the ground 
under the feet. They have from three to seven or eight 
young in the sprmg. 

Frequently, m the morning or evemng, a long ripple 
is seen in the still water, where a muskrat is crossmg 
the stream, with only its nose above the surface, and 
sometimes a green bough in its mouth to build its house 
with When it finds itself observed, it will dive and swnn 
five or SIX rods under water, and at length conceal itself 
in its hole, or the weeds It will remam under water for 
ten minutes at a time, and on one occasion has been 
seen, when undisturbed, to form an air-bubble under the 
ice, which contracted and eiqianded as it breathed at 
leisure. When it suspects danger on shore, it will stand 
erect like a squirrel, and survey its neighborhood for 
several mmutes, without movmg. 

In the fall, if a meadow intervene between their bur- 
rows and the stream, they erect cabins of mud and 
grass, three or four feet high, near its edge. These are 
not their breedmg-places, though young are sometimes 
found m them m late freshets, but rather their huntmg- 
lodges, to which they resort in the wmter with their 
food, and for shelter. Their food consists chiefly of flags 
and fresh-water mussels, the shells of the latter bemg 
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left m large quantities around their lodges m the spring. 

The Penobscot Indian wears the entire skin of a musk- 
rat, with the legs and tail dangling, and the head caught 
under his girdle, for a pouch, into which he puts his 
fishmg-tackle, and essences to scent his traps with. 

The bear, wolf, lynx, wildcat, deer, beaver, and mar- 
ten have disappeared, the otter is rarely if ever seen 
here at present; and the mink is less common than for- 
merly. 

Perhaps of all our untamed quadrupeds, the fox has 
obtamed the widest and most famihar reputation, from 
the tune of Pilpay and Aesop to the present day. His 
recent tracks still give variety to a wmter’s walk. I tread 
in the steps of the fox that has gone before me by some 
hours, or which perhaps I have started, with such a tip- 
toe of expectation as if I were on the trail of the Spirit 
itself which resides in the wood, and expected soon to 
catch it m its lair. I am curious to know what has deter- 
mmed its graceful curvatures, and how surely they were 
comcident with the fluctuations of some mmd. I know 
which way a mmd wended, what horizon it faced, by 
the settmg of these tracks, and whether it moved slowly 
or rapidly, by their greater or less mtervals and distinct- 
ness, for the swiftest step leaves yet a lasting trace. 
Sometunes you will see the trails of many together, and 
where they have gamboled and gone through a hundred 
evolutions, which testify to a smgular listlessness and 
leisure m nature. 

When I see a fox run across the pond on the snow, 
with the carelessness of freedom, or at mtervals trace 
his course m the sunshme along the ndge of a hill, I give 
up to him sun and earth as to their true proprietor. He 
^es not go in the sun, but it seems to follow him, and 
there is a visible sympathy between him and it Some- 
times, when the snow lies light and but five or six inches 
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deep, you may give chase and come up with one on foot. 
In such a case he will show a remarkable presence of 
mind, choosmg only the safest direction, though he may 
lose ground by it. Notwithstanding his fnght, he will 
take no step which is not beautiful. His pace is a sort of 
leopard canter, as if he were m no wise impeded by the 
snow, but were husbanding his strength all the while. 
"When the ground is uneven, the course is a senes of 
graceful curves, conforming to the shape of the surface. 
He runs as though there were not a bone in his back. 
Occasionally droppmg his muzzle to the ground for a 
rod or two, and then tossmg his head aloft, when satis- 
fied of his course. When he comes to a declivity, he will 
put his fore feet together, and shde swiftly down it, 
shovmg the snow before him. He treads so softly that 
you would hardly hear it from any nearness, and yet 
with such expression that it would not be qmte mandi- 
ble at any distance. 

Of fishes, seventy-five genera and one hundred and 
seven species are described in the Report. The fisher- 
man will be startled to learn that there are but about a 
dozen lands in the ponds and streams of any inland 
town, and almost nothmg is known of their habits. 
Only their names and residence make one love fishes. 
I would know even the number of their fin-rays, and 
how many scales compose the lateral hne. I am the 
Wiser in respect to all Imowledges, and the better quah- 
fied for all fortunes, for knowmg that there is a minnow 
in the brook. Methinks I have need even of his sym- 
pathy, and to be his fellow m a degree. 

I have experienced such simple dehght in the trivial 
matters of fishmg and sportmg, formerly, as might have 
inspired the muse of Homer or Shakespeare, and now, 
when I turn the pages and ponder the plates of the 
Angler s Souvenir, I am fam to exclaim, 
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“Can such things be, 

And overcome us hke a summer s cloud? 

Next to nature, it seems as if man s actions were the 
most natural, they so gently accord with her. The small 
semes of flax stretched across the shallow and trans- 
parent parts of our nver are no more mtrusion than the 
cobweb m the sun. I stay my boat m mid-current, and 
look down m the sunny water to see the civil meshes of 
his nets, and wonder how the blustering people of the 
town could have done this elvish work. The twme looks 
like a new nver-weed, and is to the nver as a beautiful 
memento of man’s presence m nature, discovered as 
silently and dehcately as a footpnnt m the sand. 

When the ice is covered with snow, I do not suspect 
the wealth under my feet, that there is as good as a 
mine imder me wherever I go. How many pickerel are 
poised on easy fin fathoms below the loaded waml The 
revolubon of the seasons must be a curious phenomenon 
to them. At length the sun and wmd brush aside them 
curtain, and they see the heavens agam. 

Early in the spnng, after the ice has melted, is the 
time for speanng fish Suddenly the wmd shifts from 
northeast and east to west and south, and every icicle, 
which has tinkled on the meadow grass so long, tackles 
down Its stem, and seeks its level unerringly with a rmlhon 
comrades. The steam curls up from every roof and fence. 

I see the crvil sim drying earth’s tears, 

Her tears of joy, which only faster flow. 

In the brooks is heard the shght gratmg sound of 
small cakes of ice, floatmg with vanous speed, full of 
content and promise, and where the water gurgles under 
a natural bndge, you may hear these hasty rafts hold 
conversation m an undertone Every nil is a channel for 
the juices of the meadow. In the ponds the ice cracks 
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witii a merry and inspintmg dm, and dovra die larger 
streams is whirled gratmg hoarsely, and crashmg its way 
along, which was so lately a highway for the woodman’s 
team and the fox, sometimes with the tracks of the 
skaters still fresh upon it, and the holes cut for pickerel. 
Town committees anxiously inspect the bridges and 
causeways, as if by mere eye-force to mtercede with the 
ice and save the treasury. 

The nver swelleth more and more. 

Like some sweet influence stealmg o'er 
The passive town, and for a while 
Each tussock makes a tiny isle. 

Where, on some fnendly Ararat, 

Resteth the weary water-rat 

No npple shows Musketaqmd, 

Her very current e’en is hid, 

As deepest souls do calmest rest 
When thoughts are swellmg in the breast, 

And she tliat m the summer s drought 
Doth make a npphng and a rout. 

Sleeps from Nahshawtuck to the Cliff, 

Unruffled by a smgle skiff 
But by a thousand distant hdls 
The louder roar a thousand nils, 

And many a spring which now is dumb, 

And many a stream with smothered hum. 

Doth svnfter well and faster glide. 

Though buned deep beneath die tide. 

Our -s^age shows a rural Venice, 

Its broad lagoons where yonder fen is. 

As lovely as the Bay of Naples 
Yon placid cove amid the m^les. 

And m my neighbor's field oi com 
1 recognize the Golden Horn. 

Here Nature taught from year to year. 

When only red men came to hear — • 

Methmks t was m this school of art 
Vemce and Naples learned their part. 

But still their mistress, to my mind. 

Her young disciples leaves behmd. 
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The fisherman now repans and launches his boat. The 
best time for spearing is at this season, before the weeds 
have begun to grow, and while the fishes he in the shal- 
low water, for in summer they prefer die cool depths, 
and m the autumn they are still more or less concealed 
by the grass. The first reqmsite is fuel for your crate; 
and for this purpose the roots of the pitch pine are com- 
monely used, found under decayed stumps, where the 
trees have been felled eight or ten years. 

With a crate, or jack, made of iron hoops, to contain 
your fire, and attached to die bow of your boat about 
three feet from the water, a fish-spear with seven tines 
and fourteen feet long, a large basket or barrow to cany 
your fuel and bring back your fish, and a thick outer 
garment, you are eqmpped for a cruise. It should be a 
warm and stiU evenmg, and then, with a fire crackhng 
merrily at the prow, you may launch forth like a cucullo 
mto the mght The dullest soul cannot go upon such an 
expedition without some of the spint of adventiue; as 
if he had stolen the boat of Charon and gone down the 
Styx on a midmght expedition mto the realms of Pluto. 
And much speculation does this wandenng star afford 
to the musmg mght-walker, leadmg him on and on, 
jack-o’-lantem-like, over the meadows, or, if he is wiser, 
he amuses himself with imaginmg what of human hfe, 
far in the silent mght, is flittmg mothlike round its can- 
dle. The silent navigator shoves his craft gendy over 
the water, with a smothered pride and sense of benefac- 
tion, as if he were the phosphor, or hght-bnnger, to 
these dusky realms, or some sister moon, blessmg die 
spaces 'With her hght. The waters, for a rod or two on 
either hand and several feet m depth, are ht up with 
more than noonday distinctness, and he enjoys the op- 
portumty which so many have desired, for the roofs of 
a city are indeed raised, and he surveys the midm^t 
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economy of the fishes. There they he in every variety of 
posture, some on then backs, with their white belhes 
uppermost, some suspended in mid-water, some sculling 
gently along with a dreamy motion of the fins, and others 
qmte active and wide awake — -a scene not unlike what 
the human city would present. Occasionally he will 
encounter a turtle selectmg the choicest morsels, or a 
muskrat restmg on a tussock. He may exercise his dex- 
terity, if he sees fit, on the more distant and active fish, 
or fork the nearer mto his boat, as potatoes out of a pot, 
or even take the sound sleepers with his hands. But 
these last accomphshments he wiU soon learn to dis- 
pense with, distmguishing the real object of his pursuit, 
and find compensation m the beauty and never-endmg 
novelty of his position. The pmes growing down to the 
water’s edge will show newly as in the glare of a con- 
flagration, and as he floats imder the wfilows with his 
hght, the song sparrow will often wake on her perch, 
and smg that stram at midmght which she had medi- 
tated for the mommg. And when he has done, he may 
have to steer his way home through the dark by the 
north Star, and he will feel himself some degrees nearer 
to it for having lost his way on the earth. 

The fishes commonly taken in this way are pickerel, 
suckers, perch, eels, pouts, breams, and shmers — from 
thirty to sixty weight m a night. Some are hard to be 
recognized m the unnatural hght, especially the perch, 
which, his dark bands being exaggerated, acquires a fero- 
cious aspect. The number of these transverse bands, which 
the Report states to be seven, is, however, very variable, 
-for m some of our ponds they have nine and ten even. 

It appears that we have eight kmds of tortoises, 
twelve snakes — ^but one of which is venomous — nine 
frogs and toads, nme salamanders, and one hzard, for our 
neighbors. 
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I am particularly attracted by tbe motions of the ser- 
pent tnbe. Th^ make our hands and feet, the wngs of 
the bird, and the fins of the fish seem very superfluous, 
as if Nature had only indulged her fancy in mab’ng 
them. The black snake will dart mto a bush when pur- 
sued, and circle round and round with an easy and 
graceful motion, amid the thin and bare twigs, five or 
SIX feet from the ground, as a bird flits from bough to 
bough, or hang in festoons between the forks. Elasticity 
and flexibleness in the simpler forms of ammal hfe are 
eqmvalent to a complex system of limbs m die higher; 
and we have only to be as wise and wly as the serpent, 
to perform as difiicult feats without the vulgar assist- 
ance of hands and feet. 

In May, the snappmg turde {Emtjsaurus serpentina) 
is frequendy taken on the meadows and in die river. 
The fisherman, takmg sight over the calm surface, dis- 
covers its snout projectmg above the water, at the dis- 
tance of many rods, and easily secures his prey through 
its unwiUmgness to disturb the water by swimmmg 
hastily away, for, gradually drawmg its head under, it 
remains restmg on some limb or clump of grass. Its eggs, 
which are buned at a distance from the water, in some 
soft place, as a pigeon-bed, are frequently devoured by 
the skunk. It will catch fish by dayhght, as a toad catches 
flies, and is said to emit a transparent flmd from its 
mouth to attract them. 

Nature has taken more care than the fondest parent 
for the education and refinement of her children. Con- 
sider the silent influence which flowers exert, no less 
upon the ditcher in the meadow than the lady in the 
bower. When I walk in the woods, I am remmded that 
a wise purveyor has been there before me, my most 
dehcate expenence is typified there. I am struck with 
the pleasmg friendships and unanimities of nature. 



A NATURAL HISTORY OF MASSACHUSETTS 51 

as when the lichen on the trees takes the form of their 
leaves. In the most stupendous scenes you wiU see deh- 
cate and fragile features, as shght wreaths of vapor, 
dew-lmes, feathery sprays, which suggest a high refine- 
ment, a noble blood and breeding, as it were. It is not 
hard to account for elves and fairies, they represent this 
hght grace, this ethereal gentihty. Brmg a spray from 
the wood, or a crystal from the brook, and place it on 
your mantel, and your household ornaments ^vlll seem 
plebeian beside its nobler fashion and bearmg It will 
wave superior there, as if used to a more refined and 
pohshed circle It has a salute and a response to all your 
enthusiasm and heroism. 

In the wmter, I stop short in the path to admire how 
the trees grow up without forethought, regardless of the 
time and circumstances. They do not wait as man does, 
but now is the golden age of the saphng. Earth, air, sun, 
and rain are occasion enough, they were no better m 
pnmeval centuries. The *‘wmter of their discontent” 
never comes. Witness the buds of the native poplar 
standing gayly out to the frost on the sides of its bare 
switches. They express a naked confidence With cheer- 
ful heart one could be a sojourner m the wilderness, if 
he were sure to find there the cations of the willow or 
the alder When I read of them in the accounts of north- 
ern adventurers, by Baffin^s Bay or Mackenzie’s River, 
I see how even there, too, I could dwell. They are our 
httle vegetable redeemers. Methmks our virtue will hold 
out tiU they come agam. They are worthy to have had a 
greater than Mmerva or Ceres for their mventor Who was 
the bemgnant goddess that bestowed them on mankind? 

Nature is mythical and mystical always, and works 
"vvith the hcense and extravagance of gemus She has her 
luxurious and florid style as well as art. Having a pil- 
s cup to make, she gives to the whole — stem, bowl. 
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handle, and nose — some fantastic shape, as if it were to 
be the car of some fabulous marme deity, a Nereus or 
Triton. 

In the \vmter, the botanist need not confine himself 
to his books and herbarium, and give over his outdoor 
pursmts, but may study a new department of vegetable 
physiology, what may be called crystaUme botany, then. 
The wmter of 1837 was unusually favorable for this. 
In December of that year, the Gemus of vegetation 
seemed to hover by night over its summer haunts with 
imusual persistency. Such a hoar-frost as is very uncom- 
mon here or anywhere, and whose full effects can never 
be witnessed after sunnse, occurred several tunes. As I 
went forth early on a stiff and frosty mormng, the trees 
looked hke airy creatures of darkness caught nappmg, 
on this side huddled together, with their gray hairs 
streammg, m a secluded valley which the sun had not 
penetrated, on that, hurrying off m Indian file along 
some watercourse, while the shrubs and grasses, like 
elves and fames of the mght, sought to hide their dimin- 
ished heads m the snow. The nver, viewed from the 
high bank, appeared of a yellowish-green color, though 
all the landscape was white Every tree, shrub, and spire 
of grass, that could raise its head above the snow, was 
covered with a dense ice-fohage, answering, as it were, 
leaf for leaf to its summer dress Even the fences had 
put forth leaves m the mght. The center, divergmg, and 
more rmnute fibers were perfectly distmct, and the edges 
regularly indented. These leaves were on the side of the 
tivig or stubble opposite to the sun, meetmg it for the 
most part at right angles, and there were others standmg 
out at aU possible angles upon these and upon one an- 
ollier, with no twig or stubble supportmg them. When 
the first rays of the sun slanted over the scene, the 
grasses seemed hung with mnumerable jewels, which 
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jingled merrily as they were brushed by the foot of the 
traveler, and reflected all the hues of the rambow, as he 
moved from side to side. It struck me that these ghost 
leaves, and the green ones whose forms they assume, 
were the creatures of but one law; that in obedience to 
the same law the vegetable juices swell gradually into 
the perfect leaf, on the one hand, and the crystalline 
particles troop to their standard in the same order, on 
the other. As if the material were indifferent, but the 
law one and invariable, and every plant m the sprmg 
but pushed up into and filled a permanent and eternal 
mould, which, summer and winter forever, is waiting to 
be filled. 

This foliate structure is common to the coral and the 
plumage of birds, and to how large a part of animate 
and mammate nature. The same mdependence of law 
on matter is observable in many other instances, as m 
the natural rhymes, when some animal form, color, or 
odor has its counterpart in some vegetable. As, indeed, 
aU rhymes imply an eternal melody, independent of any 
particular sense. 

As confirmation of the fact that vegetation is but a 
kmd of crystallization, every one may observe how, 
upon the edge of the meltmg frost on the wmdow, the 
needle-shaped particles are bundled together so as to 
resemble fields waving with grain, or shocks nsmg here 
and there from the stubble, on one side the vegetation 
of the tomd zone, high-towermg palms and wide-spread 
banyans, such as are seen m pictures of oriental scenery; 
on the other, arctic pmes stiff frozen, with downcast 
branches. 

Vegetation has been made the type of all growth, but 
as m crystals the law is more obvious, their material 
being more simple, and for the most part more transient 
and fleetmg, would it not be as philosophical as con- 
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vement to consider all growth, all filling up within the 
limits o£ nature, but a crystallization more or less rapid? 

On this occasion, in the side o£ the high bank of the 
river, wherever the water or other cause had formed a 
cavity, its throat and outer edge, like the entrance to a 
citadel, bnsded with a ghstemng ice-armor. In one place 
you might see mmute ostnch-feathers, which seemed 
the wavmg plumes of the warriors filmg into the for- 
tress, in another, the glancmg, fan-shaped banners of 
the LiUiputian host, and m another, the needle-shaped 
particles collected mto bimdles, resemblmg the plumes 
of the pme, might pass for a phalanx of spears. From 
the under side of the ice in the brooks, where there was 
a thicker ice below, depended a mass of crystallization, 
four or five mches deep, in the form of prisms, with their 
lower ends open, which, when the ice was laid on its 
smooth side, resembled the roofs and steeples of a 
Gothic city, or the vessels of a crowded haven under a 
press of canvas. The very mud m the road, where the ice 
had melted, was crystallized with deep recbhnear fis- 
sures, and the crystallme masses m the sides of the ruts 
resembled exactly asbestos in the disposition of their 
needles Around the roots of the stubble and flower- 
stalks, the frost was gathered mto the form of irregular 
comcal shells, or fairy rmgs. In some places the ice- 
crystals were lymg upon gramte rocks, directly over 
crystals of quartz, the frostwork of a longer mght, crys- 
tals of a longer period, but, to some eye unprejudiced by 
the short term of human life, meltmg as fast as the former. 

In the Report on the Invertebrate Animals, this sin- 
gular fact IS recorded, which teaches us to put a new 
value on time and space “The distnbution of the marme 
shells IS well worthy of notice as a geological fact Cape 
Cod, the right arm of the Commonwealth, reaches out 
mto the ocean, some fifty or sixty miles It is nowhere 
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many miles wide; but this narrow point of land has 
hitherto proved a bamer to the nugrations of many spe- 
cies of Mollusca. Several genera and numerous species, 
which are separated by the intervention of only a few 
miles of land, are effectually prevented from mmghng 
by the Cape, and do not pass from one side to the other. 
... Of the one hundred and nmety-seven manne spe- 
cies, eighty-three do not pass to the south shore, and 
fifty are not foimd on the north shore of the Cape 

That common mussel, the Unto complamtuSf or more 
properly fluviatilis, left in the spring by the muskrat 
upon rocks and stumps, appears to have been an impor- 
tant article of food with the Indians. In one place, where 
they are said to have -feasted, they are found m large 
quantities, at an elevation of thirty feet above the nver, 
ffllmg the soil to the depth of a foot, and mingled with 
ashes and Indian remams. 

The works we have placed at the head of our chapter, 
with as much hcense as the preacher selects his text, are 
such as imply more labor tiban enthusiasm. The State 
wanted complete catalogues of its natural riches, with 
such additional facts merely as would be directly useful. 

The reports on Fishes, Reptiles, Insects, and Inverte- 
brate Animals, however, indicate labor and research, and 
have a value independent of the object of the legislature. 

Those on Herbaceous Plants and Birds cannot be of 
much value, as long as Bigelow and Nuttall are acces- 
sible. They serve but to mdicate, with more or less 
exactness, what species are found in the State. We de- 
tect several errors ourselves, and a more practiced eye 
Would no doubt expand the hst. 

The Quadrupeds deserved a more final and mstruo 
tive report than they have obtained. 

These volumes deal much m measurements and mi- 
nute descriptions, not interestmg to the general reader. 
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With only here and thoro a colored sentence to allure 
him, like those plants growmg m dark forests, which 
bear only leaves without blossoms But the ground was 
comparatively unbroken, and we will not complain of 
the pioneer, if he raises no flowers with his first crop. Let 
us not underrate the value of a fact, it will one day 
flower m a truth It is astomshmg how few facts of im- 
portance are added m a century to the natural history of 
any animal The natural history of man himself is still 
bemg gradually written Men are knowing enough after 
their fashion Every countryman and dairy-maid knows 
that the coats of the fourth stomach of the calf will 
curdle milk, and what particular mushroom is a safe and 
nutntious diet You cannot go mto any field or wood, but 
it will seem as if every stone had been turned, and the 
bark on every tree npped up But, after aU, it is much 
easier to discover than to see when the cover is off. It 
has been well said that “the attitude of inspection is 
prone ” Wisdom does not mspect, but behold We must 
look a long time before we can see. Slow are the be- 
ginmngs of philosophy He has somethmg demomacal 
m him, who can discern a law or couple two facts. We 
can imagme a time when “Water runs down hiU” may 
have been taught in the schools The true man of science 
will know nature better by his finer organization, he 
will smeU, taste, see, hear, feel, better than other men. 
His will be a deeper and finer expenence. We do not 
learn by inference and deduction and the application of 
mathematics to philosophy, but by direct mtercourse 
and sympathy It is with science as witi ethics — ^we 
cannot know truth by contrivance and method, the 
Bacoman is as false as any other, and wita all the helps 
of machmery and the arts, the most scientific will still be 
the healthiest and fnendhest man, and possess a more 
perfect Indian wisdom. 



A Winter Walk 


Emerson, when he sent this essay to the printer for pub- 
lication in his Dial, wrote Thoreau that he liked “its faithful 
observation and its fine sketches of the pickerel-fisher and the 
woodchopper ” There were some other things he did not like 
as well, so he took an editor^s privilege and cut them out But 
he left the pleasant, even writing and the warm, still un- 
technical appreciation of nature. 

c. B. 

T he wind has gently murmured through the bhnds, 
or puffed with featheiy softness against the wm- 
dows, and occasionally sighed hke a summer zephyr lift- 
ing the leaves along, tlie hvelong mght The meadow 
mouse has slept m his snug gallery m the sod, the owl 
has sat m a hollow tree m the depth of the s\vamp, tlie 
tabbit, the squirrel, and the fox have all been housed. 
The watch-dog has lam qmet on the hearth, and tlie 
cattle have stood silent m their stalls. The earth itself has 
slept, as it were its first, not its last sleep, save when 
some street sign or woodhouse door has faintly creaked 
upon its hmge, cheermg forlorn nature at her midnight 
work — ^the only sound awake ’twixt Venus and Mars — 
advertising us of a remote mward warmth, a divine 
cheer and fellowship, where gods are met togetlier, but 
where it is very bleak for men to stand. But while the 
earth has slumbered, all the air has been ahve with 
featliery flakes descending, as if some nortliem Ceres 
reigned, showering her silvery gram over all the fields. 

We sleep, and at length aWake to the shll reality of a 
winter mornmg. The snow lies warm as cotton or dov.n 
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upon tliG wixuiow sill, tlic bro3.(i6ii6(3. SEsb End frosted 
panes admit a dun and pnvate ligbt, which enhances 
the snug cheer withm The stillness of the mommg is 
impiessive The floor creaks under our feet as we move 
toward the wmdow to look abroad through some clear 
space over the flelds We see the roofs stand under their 
snow burden. From the eaves and fences hang stalac- 
tites of snow, and m the yard stand stalagmites covering 
some concealed core The trees and shrubs rear white 
arms to the sky on every side, and where were walls and 
fences, we see fantastic forms stretching m frohe gam- 
bols across the dusky landscape, as if Nature had strewn 
her fresh designs over the fields by mght as models for 
man’s art. 

Silendy we unlatch the door, lettmg the drift fall in, 
and step abroad to face the cuttmg air Already the 
stars have lost some of their sparkle, and a dull, leaden 
mist slorts the horizon A lund brazen hght m the east 
proclaims the approach of day, while the western land- 
scape is dun and spectral still, and clothed m a somber 
Tartarean hght, like the shadowy realms. They are In- 
fernal sounds only that you hear — the crowmg of cocks, 
the barkmg of dogs, the choppmg of wood, the lowmg 
of lane, all seem to come from Pluto’s barnyard and be- 
yond the Styx — ^not for any melancholy Aey suggest, 
but their twilight bustle is too solemn and mystenous for 
earth The recent tracks of the fox or otter, m the yard, 
remmd us that each hour of the mght is crowded widi 
events, and the primeval nature is still workmg and 
makmg tracks in the snow. Openmg the gate, we tread 
bnskly along the lone country road, crunchmg the dry 
and ensped snow under our feet, or aroused by the 
sharp, clear creak of the wood sled, ]ust startmg for the 
distant market, from the early farmer’s door, where it 
has lam the summer long, dreaming amid the chips and 
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stubblej while far through the drifts and powdered win- 
dows we see the farmer s early candle, like a paled star, 
emitting a lonely beam, as if some severe virtue were at 
its matms there. And one by one the smokes begm to 
ascend from the chimneys amid the trees and snows. 

fhs sliwgish smoke curls up from some deep deU, 

The sbfiened aur exploring in the dawn, 

And makmg slow acquaintance with the day 
Delaying now upon its heavenward course, 

In wreathed loitenngs dallymg with itself, 

With as uncertam purpose and slow deed 
As its half-awakened master by the hearth. 

Whose mind still slumbenng and sluggish thoughts 
Have not yet swept mto the onward current 
Of the new day — and now it streams afar, 

The while the chopper goes with step direct. 

And mmd mtent to swmg the early axe 
First m the dusky dawn he sends abroad 
His early scout, his emissary, smoke, 

The earliest, latest pilgnm from the roof, 

To feel the frosty air, inform the day, 

And while he crouches stdl beside the hearth, 

Nor musters courage to unbar the door. 

It has gone dovm the glen with the hght wmd, 

And o’er the plam uimirled its venturous wreath, 

Dr^ed the treetops, loitered upon the hill, 

^d warmed the pmions of the early bird, 

^d now, perchance, high m the cnspy air. 

Has caught sight of the day o’er the earth’s edge. 

And greetSjitT master’s eye at his low door. 

As some^fulgent cloud m the upper slq^ 

We hear me.^sound of woodchoppmg at the farmers’ 
doors, far over tHe frozen earth, the baymg of the house- 
^g> and the distant clarion of the cock — though the 
thin and frosty air conveys only the finer particles of 
sound to our ears, with short and sweet vibrations, as 
we Waves subside soonest on the purest and hghtest 
^uids, in which gross substances smk to the bottom. 
They come clear and bell-hke, and from a greater dis- 
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tance in the horizon, as if there were fewer impediments 
than m summer to make them famt and ragged. The 
ground is sonorous, hke seasoned wood, and even the 
ordinary rural sounds are melodious, and the ]inghng 
of the ice on the trees is sweet and hqmd There is the 
least possible moisture m the atmosphere, all bemg 
dried up or congealed, and it is of such extreme tenmty 
and elasticity that it becomes a source of dehght. The 
withdrawn and tense sky seems gromed hke the aisles of 
a cathedral, and the pohshed air sparkles as if there 
were crystals of ice floatmg m it As they who have re- 
sided m Greenland teU us that when it freezes “'the sea 
smokes hke bummg turf-land, and a fog or mist arises, 
called frost-smoke,” which “cuttmg smoke frequently 
raises bhsters on the face and hands, and is very per- 
mcious to the health.” But this pure, stmgmg cold is an 
elnar to the lungs, and not so much a frozen mist as a 
crystallized midsummer haze, refined and purified by 
cold. 

The sun at length uses through the distant woods, 
as if with the famt clashmg, swmgmg sound of cymbals, 
meltmg the air with his beams, and with such rapid 
steps the mommg travels, that aheady his rays are gdd- 
mg the distant western mountains. Meanwhile we step 
hastily along through the powdery snow, wanned by 
an mward heat, enjoymg an Indian summer still, m the 
increased glow of thought and feelmg? Probably if our 
fives were more conformed to nature, we should not 
need to defend ourselves agamst her heats and colds, but 
find her our constant nurse and friend, as do plants and 
quadrupeds If our bodies were fed with pure and sim- 
ple elements, and not with a stunulatmg and heatmg 
diet, they would afford no more pasture for cold than a 
leafless twig, but thrive hke the trees, which fihd even 
winter genial to their expansion. 
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Hie •wonderful punty of nature at this season is a 
most pleasmg fact. Every decayed stump and moss- 
grown stone and rail, and the dead leaves of autumn, 
are concealed by a clean napkm of snow In the bare 
£elds and tinkling woods, see what virtue survives. In 
the coldest and bleakest places, tbe warmest charities 
still malntam a foothold. A cold and searchmg wind 
•drives away aU contagion, and nothing can withstand 
It but what has a ■virtue m it, and accordmgly, whatever 
we meet with m cold and bleak places, as the tops of 
mountains, we respect for a sort of sturdy innocence, 
a Puntan toughness All thmgs beside seem to be called 
m for shelter, and what stays out must be part of the 
'Ongmal frame of the umverse, and of such valor as God 
lumself. It is invigorating to breathe the cleansed air. 
Its greater fineness and punty are visible to the eye, and 
we would fam stay out long and late, that the gales may 
sigh through us, too, as through the leafless trees, and 
fit us for the wmter — as if we hoped so to borrow some 
pure and steadfast virtue, which will stead us m all 
seasons. 

There is a slumbering subterranean fire in nature 
which never goes out, and which no cold can chiU. It 
finally melts ^e great snow, and m January or July is 
only buned imder a thicker or thinner covermg. In the 
•coldest day it flows somewhere, and the snow melts 
around every tree. This field of •wmter rye, which 
sprouted late in the fall, and now speedily dissolves the 
snow, IS where the fire is very thinly covered. We feel 
warmed by it. In the wmter, warmth stands for all vu- 
tue, and we resort in thought to a trickhng nil, "with its 
bare stones shining in the sun, and to warm spnngs m 
the woods, "with as much eagerness as rabbits and robms. 
The steam which rises from swamps and pools is as dear 
•and domestic as that of our own kettle. What fire could 
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ever equal the sunshine of a winter s day, when the 
meadow mice come out by the wall-sides, and the chick- 
adee hsps m the defiles of the wood? The warmth comes 
directly from the sun, and is not radiated from the earth, 
as m summer, and when we feel his beams on our backs 
as we are treading some snowy dell, we are grateful as 
for a special kmdness, and bless the sun which has fol- 
lowed us mto that by-place. 

This subterranean fire has its altar in each man’s 
breast, for m the coldest day, and on the bleakest hill, 
the traveler cherishes a warmer fire within the folds of 
his cloak than is kmdled on any hearth A healthy man, 
indeed, is the complement of the seasons, and in winter, 
summer is m his heart. There is the south. Thither have 
all birds and msects migrated, and around the warm 
springs m his breast are gathered die robin and the lark. 

At length, havmg reached the edge of the woods, 
and shut out the gadding town, we enter within their 
covert as we go under the roof of a cottage, and cross 
its threshold, all ceiled and banked up with snow. They 
are glad and warm stdl, and as gemal and cheery in 
wmter as m summer. As we stand in the rmdst of the 
pines m the flickermg and checkered hght which strag- 
gles but httle way mto their maze, we wonder if the 
towns have ever heard their simple story. It seems to us 
that no traveler has ever explored them, and notwith- 
standing the wonders which science is elsewhere reveal- 
ing every day, who would not like to hear their annals? 
Our humble villages m the plain are their contribution. 
We borrow from the forest the boards which shelter and 
the sticks which warm us How important is their ever- 
green to the wmter, that portion of the summer which, 
does not fade, the permanent year, the unwithered 
^assl Thus sunply, and with httle expense of altitude, 
is the surface of the earth diversified. What would hu- 
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man life be without forests, those natural cities? From 
the tops of mountams they appear like smooth>shaven 
lawns, yet whither shall we walk but in this taller grass? 

In this glade covered with bushes of a year’s growth, 
see how the silvery dust hes on every seared leaf and 
twig, deposited in such infimte and luxunous forms as 
by their very variety atone for the absence of color. Ob- 
serve the tmy tracks of mice around every stem, and the 
triangular tracks of the rabbit. A pure elastic heaven 
hangs over aU, as if the impurities of the summer sly, 
refined and shrunk by the chaste wmter’s cold, had been 
wmnowed from the heavens upon the earth. 

Nature confounds her summer distmcbons at this sea- 
son. The heavens seem to be nearer the earth. The ele- 
ments are less reserved and distinct. Water turns to ice, 
ram to snow. The day is but a Scandmavian mght. The 
wmter is an arcbc summer. 

How much more hvmg is the life that is m nature, the 
furred hfe which still survives the stinging mghts, and, 
from amidst fields and woods covered with frost and 
snow, sees the sun nsel 

“The foodless wilds 
Pour forth their brown inhabitants,” 

The gray squirrel and rabbit are brisk and playful in the 
remote glens, even on the mormng of the cold Friday. 
Here is our Lapland and Labrador, and for our Esqm- 
maux and Rnistenaux, Dog-nbbed Indians, Novazem- 
blaites, and Spitzbergeners, are there not the ice-cutter 
and woodchopper, the fox, muskrat, and mink? 

StiU, m the midst of the arctic day, we may trace the 
summer to its retreats, and sympathize widi some con- 
temporary life. Stretched over the brooks, m the midst 
of the frost-bound meadows, we may observe the sub- 
manne cottages of the caddis-worms, the larvae of the 
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Plicipennes; tlieir small cylindrical cases built around 
themselves, composed of flags, sticks, grass, and with- 
ered leaves, shells, and pebbles, in form and color like 
the wrecks which strew the bottom, — ^now drifting 
along over the pebbly bottom, now wharhng in tiny 
eddies and dashing down steep falls, or sweeping rap- 
idly along with the current, or else sivaying to and fro 
at the end of some grass-blade or root. Anon they Nvill 
leave their sunken habitations, and, crawhng up the 
stems of plants, or to the surface, hke gnats, as perfect 
msects henceforth, flutter over the surface of the water,, 
or sacrifice their short hves m the flame of our candles 
at evenmg Down yonder httle glen the shrubs are 
droopmg under their burden, and the red alderberries 
contrast with the white ground Here are the marks of 
a mynad feet which have already been abroad. The sun 
rises as proudly over such a glen as over the valley of 
the Seme or the Tiber, and it seems the residence of 
a pure and self-subsistent valor, such as they never 
witnessed — ^which never knew defeat nor fear. Here 
reign the simphcity and purity of a primitive age, and 
a health and hope far remote from towns and cities. 
Standmg quite alone, far m the forest, while the wind 
is shakmg down snow from the trees, and leaving the 
only human tracks behmd us, we find our reflections of 
a richer vanety than the life of cities. The chickadee 
and nuthatch are more inspmng society than statesmen 
and philosophers, and we shall return to these last as 
to more vulgar compamons. In this lonely glen, with, 
its brook draimng the slopes, its creased ice and crystals 
of all hues, where the spruces and hemlocks stand up 
on either side, and the rush and sere wild oats m the 
nvulet itself, our hves are more serene and worthy to 
contemplate. 

As the day advances, the heat of die sun is reflected 
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by the hillsides, and we hear a faint but sweet music,, 
where flows ihe nil released from its fetters, and the 
icicles are melting on the trees, and the nuthatch and 
partndge are heard and seen. The south wmd melts the 
snow at noon, and the bare ground appears with its 
withered grass and leaves, and we are mvigorated by 
ihe perfume which exhales from it, as by the scent of 
strong meats. 

Let us go into this deserted woodman’s hut, and see 
how he has passed the long wmter mghts and the short 
and stormy days. For here man has hved under this 
south hillside, and it seems a civilized and pubhc spot. 
We have such associations as when the traveler stands 
by the rums of Palmyra or Hecatompohs. Smgmg birds 
and flowers perchance have begun to appear here, for 
flowers as well as weeds follow m the footsteps of man. 
These hemlocks whispered over his head, these hickory 
logs were his fuel, and these pitch pine roots kmdled his 
fire; yonder fuming nil in the hollow, whose thm and 
9^ vapor still ascends as busily as ever, though he is 
far off now, was ’his well. These hemlock boughs, and 
the straw upon this raised platform, were his bed, and 
fins broken dish held his dnnk. But he has not been 
I^re this season, for the phoebes built then nest upon 
fliis shelf last s umm er. I find some embers left as if he 
had but just gone out, where he baked his pot of beans, 
^d while at evenmg he smoked his pipe, whose stem- 
less bowl hes in the ashes, chatted with his only com- 
p^on, if perchance he had any, about the depth of 
the snow on the morrow, aheady fallmg fast and thick 
without, or disputed whether the last sound was the 
screech of an owl, or the creak of a bough, or imagina- 
tion only, and through his broad chimney-throat, in the 
late Wmter evening, ere he stretched himself upon the 
straw, he looked up to learn the progress of the storm. 
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and, seeing die bnght stars of Cassiopeia’s Cbair sliin- 

ing bnghtly down upon him, fell contentedly asleep. 

See how many traces from which we may learn the 
chopper’s history! From this stump we may guess the 
sharpness of his axe, and from the slope of the strobe, 
on which side he stood, and whether he cut down the 
tree without gomg round it or changing hands, and, 
horn the flexure of the sphnters, we may know which 
way it felL This one chip contains mscnbed on it the 
whole history of the woodchopper and of the world. 
On this scrap of paper, which held his sugar or salt, 
perchance, or was the waddmg of his gun, sitting on a 
log m the forest, with what mterest we read the tattle 
of cities, of those larger huts, empty and to let, like this, 
m High Streets and Broadways. The eaves are dnpping 
on the south side of this simple roof, while the titmouse 
lisps in the pme and the gemal warmth of the sun 
around the door is somewhat kmd and human. 

After two seasons, this rude dwellmg does not deform 
the scene. Already the birds resort to it, to build their 
nests, and you may track to its door the feet of many 
quadrupeds. Thus, for a long time, nature overlooks the 
encroachment and profamty of man. The wood still 
cheerfully and unsuspiaously echoes the strokes of the 
axe that fells it, and while they are few and seldom, 
they enhance its wildness, and all the elements stnve 
to naturalize the sound. 

Now our path begms to ascend gradually to the top 
of this high hill, from whose precipitous south side we 
can look over the broad country of forest and field and 
nver, to the distant snowy mountains. See yonder thm 
column of smoke curhng up through the woods Jhom 
some mvisible farmhouse, the standard raised over some 
rural homestead. There must be a warmer and more 
gemal spot there below, as where we detect the vapor 
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from a spring forming a cloud above the trees. What 
fine relations are established between the traveler who 
discovers this airy column from some emmence m the 
forest and him who sits belowl Up goes the smoke as 
silently and natmally as the vapor exhales from the 
leaves, and as busy disposmg itself m wreaths as the 
housewife on the hearth below. It is a hieroglyphic of 
mans life, and suggests more intimate and important 
thmgs than the boihng of a pot. Where its fine column 
rises above the forest, like an ensign, some human hfe 
has planted itself — and such is the begmnmg of Rome, 
the estabhshment of the arts, and the foundation of em- 
pires, whether on the praines of America or the steppes 
of Asia. 

And now we descend again, to the brink of this wood- 
land lake, which hes m a hoUow of the hills, as if it were 
their expressed jmce, and that of the leaves which are 
annually steeped m it. Without outlet or inlet to the eye, 
it has still its history, in the lapse of its waves, m the 
rounded pebbles on its shore, and m the pmes which 
grow down to its brink It has not been idle, though 
sedentary, but, like Abu Musa, teaches that “sittmg still 
at home is the heavenly way, the gomg out is the way 
of the world.” Yet m its evaporation it travels as far as 
any. In summer it is the earths hqmd eye, a mirror in 
the breast of nature. The sms of the wood are washed 
out in it. See how the woods form an amphitheater 
about it, and it is an arena for all the genialness of na- 
ture. All trees direct the traveler to its brmk, all paths 
seek it out, birds fly to it, quadrupeds flee to it, and the 
very ground mclmes toward it. It is natmes saloon, 
where she has sat down to her toilet. Consider her sdent 
economy and tidmess; how the sun comes with his 
evaporation to sweep the dust from its surface each 
mommg, and a fresh surface is constantly welhng upj 
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annually, after whatever impunties have accumu- 
lated herem, its hqmd transparency appears agam in the 
sprmg. In summer a hushed music seems to sweep 
across its surface. But now a plam sheet of snow con- 
ceals it from our eyes, except where the wind has swept 
the ice bare, and the sere leaves are ghdmg from side 
to side, tackmg and veermg on their tmy voyages. Here 
IS one ]ust keeled up agamst a pebble on shore, a dry 
beech leaf, rockmg still, as if it would start agam. A 
skillful engmeer, methinks, might project its course since 
It fell from the parent stem. Here are all the elements 
for such a calculation Its present position, the direction 
■of the wmd, the level of the pond, and how much more 
is given. In its scarred edges and vems is its log rolled 
■up. 

We fancy ourselves m the mtenor of a larger house. 
The surface of the pond is our deal table or sanded floor, 
and the woods rise abruptly from its edge, hke the walls 
of a cottage The hues set to catch pickerel through the 
ice look like a larger culinary preparation, and the men 
stand about on the white ground hke pieces of forest 
furmture. The actions of these men, at the distance of 
half a imle over the ice and snow, impress us as when 
we read the exploits of Alexander m history. They seem 
not imworthy of the scenery, and as momentous as the 
conquest of kmgdoms. 

Agam we have wandered through the arches of the 
wood, imtil from its skirts we hear the distant boormng 
of ice from yonder bay of the nver, as if it were moved 
by some other and subtler tide than oceans know. To 
me it has a strange sound of home, thrillin g as the voice 
of one’s distant and noble kmdred. A mild summer sun 
shmes over forest and lake, and though there is but one 
green leaf for many rods, yet nature enjoys a serene 
health. Every sound is fraught with the same mysten- 
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ous assurance of health, as well now the creakmg of the 
houghs m January, as the soft sough of the wmd in July. 

When Winter fnnges every bough 
With his fantastic wreath. 

And puts the seal of silence now 
Upon the leaves beneath. 

When every stream m its penthouse 
Goes gurglmg on its way. 

And in ms gallery the mouse 
Nibbleth the meadow hay; 

Methinks the summer still is nigh. 

And lurketh underneath. 

At that same meadow mouse doth he 
Snug m that last year’s heath. 

And if perchance the chickadee 
Lisp a faint note anon. 

The snow is summer’s canopy. 

Which she herself put on. 

Fair blossoms deck the cheerful trees, 

And dazzhng fnnts depend, 

The north wmd sighs a summer breeze. 

The mppmg frosts to fend, 

Bnngmg glad tidmgs xmto me. 

The wmle I stand all ear. 

Of a serene etermty. 

Which need not winter fear. 

Out on the silent pond straightway 
The restless ice doth crack. 

And pond sprites merry gambols play 
Amid the deafemng rack. 

Eager I hasten to tlie vale, 

As if I heard brave news. 

How nature held high festival. 

Which it were hard to lose. 
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I gambol wiib my neighbor ice. 

And sympathizing quake, 

As each new crack darts m a tnce 
Across the gladsome lake. 

One with the cncket m the ground. 

And fagot on the hearth, 

Resounds the rare domestic sound 
Along the forest path. 

Before night we will take a journey on skates along 
the course of this meandering nver, as full of novelty 
to one who sits by the cottage fire all the wmter’s day, 
as if it were over the polar ice, with Captam Parry or 
Franklm, foUowmg the windmg of the stream, now 
flowing amid lulls, now spreading out into fair mead- 
ows, and forming a mynad coves and bays where the 
pme and hemlock overarch. The nver flows m the rear 
of the towns, and we see all things from a new and 
wilder side. The fields and gardens come down to it 
with a frankness, and freedom from pretension, which 
they do not wear on the highway. It is the outside and 
edge of the earth. Our eyes are not offended by violent 
contrasts. The last rail of the farmer’s fence is some 
swaying willow bough, which stdl preserves its fresh- 
ness, and here at length all fences stop, and we no 
longer cross any road. We may go far up withm the 
country now by the most retured and level road, never 
chmbmg a hill, but by broad levels ascendmg to the 
upland meadows. It is a beautiful illustration of the 
law of obedience, the flow of a nver, the path for a sick 
man, a highway down which an acorn cup may float 
secure with its freight Its shght occasional falls, whose 
precipices would no diversify the landscape, are cele- 
brated by mist and spray, and attract the traveler from 
far and near. From the remote mtenor, its current con- 
ducts him by broad and ea^ steps, or by one gentler 
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inclined plane, to the sea. Thus by an early and constant 
yielding to the inequahties of the ground it secures it- 
self the easiest passage. 

No domain of nature is quite closed to man at all 
times, and now we draw near to the empire of the fishes. 
Our feet ghde swiftly over unfathomed depths, where m 
summer our Ime tempted the pout and perch, and 
where the stately pickerel lurked m the long comdors 
formed by the bulrushes. The deep, impenetrable marsh, 
where the heron waded and bittern squatted, is made 
pervious to our swift shoes, as if a thousand railroads 
had been made into it. With one impulse we are earned 
to the cabin of the muskrat, that earhest settler, and see 
him dart away under the transparent jice, like a furred 
fish, to his hole m the bank; and we ghde rapidly over 
meadows where lately "the mower whet his scythe,” 
through beds of frozen cranbemes mixed with meadow- 
grass We skate near to where the blackbird, the pewee, 
and the kmgbird hung their nests over the water, and 
the hornets builded from the maple in the swamp. How 
many gay warblers, followmg die sun, have radiated 
horn this nest of silver burch and thisdedownl On the 
swamp’s outer edge was hung the supermanue village, 
where no foot penetrated. In this hollow tree the wood 
duck reared her brood, and shd away each day to forage 
in yonder fen. 

In winter, nature is a cabinet of curiosities, full of 
dried specimens, in their natural order and position. The 
meadows and forests are a hortus siccus The leaves and 
grasses stand perfeedy pressed by the air without screw 
or gum, and the birds’ nests are not himg on an artificial 
twig, but where they budded them. We go about dry- 
shod to inspect the summer’s work m the rank swamp, 
and see what a growth have got the alders, the willows, 
and the maples; testifymg to how many warm suns, and 
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fertili2ing dews and showers. See what strides their 
boughs took in the luxunant summer — and anon these 
dormant buds will carry them onward and upward an- 
other span mto the heavens. 

Occasionally we wade through fields of snow, imder 
whose depths the nver is lost for many rods, to appear 
agam to -^e right or left, where we least expected, still 
holdmg on its way underneath, with a famt, stertorous, 
rumbhng sound, as if, hke the bear and marmot, it too 
had hibernated, and we had followed its faint su mm er 
trail to where it earthed itself m snow and ice. At first 
we should have thought that rivers would be empty and 
dry m midwmter, or else frozen sohd till the sprmg 
thawed them, but then volume is not diminished even, 
for only a superficial cold bridges then surfaces. The 
thousand sprmgs which feed the lakes and streams are 
flowmg stfil. The issues of a few surface sprmgs only are 
closed, and they go to swell the deep reservous Na- 
ture’s wells are below the frost. The summer brooks are 
not filled with snow-water, nor does the mower quench, 
his thust with that alone The streams are swollen when 
the snow melts m the sprmg, because nature’s work has 
been delayed, the water bemg turned mto ice and snow, 
whose particles are less smooth and round, and do not 
find then level so soon. 

Far over the ice, between the hemlock woods and 
snow-clad hills, stands the pickerel-fisher, his hnes set 
m some retued cove, like a Finlander, with his arms 
thrust mto the pouches of his dreadnaught; with duU, 
snowy, fishy thoughts, himself a finless fish, separated a 
few mches from his race, dumb, erect, and made to be 
enveloped m clouds and snows, like the pmes on shore. 
In these wild scenes, men stand about m the scenery, 
or move dehberately and heavily, havmg sacrificed the 
spnghtlmess and vivacity of towns to the dumb sobriety 
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of nature. He does not make the scenery less wild, more 
than the ]ays and muskrats, but stands there as a part 
of it, as the natives are represented m the voyages of 
early navigators, at Nootka Sound, and on the North- 
west coast, with their furs about them, before they were 
tempted to loquacity by a scrap of iron. He belongs tc 
the natural family of man, and is planted deeper in na- 
ture and has more root than the inhabitants of towns. 
Go to him, ask-what luck, and you will learn that he too 
is a worshiper of the unseen. Hear with what sincere 
deference and wavmg gesture in his tone he speaks of 
the lake pickerel, which he has never seen, his primitive 
and ideal race of pickerel. He is connected with the 
shore still, as by a fishlme, and yet remembers the sea- 
son when he took fish through the ice on the pond, while 
the peas were up in his garden at home. 

But now, while we have loitered, the clouds have 
gathered agam, and a few stragghng snowflakes are be- 
ginmng to descend. Faster and faster they fall, shuttmg 
out the distant objects from sight. The snow falls on 
every wood and field, and no crevice is forgotten, by the 
river and the pond, on the hill and in the valley. Quad- 
rupeds are confined to them coverts and the birds sit 
upon their perches this peaceful hour. There is not 'so 
much sound as in fair weather, but silently and gradu- 
ally every slope, and the gray Walls and fences, and the 
polished ice, and the sere leaves, which were not buried 
before, are concealed, and the tracks of men and beasts 
are lost. With so httle effort does nature reassert her 
rule and blot out the traces of men Hear how Homer 
has described the same: "The snowflakes fall thick and 
fast on a wmter’s day. The winds are lulled, and the 
snow falls mcessant, covenng the tops of the mountains, 
and the hills, and the plams where the lotus tree grows, 
and the cultivated fields, and they are fallmg by the 
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inlets and shores of the foaming sea, but are silently 
dissolved by the waves.” The snow levels all things, 
and infolds them deeper m the bosom of nature, as, in 
the slow summer, vegetation creeps up to the entablature 
of the temple, and the turrets of the castle, and helps 
her to prevail over art. 

The surly mght wind rustles tlirough the wood, and 
warns us to retrace our steps, while the sun goes down 
behind the thickemng storm, and birds seek their roosts, 
and cattle their stalls. 


‘‘Drooping the lab'rer ox 

Stands covered o’er with snow, and now demands 
The fruit of all his tod.” 

Though wmter is represented in the almanac as an 
old man, facmg the wmd and sleet, and drawing his 
cloak about him, we rather think of him as a merry 
woodchopper, and warm-blooded youth, as bhthe as 
summer. The unexplored grandeur of the storm keeps 
up the spirits of the traveler. It does not trifle with us, 
but has a sweet earnestness. In winter we lead a more 
inward life. Our hearts are warm and cheery, like cot- 
tages under drifts, whose windows and doors are half 
concealed, but from whose chimneys the smoke cheer- 
fully ascends. The impnsonmg drifts mcrease the sense 
of comfort which the house ^ords, and m the coldest 
days we are content to sit over the hearth and see the 
sky through the chunmey-top, enjoying the qmet and 
serene life that may be had m a warm comer by the 
chimney-side, or feehng our pulse by hstening to the 
low of cattle in the street, or the sound of the flail in 
distant bams all the bng afternoon. No doubt a skillful 
physician could determine our health by observing how 
these simple and natural sounds affected us. We enjoy 
now, not an Oriental, but a Boreal leisure, around warm 
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stoves and fireplaces, and watch the shadow of motes 
in the sunbeams. 

Sometimes our fate ^ows too homely and famiharly 
serious ever to be cruel. Consider how for three months 
the human destiny is wrapped m furs. The good He- 
brew Revelation takes no cognizance of all this cheerful 
snow. Is there no rehgion for the temperate and fngid 
zones? We know of no scnpture which records the pure 
bemgmty of the gods on a New England wmter mght 
Their praises have never been sung, only their wrath 
deprecated. The best scnpture, after all, records but a 
meager faith. Its samts hve reserved and austere. Let a 
brave, devout man spend the year m the woods of 
Maine or Labrador, and see if the Hebrew Scnptures 
speak adequately to his condition and expenence, from 
die settmg m of wmter to the breakmg up of the ice. 

Now commences the long wmter evemng around the 
farmer’s hearth, when the thoughts of the mdwellers 
travel far abroad, and men are by nature and necessity 
chantable and hberal to aU creatures. Now is the happy 
resistance to cold, when the farmer reaps his reward, 
and thinks of his preparedness for winter, and, through 
the ghttermg panes, sees with equaniimty “the mansion 
of the northern bear,” for now the storm is over, 

“The full ethereal round. 

Infinite worlds disclosing to the view. 

Shines out intensely keen, and aU one cope 
Of starry ghtter glows from pole to pole.” 



The Maine Woods 


A year after Thoreau retired to Walden Pond he felt, it 
may be, a strong surge of wanderlust, so he headed for the 
backwoods of Maine There he showed himself a genuine 
woodsman When he wrote up his “Ktaadn” travelogue he 
sent it on to his fnend Horace Greeley, who did hts best to 
place it Greeley finalhj succeeded although Thoreau never 
received much more than $50 or $75 for his work John 
Sartavns XJraon Magazine bought the manuscript and pre- 
sented it to its readers in five installments (of which the first 
two are given here) during 1848, The readers got their 
moneys worth. 

C. B. 


THE WILDS OF THE PENOBSCOT 

O N THE 31st of August, 1846, I left Concord in 
Massachusetts for Bangor and the backwoods of 
Marne, by way of the railroad and steamboat, intending 
to accompany a relative of mine, engaged m the lumber 
trade m Bangor, as far as a dam on the West Branch of the 
Penobscot, m which property he was interested. From 
this place, which is about one hundred miles by the 
nver above B^gor, thirty miles from the Houlton mih- 
tary road, and five miles beyond the last log hut, I pro- 
posed to make excursions to Mount Ktaadn, the second 
highest mountam m New England, about thirty rmles 
distant, and to some of the lakes of the Penobscot, either 
alone or with such company as I might pick up there It 
IS unusual to find a camp so far m the woods at that 
season, when lumbermg operations have ceased, and I 
was glad to avail myself of the circumstance of a gang of 

76 
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men being employed there at that tune in repairing the 
mjunes caused by the great freshet in the spnng The 
mountain may be approached more easily and directly 
on horseback and on foot from the northeast side, by the 
Aroostook road, and the Wassataquoik River, but m that 
case you see much less of the wilderness, none of the 
glorious nver and lake scenery, and have no expenence 
of the batteau and the boatmans life. I was fortunate 
also in the season of the year, for m the summer myriads 
of black flies, mosquitoes, and nudges, or, as the Indians 
call them, “no-see-ems,” make travehng m the woods 
almost impossible, but now their reign was nearly over. 
Ktaadn, whose name is an Indian word signifymg high" 
est land, was first ascended by white men m 1804. It 
was visited by Professor J. W. Bailey of West Pomt m 
1836, by Dr. Charles T. Jackson, the State Geologist, m 
1837; and by two young men from Boston in 1845. AU 
these have given accounts of their expeditions. Smce I 
was there, two or three other parties have made the ex- 
cursion, and told their stones. Besides these, very few, 
even among backwoodsmen and hunters, have ever 
chmbed it, and it will be a long time before the tide of 
fashionable travel sets that way. The moimtamous re- 
gion of the State of Marne stretches from near the White 
Mountains, northeasterly one hundred and sixty miles, 
to the head of the Aroostook River, and is about sixty 
miles Wide. The wild or unsettled portion is far more 
extensive. So that some hours only of travel in this di- 
rection will carry the cunous to the verge of a primitive 
forest, more mterestmg, perhaps, on all accounts, than 
they would reach by gomg a thousand miles westward. 

The next forenoon, Tuesday, September 1, I started 
With my companion m a buggy from Bangor for “up 
expectmg to be overtaken the next day mght at 
Mattawamkeag Pomh some sixty miles off, by two more 
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Bangoreans, who had decided to join us in a tnp to the 
mountain. We had each a knapsack or bag filled with 
such clothing and articles as were indispensable, and 
my companion earned his gun. 

Withm a dozen miles of Bangor we passed through 
the villages of Stillwater and Oldtown, built at the falls 
of the Penobscot, which furmsh the pnncipal power by 
which the Marne woods are converted into lumber. The 
mills are built directly over and across the nver. Here 
is a close jam, a hard rub, at all seasons, and then the 
once green tree, long smee white, I need not say as 
the dnven snow, but as a dnven log, becomes lumber 
merely. Here your mch, your two and your three mch 
stuff begin to be, and Mr. Sawyer marks off those spaces 
which decide the destmy of so many prostrate forests. 
Through this steel nddle, more or less coarse, is the ar- 
rowy Maine forest, from Ktaadn and Chesuncook, and 
the headwaters of the St. John, relentlessly sifted, till 
it comes out boards, clapboards, laths, and shingles such 
as tlie wmd can take, still, perchance, to be sht and sht 
agam, till men get a size that will suit. Think how stood 
the white pine tree on the shore of Chesuncook, its 
branches soughmg with the four wmds, and every in- 
dividual needle tremblmg in the sunlight — think how it 
stands with it now — sold, percjiance, to the New Eng- 
land Fnction-Match Companyl There were m 1837, as 
I read, two hundred and fifty sawmills on the Penobscot 
and its tnbutanes above Bangor, the greater part of 
them m this immediate neighborhood, and they sawed 
two hundred milhons of feet of boards annually. To this 
is to be added the lumber of the Kennebec, Androscog- 
gm, Saco, Passamaquoddy, and other streams No won- 
der that we hear so often of vessels which are becalmed 
off our coast bemg surrounded a week at a tune by 
fioatmg lumber from the Maine woods. The mission of 
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men there seems to be, like so many busy demons, to 
drive the forest all out of the country, from every soh- 
tary beaver swamp and mountainside, as soon as possi- 
ble. 

At Oldtown, we walked into a batteau-manufactory. 
The making of batteaux is quite a busmess here for the 
supply of the Penobscot River. We exammed some on 
the stocks. They are hght and shapely vessels, calcu- 
lated for rapid and rocky streams, and to be earned over 
long portages on men’s shoulders, from twenty to thirty 
feet long, and only four or four and a half wide, sharp at 
both ends hke a canoe, though broadest forward on the 
bottom, and reaching seven or eight feet over the water, 
m order that they may shp over rocks as gently as pos- 
sible. They are made very shght, only two boards to a 
side, commonly secured to a few hght maple or other 
hardwood knees, but mward are of the clearest and 
widest white pine stufE, of which there is a great waste 
on account of their form, for the bottom is left perfectly 
flat, not only from side to side, but from end to end. 
Sometimes diey become “hogging” even, after long use, 
and the boatmen then turn them over and straighten 
them by a weight at each end. They told us that one 
wore out in two years, or often in a single trip, on the 
rocks, and sold for from fourteen to sixteen dollars. 
There was something refreshmg and "wildly musical to 
my ears m the very name of the white man’s canoe, re- 
minding me of Charlevoix and Canadian Voyageurs. The 
batteau is a sort of mongrel between the canoe and tlie 
boat, a fur-trader’s boat. 

The ferry here took us past the Indian island. As we 
left the shore, I observed a short, shabby, washenvoman- 
looking Indian — they commonly have die woebegone 
look of the girl that cried for spilt milk — just from “up 
river," land on the 01dto\sm side near a grocery, and. 
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drawing up his canoe, take out a bundle of skins in one 
hand, and an empty keg or half-barrel in the other, and 
scramble up the bank with them. This picture will do 
to put before the Indian’s history, that is, the history 
of his extinction. In 1837 there were three hundred and 
sixty-two souls left of this tribe. The island seemed de- 
serted today, yet I observed some new houses among 
the weather-stained ones, as if the tribe had still a de- 
sign upon life, but generally they have a very shabby, 
forlorn, and cheerless look, being all back side and wood- 
shed, not homesteads, even Indian homesteads, but m- 
stea(l of home or abroad-steads, for their life is domi cut 
mihUae, at home or at war, or now rather venatus, that 
is, a huntmg, and most of the latter. The church is the 
only tnm-lookmg bmlding, but that is not Abenaki, that 
was Rome’s domgs. Good Canadian it may be, but it is 
poor Indian These were once a powerful tnbe. Pohtics 
are all the rage with them now. I even thought that a 
row of wigwams, with a dance of powwows, and a 
prisoner tortured at the slake, would be more respect- 
able than this. 

We landed m Mdford, and rode along on the east side 
of the Penobscot, havmg a more or less constant view of 
the nver, and the. Indian islands m it, for they retain all 
the islands as far up as Nicketow, at the mouth of the 
East Branch They are generally well-timbered, and are 
said to be better soil than the neighbormg shores. The 
nver seemed shallow and rocky, and mterrupted by 
rapids, npplmg and gleammg in the sun. We paused a 
moment to see a fish hawk dive for a fish down straight 
as an arrow, from a great height, but he missed his prey 
this time. It was the Houlton road on which we were 
now travelmg, over which some troops were marched 
once towards Mars’ Hill, though not to Mars’ feld, as 
It proved. It is the mam, almost the only, road m these 
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parts, as straiglat and well made, and kept in as good 
repau: as almost any you will find anywhere. Every- 
where we saw signs of the great freshet — ^this house 
standing awry, and that where it was not founded, but 
where it was found, at any rate, the next day, and that 
other with a waterlogged look, as if it were still amng 
and drymg its basement, and logs with everybody’s 
marks upon them, and sometimes the marks of their 
havmg served as bndges, strewn along the road. We 
crossed the Sunlchaze, a summery Indian name, the 
Olemmon, Passadumkeag, and other streams, which 
make a greater show on the map than they now did on 
the road At Passadumkeag we found any thin g but what 
the name imphes — earnest pohticians, to wit — ^white 
ones, I mean — on the alert to know how the election 
was likely to go, men who talked rapidly, with subdued 
voice, and a sort of factitious earnestness you could not 
help behevmg, hariily waiting for an mtroduction, one 
on each side of your buggy, endeavormg to say much 
in htde, for they see you hold the whip impatiently, but 
always saymg htde m much. Caucuses they have had, 
it seems, and caucuses they are to have agam — ^victory 
and defeat. Somebody may be elected, somebody may 
not. One man, a total stranger, who stood by our car- 
tiage in the dusk, actually frightened the horse with his 
asseverations, growmg more solemnly positive as there 
was less in him to be positive about. So Passadumkeag 
did not look on the map. At sundown, leaving the river 
road awhile for shortness, we went by way of Enfield, 
where we stopped for the mght. This, like most of the 
localities bearmg names on this road, was a place to 
name which, m the rmdst of the unnamed and umn- 
oorporated wilderness, was to make a distinction with- 
out a difference, it seemed to me. Here, however, I no- 
ticed qmte an orchard of healthy and well-grown apple 
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trees, in a beanng state, it being the oldest settler’s 
house in this region, but all natural fruit and compara- 
tively ivorthless for want of a grafter. And so it is gen- 
erally, lower down the river. It would be a good specu- 
lation, as well as a favor conferred on the settlers, for a 
Massachusetts boy to go down there with a trunk full of 
choice scions, and his grafting apparatus, in the spring. 

The next morning we drove along through a high and 
hilly country, in view of Cold-Stream Pond, a beautiful 
lake four or five miles long, and came into the Houlton 
road agam, here called the mihtary road, at Lincoln, 
forty-five miles from Bangor, where there is quite a vil- 
lage for this country — the prmcipal one above Oldtown. 
Leammg that there were several wigwams here, on one 
of the Indian islands, we left our horse and wagon and 
walked through the forest half a mile to the nver, to 
procure a gmde to the mountain. It was not till after 
considerable search that we discovered their habitations 
— small huts, m a retired place, where the scenery was 
unusually soft and beautiful, and the shore skirted with 
pleasant meadows and graceful elms. We paddled our- 
selves across to the island side in a canoe, which we 
found on the shore. Near where we landed sat an Indian 
girl, ten or twelve years old, on a rock in the water, in 
the sun, washmg, and hummmg or moanmg a song 
meanwhile. It was an abonginal strain. A salmon-spear, 
made wholly of wood, lay on the shore, such as they 
might have used before white men came. It had an elas- 
tic piece of wood fastened to one side of its pomt, which 
shpped over and closed upon the fish, somewhat like 
the contrivance for holdmg a bucket at the end of a 
weU-pole. As we walked up to the nearest house, we 
Were met by a sall^y of a dozen wolfish-looking dogs, 
which may have been hneal descendants from the an- 
cient Indian dogs, which the first voyageurs descnbe as 
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"their wolves.” I suppose they were. The occupant soon 
appeared, with a long pole in his hand, with which he 
beat ofiF the dogs, while he parleyed with us — a stalwart, 
but duU and greasy-lookmg fellow, who told us, in his 
sluggish way, in answer to our questions, as i£ it were 
the first senous business he had to do that day, that 
there were Indians going "up nver” — he and one other 
— ^today, before noon. And who was the other? Louis 
Neptune, who hves in the next house. Well, let us go 
over and see Louis together. The same doggish recep- 
tion, and Louis Neptune makes his appearance — a 
small, wiry man, with puckered and wrinkled face, yet 
he seemed the chief man of the two, the same, as I re- 
membered, who had accompamed Jackson to the moun- 
tam m ^37. The same questions were put to Loms, and 
the same information obtamed, while the other Indian 
stood by. It appeared that tliey were going to start by 
noon, with two canoes, to go up to Chesuncook to hunt 
moose — ^to be gone a monA. *Well, Loms, suppose you 
get to the Pomt (to the Five Islands, just below Matta- 
wamkeag) to camp, we walk on up the West Branch 
tomorrow — ^four of us — and wait for you at the dam, 
or this 5ide. You overtake us tomorrow or next day, and 
take us mto your canoes. We stop for you, you stop for 
ns. We pay you for your trouble.” "Ye^” rephed Loms, 
may be you carry some provision for all — some pork — 
some bread — and so pay.” He said, "Me sme get some 
moose”; and when I asked if he thought Pomola would 
let us go up, he answered that we must plant one bottle 
of rum on the top, he had planted good many, and 
when he looked again, the rum was aU gone. He had 
been up two or three times, he had planted letter — ^Eng- 
hsh, German, Frei^ich, etc. These men were shghtly clad 
in shirt and pantaloons, like laborers with us in warm 
Weather. They did not invite us mto their houses, but 
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met us outside. So we left the Indians, thinking our^ 

selves lucl^ to have secured such guides and com- 

pamons. 

There were very few houses along the road, yet they 
did not altogether fail, as if the law by which men are 
dispersed over the globe were a very strmgent one, and 
not to be resisted with impumty or for slight reasons. 
There were even the germs of one or two villages just 
beginmng to expand. The beauty of the road itself was 
remarkable. The various evergreens, many of which are 
rare with us — dehcate and beautiful specimens of the 
larch, arbor vitae, bah. spruce, and balsam fir, from a 
few mches to many feet m height — hned its sides, m 
some places hke a long front yard, sprmgmg up from 
the smooth grass plots which unmterruptedly border it, 
and are made fertile by its wash, while it was but a step 
on either hand to the grim, untrodden wilderness, whose 
tangled labyrinth of hvmg, fallen, and decaying trees 
only the deer and moose, the bear and wolf can easily 
penetrate. More perfect specimens than any front-y^d 
plot can show grew there to grace the passage of the 
Houlton teams. 

About noon we reached the Mattawamkeag, fifty-six 
miles from Bangor by the way we had come, and put up 
at a frequented house still on the Houlton road, where 
the Houlton stage stops Here was a substantial cov- 
ered bridge over the Mattawamkeag, built, I think they 
said, some Seventeen years before We had dinner — 
where, by the way, and even at breakfast, as well as 
supper, at the pubhc-houses on this road, the front rank 
is composed of various lands of “sweet cakes,” m a con- 
tmuous Ime from one end of the table to the other. I 
think I may safely say that there was a row of ten or a 
dozen plates of this Imd set before us two here To ac- 
count for which, they say that, when the lumberers 
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come out of 6ie woods, they have a cravmg for calces 
and pies, and such sweet things, which there are almost 
unknown, and this is the supply to satisfy that demand 
The supply is always equal to the demand, and these 
hungry men think a good deal of gettmg their money’s 
worth No doubt the balance of victuals is restored by 
the time they reach Bangor — ^Mattawamkeag takes off 
the raw edge. Well, over this front rank, I say, you, com- 
mg from the “sweet cake” side, with a cheap philo- 
sophic mdifference though it may be, have to assault 
what there is behind, which I do not by any means mean 
to msmuate is insuffiaent m quantity or quahty to sup- 
ply that other demand, of men, not from the woods but 
from the towns, for vemson and strong country fare. 
After dinner we strolled down to the “Pomt,” formed by 
the junction of the two nvers, which is said to be the 
scene of an ancient battle between the Eastern Indians 
and the Mohawks, and searched there carefully for rel- 
ics, though the men of the barroom had never heard 
of such things, but we found only some flakes of arrow- 
head stone, some points of arrowheads, one small leaden 
bullet, and some colored beads, the last to be referred, 
perhaps, to early fur-trader days. The Mattawamkeag, 
though wide, was a mere river’s bed, full of rocks and 
shallows at this time, so that you could cross it almost 
dry-shod m boots, and I could hardly beheve my com- 
pamon, when he told me that he had been fifty or sixty 
miles up it m a batteau, through distant and stfll uncut 
forests. A batteau could hardly find a harbor now at its 
mouth. Deer and caribou, or reindeer, are taken here 
in the wmter, m sight of the house. 

Before our compamons arrived, we rode on up the 
Houlton road seven miles to Molur^s, where the Aroos- 
took road comes mto it, and where there is a spacious 
Pubhc house m the woods, called the “Molunkus House,” 
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kept by one Libbey, whicb looked as if it had its hall for 
dancing and for military dnlls. There was no other evi- 
dence of man but this huge shingle palace m this part 
of the world, but sometimes even this is filled with trav- 
elers I looked off the piazza round the comer of the 
house up the Aroostook road, on which there was no 
cleanng m sight There was a man just adventunng 
upon it this evenmg m a rude, original, what you may 
call Aroostook wagon — a mere seat, with a wagon 
swung under it, a few bags on it, and a dog asleep to 
watch them. He offered to carry a message for us to 
anybody m tliat country, cheerfully. I suspect that, if 
you should go to the end of the world, you would find 
somebody there going farther, as if just starting for 
home at sundown, and having a last word before he 
drove off Here, too, was a small trader, whom I did not 
see at first, who kept a store — but no great store, cer- 
tamly — a small box over the way, behind the Molun- 
kus signpost. It looked hke the balance-box of a patent 
hay-scales. As for his house, we could only conjecture 
where that was, he may have been a boarder in the 
Molunkus House. I saw him standmg in his shop door 
— ^his shop was so small, that, if a traveler should make 
demonstrations of entermg m, he would have to go out 
by the back way, and coiffer with his customer through 
a wmdow, about his goods m the cellar, or, more prob- 
ably, bespoken, and yet on the way. I should have gone 
m, for I felt a real impulse to trade, if I had not stopped 
to consider what would become of him. The day before, 
we had walked into a shop, over against an inn where 
we stopped, the puny begmmng of trade, which would 
grow at last mto a firm copartnership in the future town 
or aty— mdeed, it was already “Somebody & Co j*’ I 
forget who The woman came forward from the pene- 
tralia of the attached house, for “Somebody & Co.” was 
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in the burning, and she sold us percussion-caps, canales 
and smooth, and knew then prices and quahties, and 
which the hunters preferred Here was a htde of every- 
thmg m a small compass to satisfy the wants and the 
ambition of the woods — a stock selected with what 
pains and care, and brought home in the wagon-box, 
or a comer of the Houlton team, but there seemed to 
me, as usual, a preponderance of childrens toys — dogs 
to bark, and cats to mew, and trumpets to blow, where 
natives there hardly are yet. As if a child bom mto the 
Marne woods, among the pme cones and cedar berries, 
could not do without such a sugar-man or slappmg-jack 
as the young Rothschild has. 

I thmk that there was not more than one house on the 
road to Molunkus, or for seven miles. At that place we 
got over the fence into a new field, planted with pota- 
toes, where the logs were still burmng between the lulls, 
and, pulhng up ^e vmes, found good-sized potatoes, 
nearly npe, growmg like weeds, and turnips mixed with 

them. The mode of clearing and plantmg is to fell the 
trees, and bum once what will bum, then cut them up 
into smtable lengths, roll mto heaps, and bum agam; 

then, with a hoe, plant potatoes where you can come at 
the ground between the stumps and charred logs; for a 
first crop the ashes sufficing for manure, and no hoeing 
bemg necessary the first year. In the fall, cut, roll, and 
bum agam, and so on, till the land is cleared, and soon 
it is ready for gram, and to be laid down. Let those talk 
of poverty and hard times who will m the towns and 
cities, cannot the emigrant who can pay his fare to 
New York or Boston pay five dollars more to get here-— 
I paid three, all told, for my passage from Boston to 
Bangor, two hundred and fifty miles — and be as rich 
as he pleases, where land virtually costs nothmg, and 
houses only the labor of building, and he may begm life 
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as Adam did? If lie will sbll remember the distinclion 
of poor and neb, let him bespeak him a narrower house 
fortliwith. 


LIFE IN’ THE WILDERNESS 

When we returned to tlic Mallavvamkeag, the Houl- 
ton stage had already put up there, and a Province man 
was betraying lus greenness to tlie Yankees by his ques- 
tions. Why Province money won’t pass here at par, 
when States’ money is good at Fredericton — though 
tins, perhaps, was sensible enough From what I saw 
then, it appears that the Province man was now tlic only 
real Jonatlian, or raw country bumpkin, left so far be- 
hind by his enterpnsing neighbors tliat he didn’t know 
enough to put a question to tliem. No people can long 
continue provincial in character who have the propen- 
sity for politics and whitthng, and rapid travehng, which 
the Yankees have, and who arc leaving the mother coun- 
try behind in the variety of tlieir notions and mvcntions. 
The possession and exercise of practical talent merely 
are a sure and rapid means of intellectual culture and 
independence. 

The last edition of GreenleaFs Map of Maine hung on 
the wall here, and, as we had no pocket-map, we re- 
solved to trace a map of the lake country. So, dipping 
a wad of tow into the lamp, we oiled a sheet of paper on 
the oiled tablecloth, and, in good faitli, traced what we 
afterwards ascertamed to be a labyrinth of errors, care- 
fully foUowmg die oulhnes of the imaginary lakes which 
the map contains. The Map of the Pubhc Lands of 
Marne and Massachusetts is the only one I have seen 
that at all deserves the name. It was while we were 
engaged in this operation tiiat our companions arrived. 
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They had seen the Indians’ fire on the Five Islands and 
so we concluded that all was nght. 

Early the next morning we had mounted our packs 
and prepared for a tramp up the West Branch, my com- 
panion havmg turned his horse out to pasture for a week 
or ten days, thmkmg that a bite of fresh grass and a 
taste of runmng water would do him as much good as 
backwoods fare and new country influences his master. 
Leapmg over a fence, we began to follow an obscure 
trail up the northern bank of the Penobscot. There was 
now no road fiirther, the nver being the only highway, 
and but half a dozen log huts, confined to its banks, to 
be met with for thirty miles. On either hand, and be- 
yon , was a wholly uninhabited "wildemess, stretching 
S Neither horse nor cow, nor vehicle of any 

n<^ ad ever passed over this ground; the cattle, and 
tbe few bulky articles which the loggers use, bemg got 
np in the wmter on the ice, and down agam before it 
evergreen woods had a decidedly sweet 
and bracmg fragrance, the air was a sort of diet-drmk, 
and we walked on buoyantly m Indian file, stretching 
ur egs. ccasionally there was a small opemng on the 
^ pmpose of log-roUmg, where we got 
Th° 0 the nver always a rocky and ripplmg stream, 
e roar of the rapids, the note of a whistler duck on 
e nver, of the jay and chickadee around us, and of 
fj Woodpecker m the opemngs, were the sounds 

was what you might caU a brand-new 
.r r: ’r ^ roads were of Nature’s makmg, and 
W houses were camps. Here, then, one could no 
ger accuse institutions and society, but must front the 
tnie source of evil. 

^ee classes of inhabitants who either fre- 
or in abit the country which we had now entered: 
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first, the loggers, who, for a part of the year, the winter 
and spring, are far the most numerous, but in the sum- 
mer, except a few explorers for timber, completely de- 
sert it, second, the few settlers I have named, the only 
permanent inhabitants, who hve on the verge of it, and 
help raise supphes for the former, third, the hunters, 
mostly Indians, who range over it in their season. 

At the end of three nodes we came to the Mattaseunk 
stream and mill, where there was even a rude wooden 
railroad miming down to the Penobscot, the last rail- 
road we were to see. We crossed one tract, on the bank 
of the river, of more than a hundred acres of heavy tim- 
ber, which had just been felled and burnt over, and was 
still smokmg. Our trad lay through the midst of it, and 
was well-nigh blotted out. The trees lay at full length, > 
four or five feet deep, and crossmg each other m all 
directions, all black as charcoal, but perfectly sound 
withm, still good for fuel or for timber, soon they would 
be cut into lengths and burnt again. Here were thou- 
sands of cords, enough to keep the poor of Boston and 
New York amply warm for a wmter, which only cum- 
bered the ground and were in the settler s way. And 
the whole of that sohd and interminable forest is doomed 
to be gradually devoured thus by fire, like shavmgs, and 
no man be wanned by it. At Chocked s log hut, at the 
mouth of Salmon River, seven miles from the Pomt, 
one of the party commenced distributing) a store of 
small, cent picture-books among the children, to teach 
them to read, and also newspapers, more or less recent, 
among the parents, than which nothmg can be more 
acceptable to a backwoods people. It was really an im- 
portant Item in our outfit, and, at times, the only cur- 
rency that would circulate. I walked through Salmon 
River With my shoes on, it bemg low water, but not 
without wetting my feet. A few miles farther we came 
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to *‘Marm Howard’s, ** at the end of an extensive clear- 
ing, where there were two or three log huts in sight 
at once, one on the opposite side of the nver, and a 
few graves even, surrounded by a wooden pahng, where 
already the rude forefathers of a hamlet he, and a thou- 
sand years hence, perchance, some poet will write his 
“Elegy in' a Country Churchyard.” The “Village Hamp- 
dens,” the “mute, inglonous Miltons,” and Cromwells, 
“guiltless of’ their “country’s blood,” were yet unborn, 

“Perchance in this wild spot there tviU he laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire. 

Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed. 

Or waked to ecsta^ the hvmg ^e ” 

The next house was Fisk’s, ten miles from the Point 
at the mouth of the East Branch, opposite to the island 
Nicketow, or the Forks, the last of the Indian islands. 
I am particular to give the names of the setders and the 
distances, since every log hut in these woods is a public 
house, and such information is of no httle consequence 
to those who may have occasion to travel this way. Our 
course here crossed the Penobscot, and followed the 
southern bank. One of the party, who entered the house 
in search of someone to set us over, reported a very neat 
dwelhng, with plenty of books, and a new wife, just im- 
ported from Boston, wholly new to the woods We found 
the East Branch a large and rapid stream at its mouth 
^d much deeper than it appeared. Havmg with some 
difficulty discovered the trail again, we kept up the south 
Side of the West Branch, or mam river, passmg by some 
rapids called Rock-Ebeeme, the roar of which we heard 
through the woods, and, shortly after, in the thickest of 
the wood, some empty loggers’ camps, still new, which 
Were occupied the previous wmter. Though we saw a 
few more afterwards, I will make one account serve for 
sll. These were such houses as the lumberers of Marne 
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spend the winter in, in the wilderness. There were the 
camps and the hovels for the cattle, hardly distmgmsh- 
able, except diat the latter had no clumney. These 
camps were about twenty feet long by fifteen wide, bmlt 
of logs — ^hemlock, cedar, spruce, or yellow birch — one 
land alone, or all together, with the bark on; two or 
three large ones first, one directly above another, and 
notched together at die ends, to the height of three or 
four feet, then of smaller logs restmg upon transverse 
ones at the ends, each of the last successively shorter 
than the other, to form the roof. The chimney was an 
oblong square hole m the middle, three or four feet 
in diameter, with a fence of logs as high as the ridge. 
The mtersfaces were filled with moss, and the roof was 
shmgled with long and handsome sphnts of cedar, or 
spruce, or pme, nfted with a sledge and cleaver. The 
fireplace, the most important place of all, was m shape 
and size like the chimney, and directly under it, defined 
by a log fence or fender on the ground, and a heap of 
ashes, a foot or two deep within, with sohd benches of 
spht logs runmng round it. Here the fire usually melts 
the snow, and dries the ram before it can descend to 
quench it The faded beds of arbor vitae leaves ex- 
tended under the eaves on either hand There was the 
place for the water pail, pork barrel, and wash basin, 
and generally a dingy pack of cards left on a log Usu- 
ally a good deal of whitthng was expended on the latch, 
which was made of wood, m the form of an iron one. 
These houses are made comfortable by the huge fires, 
which can be afforded mght and day. Usually the scen- 
ery about them is drear and savage enough; and the 
® camp IS as completely m the woods as a fungus 
at the foot of a pme in a swamp, no outlook but to the 
^^y overhead, no more cleanng than is made by cuttmg 
down the trees of which it is bmlt, and those which are 
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necessary for fuel. If only it be well sheltered and con- 
venient to his work, and near a spring, he wastes no 
thought on the prospect They are very proper forest 
houses, the stems of the trees collected together and 
piled up around a man to keep out wind and rain — 
made of hvmg green logs, hanging with moss and hchen, 
and with the curls and fringes of the yellow bnch hark, 
and dnppmg with resm, fresh and moist, and redolent 
of swampy odors, with that sort of vigor and peren- 
nialness even about them that toadstools suggest.^ The 
loggers fare consists of tea, molasses, flour, pork (some- 
times beef), and beans. A great proportion of the beans 
raised m Massachusetts find their market here. On ex- 
peditions it is only hard bread and pork, often raw, slice 
upon shoe, with tea or water, as the case may be. 

The primitive wood is always and everysvliere damp 
and mossy, so that I traveled constantly with the im- 
pression Aat I was in a swamp, and only when it was 
remarked that this or that tract, judgmg from the qual- 
ify of the timber on it, would make a profitable clearmg, 
was I renunded, that if the sun were let m it would 
make a dry field, like the few I had seen, at once. The 
best shod for the most part travel with wet feet. If the 
ground was so wet and spongy at this, the dryest part of 
a dry season, what must it be m the spnng? The woods 
hereabouts abounded in beech and yeIlov7 birch, of 
which last there were some very large specimens, also 

^Sponger, jn his Forest Life (18^1), says that the}' first remove 
the leaves and turf from the spot where they intend to buiJd a camp, 
■for fear of fire, also, that "the spruce-tree is generally selected for 
camp-buiIding, it being light, straight, and quite free from sap”, that 
"the roof is finally covered with the boughs of the fir, spruce, and 
hemlock, so that when the snow falls upon the whofc, the n-armth 
of the camp is preserved in the coldest weather", and that they make 
the log scat before the fire, called the ^‘Deacon’s Scat," of a spruce 
or fir spht in halves, with three or four stout limbs left on one side 
/or legs, ivhich are not likely to get Joose 
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Spruce, cedar, fir, and hemloclc; but we saw only the 
stumps of the wlute pine here, some of them of great 
size, these having been already culled out, being the 
only tree much sought after, even as low down as this. 
Only a httle spruce and hemlock beside had been logged 
here. The Eastern wood which is sold for fuel in Mass- 
achusetts all comes from below Bangor. It was the pine 
alone, chiefly the white pme, that had tempted any but 
the hunter to precede us on this route. 

Waite s farm, thirteen miles from the Point, is an ex- 
tensive and elevated clearmg, from which we got a fine 
view of the nver, ripplmg and gleammg far beneath 
us. My compamons had formerly had a good view of 
Ktaadn and the other mountams here, but today it was 
so smoky that we could see nothing of them. We could 
overlook an immense country of unmterrupted forest, 
stretchmg away up the East Branch toward Canada on 
the north and northwest, and toward the Aroostook 
valley on the northeast, and imagine what wild hfe was 
stirrmg m its midst. Here was qmte a field of com for 
this region, whose pecuhar dry scent we perceived a 
third of a mile ofi, before we saw it. 

Eighteen miles from the Pomt brought us in sight of 
McCaushn^s, or “Uncle George’s,” as he was famiharly 
called by my compamons, to whom he was well known, 
where we intended to break our long fast His house 
was m the midst of an extensive cleanng or intervale, 
at the mouth of the Little Schoodic River, on the op- 
posite or north bank of the Penobscot. So we collected 
on a pomt of the shore, that we might be seen, and fired 
our gun as a signal, which brought out his dogs forth- 
with, and thereafter their master, who m due time took 
us across m his batteau This clearmg was bounded 
abruptly, on all sides but the nver, by the naked stems 
of the forest, as if you were to cut only a few feet square 
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in the midst of a thousand acres of mowing, and set 
down a thimble therem. He had a whole heaven and 
horizon to himself, and the sun seemed to be journey- 
ing over his cleanng only the hvelong day. Here we 
concluded to spend the mght, and wait for the Indians, 
as there was no stoppmg-place so convement above. He 
had seen no Indians pass, and this did not often happen 
without his knowledge He thought that his dogs some- 
times gave notice of the approach of Indians half an 
hour before they arrived. 

McCaushn was a Kennebec man, of Scotch descent, 
who had been a waterman twenty-two years, and had 
dnven on the lakes and headwaters of the Penobscot 
£ve or six sprmgs in succession, but was now settled 
here to raise supphes for the lumberers and for himself. 
He entertained us a day or two with true Scotch hospi- 
tably, and would accept no recompense for it A man 
of a dry wit and shrewdness, and a general inteUigence 
which I had not looked for m the back woods. In fact, 
the deeper you penetrate mto the woods, the more m- 
telhgent, and, m one sense, less countrified do you find 
the inhabitants; for always the pioneer has been a trav- 
eler, and, to some extent, a man of the world, and, as 
the distances with which he is familiar are greater, so 
is his information more general and far reachmg than 
the villager’s If I were to look for a narrow, umnf ormed, 
and countrified mmd, as opposed to the mtelhgence and 
refinement which are thought to emanate from cities, it 
would be among the rusty inhabitants of an old-settled 
country, on farms all run out and gone to seed with hfe- 
everlastmg, m the towns about Boston, even on the 
highroad in Concord, and not m the back woods of 
Maine. 

Supper was got before our eyes m the ample kitchen, 
by a fire which would have roasted an ox, many whole 
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logs, four feet long, were consumed to bod our fea- 
Iccttle — ^birch, or beech, or maple, the same summer and 
Winter, and the dishes were soon smoking on the table, 
late the armchair, against the wall, from which one of 
the party was expelled The arms of the chair formed, 
the frame on which the table rested; and, when the 
round top was turned up agamst the wall, it formed the 
back of the chair, and was no more m the way than the 
wall Itself. This, we noticed, was the prevailing fashioa 
m these log houses, in order to economize in room^ 
There were pipmg-hot wheaten cakes, the flour having 
been brought up the nver m batteaux — ^no Indian bread,, 
for the upper part of Marne, it will be remembered, is 
a wheat country — and ham, eggs, and potatoes, and 
mdk and cheese, the produce of the farm, and also shad 
and salmon, tea sweetened with molasses, and sweet 
cakes, in contradistmction to the hot cakes not sweet- 
ened, the one white, the other yellow, to wind up with* 
Such we found was the prevaihng fare, ordmaiy and 
extraordmary, along this nver. Mountain cranberries 
{Vacctnium Vitis-ldaea), stewed and sweetened, were 
the common dessert Everything here \yas in profusion, 
and the best of its land Butter was in such plenty that 
it was commonly used, before it was salted, to grease 
boots with. 

In the night we were entertained by the sound of 
ramdrops on the cedar splints which covered the roof, 
and awaked the next moiumg with a drop or two an our 
eyes It had set m for a storm, and we made up our 
mmds not to forsake such comfortable quarters with 
this prospect, but wait for Indians and fair weather. It 
ramed and drizzled and gleamed by turns, the hvelong 
day What we did there, how we killed the tame would 
perhaps be idle to tell, how many tones we buttered 
our boots, and how often a drowsy one was seen to sidl& 
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^ ofiF to the bedroom. When it held up, I strolled up and. 
down the bank, and gathered the harebell and cedar 
bemes, which grew there, or else we tried by turns the 
long-handled axe on the logs before the door. The axe- 
helves here were made to chop standing on the log — a 
primitive log of course — and were, therefore, nearly a 
foot longer than with us. One while we walked over the 
farm and visited his well-fiUed bams with McCauslm» 
There were one other man and two women only here. 
He kept horses, cows, oxen, and sheep. I think he said 
that he was the first to brmg a plow and a cow so far; 
and he nught have added the last, with only two excep- 
tions. The potato-rot had found him out here, too, the 
previous year, and got half or two thirds of his crop, 
though the seed was of his own raismg. Oats, grass, and 
potatoes were his staples; but he raised, also, a few car- 
rots and turnips, and "a little com for the hens,” for this 
was all that he dared risk, for fear that it would not 
ripen. Melons, squashes, sweet com, beans, tomatoes, 
and many other vegetables, could not be ripened there. 

The very few settlers along this stream were obvi- 
ously tempted by the cheapness of the land mamly. 
When I asked McCaushn why more settlers did not 
come in, he answered, that one reason was, they could 
not buy the land, it belonged to mdividuals or cpmpa- 
mes who were afraid that their wild lands would be set- 
tled, and so incorporated into towns, and they be taxed 
for them; but to settlmg on the Statens land there was 
no such hmdrance. For his own part, he wanted no 
neighbors — he didn’t wish to see any road by his house. 
Neighbors, even the best, were a trouble and expense, 
especially on tho score of cattle and fences. They nught 
hve across the nver, perhaps, but not on the same side. 

The chickens here were protected by the dogs. As 
McCaushn said, “The old one took it up first, and she 
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taught the pup, and now they had got it into their heads 
that it wouldn’t do to have anything of the bird kind 
on the premises.” A hawk hovenng over was not allowed 
to ahght, but barked off by the dogs circhng under- 
neath; and a pigeon, or a "yellow-hammer,” as they 
■called the pigeon woodpecker, on a dead hmb or stump, 
was mstantly expelled. It was the mam busmess of their 
day, and kept them constantly coming and gomg. One 
would rush out of the house on the least alarm given by 
the other. 

When it ramed hardest, we returned to the house, 
mid took down a tract from the shelf. There was the 
■'Wandermg Jew,” cheap edition, and fine prmt, the 
■"Cnmmal Calendar,” and "Parish’s Geography,” and 
£ash novels two or three Under the pressure of circum- 
stances, we read a httle m these. With such aid, the 
press is not so feeble an engme, after all. This house, 
which was a fair specimen of those on this nver, was 
built of huge logs, which peeped out everywhere, and 
were chinked with clay and moss. It contamed four or 
£ve rooms There were no sawed boards, or shingles, 
or clapboards, about it, and scarcely any tool but the 
axe had been used m its construction. The partitions 
were made of long clapboard-hke sphnts, of spruce or 
cedar, turned to a dehcate salmon-color by the smoke. 
The roof and sides were covered unth the same, instead 
of shmgles and clapboards, and some of a much thicker 
and larger size were used for the floor. These were all 
so straight and smooth, that they answered the purpose 
admirably, and a careless observer would not have sus- 
pected that they were not sawed and planed. The chim- 
ney and hearth were of vast size, and made of stone. 
The broom was a few twigs of arbor vitae tied to a stick, 
and a pole was suspended over the hearth, close to the 
ceilmg, to dry stockings and clothes on. I noticed that 
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the floor was full of small, dmgy holes, as if made with 
a gimlet, but which were, in fact, made by the spikes, 
nearly an mch long, which the lumberers wear m their 
boots to prevent their shppmg on wet logs. Just above 
McCauslm’s, there is a rocky rapid, where logs ]am in 
the sprmg, and many “drivers” are there collected, who 
frequent his house for supphes, these were their tracks 
which I saw. 

At sundown McCauslm pointed away over the forest, 
across the nver, to signs of fair weather amid the clouds 
—some evemng redness there. For even there the pomts 
of compass held; and there was a quarter of the heavens 
appropnated to sunrise and another to sunset. 

The next mommg, the weather provmg fair enough 
for our purpose, we prepared to start, and, the Indians 
havmg failed us, persuaded McCauslm, who was not 
unwilhng to revisit the scenes of his dnvmg, to accom- 
pany ns m their stead, mtendmg to engage one other 
boatman on the way. A stnp of cotton clodi for a tent, 
a couple of blankets, which would suffice for the whole 
party, fifteen pounds of hard bread, ten pounds of 
“clear” pork, and a htde tea, made up “Uncle George’s” 
pack. Ihe last three articles were calculated to be pro- 
vision enough for six men for a week, with what we 
might pick up. A tea-kettle, a frying-pan, and an axe, 
to be obtamed at the last house, would complete our 
outfit. 

We were soon out of McCauslm’s clearing, and in 
the evergreen woods agam. The obscure trail made 
by the two settlers above, which even the woodman is 
sometimes puzzled to discern, ere long crossed a narrow, 
open strip m the woods overrun with weeds, called the 
Burnt Land, where a fire had raged formerly, stretch- 
mg northward mne or ten miles, to MiUmocket Lake. 
At the end of three miles, we reached Shad Pond, or 
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Noliseemack, an expansion of the river. Hodge, the 
Assistant State Geologist, who passed tlirougli this on 
the 25th of June, 1837, says, “We pushed our boat 
through an acre or more of buck-beans, which had taken 
root at the bottom, and bloomed above tlie surface in 
the greatest profusion and beauty.” Thomas Fowlers 
house IS four miles from McCaushn’s, on tlie shore of 
the pond, at the moutli of die Milhnocket River, and 
eight miles from the lake of the same name, on the latter 
stream. This lake affords a more direct course to Ktaadn, 
but we preferred to follow the Penobscot and tlie Pama- 
dumcook lakes. Fowler was just completing a new log 
hut, and was sawing out a window dirough the logs, 
nearly two feet thick, when he arrived. He had begun to 
paper his house with spruce bark, turned inside out, 
which had a good effect, and was in keepmg widi the 
circumstances. Instead of water we got here a draught 
of beer, which, it was allowed, would be better; clear 
and dim, but strong and stnngent as the cedar sap. It 
was as if we sucked at the very teats of Nature’s pme- 
clad bosom m these parts — ^the sap of all Milhnocket 
botany commingled— the topmost, most fantastic, and 
spiciest sprays of the primitive wood, and whatever in- 
vigoratmg and strmgent gum or essence it afforded 
steeped and dissolved m it — a lumberer’s drink, which 
would acchmate and naturalize a man at once — ^which 
would make him see green, and, if he slept, dream that 
he heard the wind sough among the pines. Here Was a 
£fe, praying to be played on, through which we breathed 
a few tuneful strams — ^brought hither to tame wild 
beasts. As we stood upon the pile of chips by tlie door, 
fish hawks were saihng overhead, and here, over Shad 
Pond, might daily be witnessed the tyranny of the bald 
eagle over that bird. Tom pointed away over tlie lake 
to a bald eagles nest, which was plainly visible more 
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than a mile o£F, on a pine, Ingli above the surrounding 
forest, and was frequented from year to year b)- the 
same pair, and held sacred by him There were these 
two houses only there, his low hut and the eagles’ airy 
carload of fagots. Thomas Fowler, too, was persuaded 
to jom us, for two men were necessary to manage the 
batteau, which was soon to be our carnage, and these 
men needed to be cool and skillful for the navigation of 
the Penobscot. Thom’s pack was soon made, for he had 
not far to look for his waterman’s boots, and a red flannel 
shirt. This is the favonte color with lumbermen, and 
red flannel is reputed to possess some mysterious vir- 
tues, to be most healthful and convement m respect to 
perspiration. In every gang there wiU be a large pro- 
portion of red buds. We took here a poor and leaky bat- 
teau, and began to pole up the MiUmocket two miles, 
to the elder Fowler’s, in order to avoid the Grand Falls 
of the Penobscot, mtendmg to exchange our batteau 
there for a better. The Millmocket is a small, shallow, 
and sandy stream, full of what I took to be lamprey- 
eels’ or suckers’ nests, and hned with musquash-cabms, 
but free from rapids, accordmg to Fowler, excepting at 
its outlet from the lake. He was at this tune engaged 
in cuttmg the native grass — rush-grass and meadow- 
clover, as he called it — on the meadows and small, low 
islands of this stream. We noticed flattened places m 
ihe grass on either side, where, he said, a moose had 
laid down the mght before, addmg, that there were 
thousands m these meadows. 

Old Fowler’s, on the Millmocket, six miles from 
McCauslm’s, and twenty -four from the Pomt, is the last 
house. Gibson’s, on the Sowadnehunk, is the only clear- 
ing above, but that had proved a failure, and was 
long smce deserted. Fowler is the oldest inhabitant of 
these woods. He formerly hved a few miles from here. 
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on tte south side of the West Branch, where he built his 
house sixteen years ago, the first house built above the 
Five Islands Here our new batteau was to be earned 
over the first portage of two miles, round the Grand 
Falls of the Penobscot, on a horse-sled made of saphngs, 
to jump the numerous rocks m the way; but we had to 
wait a couple of hours for them to catch the horses, 
which were pastured at a distance, amid the stumps, 
and had wandered still fartlier off. The last of the 
salmon for this season had just been caught, and were 
sfall fresh m pickle, from which enough was extracted to 
fin our empty kettle, and so graduate our introduction 
to simpler forest fare. The week before they had lost 
mne sheep here out of their first flock, by the wolves. 
The survivmg sheep came round the house, and seemed 
frightened, which mduced them to go and look for the 
rest, when they found seven dead and lacerated, and 
two sbll ahve. These last they carried to the house, and, 
as Mrs. Fowler said, they were merely scratched in the 
throat, and had no more visible wound than would be 
produced by the prick of a pm. She sheared off the wool 
from their throats, and washed them, and put on some 
salve, and turned them out, but in a few moments they 
were missing, and had not been found since. In fact, 
they were all poisoned, and those that were found 
siveUed up at once, so that they saved neither skm nor 
wool. This realized the old fables of the wolves and the 
sheep, and convmced me that that ancient hostihty still 
existed Venly, the shepherd-boy did not need to sound 
a false alarm this tune. There were steel traps by the 
door, of various sizes, for wolves, otter, and bears, with 
large claws mstead of teeth, to catch m their smews. 
Wolves are frequently lolled with poisoned bait. 

At length, after we had dined here on the usual back- 
woods fare, the horses arrived, and we hauled our bat- 
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teau out of the water, and lashed it to its wicker car- 
riage, and, throwing m our packs, walked on before, 
lea^g the boatmen and driver, who was Tom s brother, 
to manage the concern. The route, which led through 
the wild pasture where the sheep were killed, was m 
some places the roughest ever traveled by horses, over 
rocky hills, where the sled bounced and shd along, like 
a vessel pitching in a storm, and one man was as neces- 
sary to stand at the stem, to prevent the boat from bemg 
wrecked, as a helmsman m the roughest sea. The philos- 
ophy of our progress was somethmg like to. when 
the runners struck a rock three or four feet hig , e s e 
bounced back and upwards at the same time, but, as tte 
horses never ceased pulhng, it came down on to top ot 
the rock, and so we got over. This portage probably fol- 
lowed to trail of an ancient Indian carry round these 
falls By two o’clock we, who had walked on before, 
reached the river above the falls, not far from the outlet 
of Quakish Lake, and waited for the batteau to come 
up We had been here but a short time, when a thunder- 
shower was seen commg up from the west, ® ^ 

mvisible lakes, and that pleasant wilderness w ic we 
were so eager to become acquainted with, an soon e 
heavy drops began to patter on the leaves aroun us 
had ]ust selected the prostrate trunk of a huge pme, v 
or six feet in diameter, and was crawhng under ^ w en, 
luckily, the boat arrived It would have amuse a s e 
tered man to witness the manner m which it was un 
lashed, and whirled over, while the first water spou 
burst upon us. It was no sooner in the hands of e cage 
company than it was abandoned to the first revo 
ary impulse, and to gravity, to adjust it, and they mig 
have been seen all stooping to its shelter, and § 

under like so many eek, before it was fairly deposi e 
on the groimd. When all were under, we proppe up 
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the lee side, and busied ourselves tliere whittling thole- 
pins for rowing, when we should reach tlie lakes, and. 
made the woods rmg, between the claps of thunder, 
with such boat-songs as we could remember. The horses 
stood sleek and shimng with the ram, all drooping and 
crestfallen, wlule deluge after deluge washed over us, 
but the bottom of a boat may be rehed on for a tight 
roof. At length, after two hours^ delay at this place, 
a streak of fair weather appeared in the nordiwest, 
whither our course now lay, promising a serene evening 
for our voyage, and the dnver returned with his horses, 
while we made haste to launch our boat, and commence 
our voyage m good earnest. 

There were six of us, including the two boatmen. 
With our packs heaped up near the bows, and ourselves 
disposed as baggage to tnm the boat, with instructions 
not to move in case we should strike a rock, more dian 
so many barrels of pork, we pushed out mto the first 
rapid, a shght specimen of the stream we had to navi- 
gate. With Uncle George m the stem, and Tom in the 
bows, each usmg a sprace pole about twelve feet long, 
pointed with irou,^ and pohng on the same side, we 
shot up the rapids like a salmon, the water rushmg and 
roarmg around, so that only a practiced eye could dis- 
tmgmsh a safe course, or tell what was deep water and 
what rocks, frequently grazing the latter on one or both 
sides. With a hunted as narrow escapes as ever the Argo 
had m passmg tnrough the Symplegades. I, who had 
had some expenence m boatmg, had never experienced 
any half so exhilaratmg before. We were lucl^ to have 
exchanged our Indians, whom we did not know, for these 
men, who, together with Tom’s brotlier, were reputed 
the best boatmen on the nver, and were at once mdis- 
pensable pilots and pleasant compamo ns. The canoe 

^The Canadians call it picquer de fond 
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is smaller, more easily upset, and sooner worn out, and 
the Indian is said not to be so skiUful m the management 
of the batteau. He is, for the most part, less to be rehed 
on, and more disposed to suUcs and whims. The utmost 
famihanty with dead streams, or with the ocean, would 
not prepare a man for this pecuhar navigation; and the 
most skdlful boatman anywhere else would here be 
obhged to take out his boat and carry round a hundred 
times, still with great risk, as well as delay, where the 
practiced batteau-man poles up with comparative ease 
and safety. The hardy “voyageur” pushes with incredi- 
ble perserverance and success qmte up to the foot of the 
falls, and then only carries round some perpendicular 
ledge, and launches agam in 

'The torrent’s smoothness, ere it dash below,” 

to struggle with the boilmg rapids above. The Indians 
say that the nver once ran bodi ways, one half up and 
the other down, but that, smce the white man came, 
it all runs down, and now they must laboriously pole 
their canoes agamst the stream, and carry them over 
numerous portages. In the summer, all stores — ^the 
grmdstone and the plow of the pioneer, flour, pork, and 
utensils for the explorer — ^must be conveyed up the 
nver in batteaux, and many a cargo and many a boat- 
man is lost m these waters. In the wmter, however, 
which is very equable and long, the ice is the great 
highway, and the loggers' team penetrates to Chesun- 
cook Lake, and still higher up, even two hundred miles 
above Bangor. Imagme the sohtary sled-track runmng 
far up into the snowy and evergreen wilderness, hemmed 
in closely for a hundred imles by the forest, and 
again stretchmg straight across the broad surfaces of 
concealed lakesl 

We were soon in the smooth water of the Qualash 
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Lake, and took our turns at rowing and paddling across 
it. It is a small, irregular, but handsome lake, shut m 
on all sides by the forest, and showing no traces of man 
but some low boom m a distant cove, reserved for 
sprmg use. The spruce and cedar on its shores, hung 
with gray hchens, looked at a distance like the ghosts 
of trees Ducks were saihng here and there on its sur- 
face, and a sohtary loon, hke a more hvmg wave — a 
vital spot on the lake’s surface — ^laughed and frohcked, 
and showed its straight leg, for our amusement. Joe 
Merry Mountain appeared m the northwest, as if it were 
lookmg down on this lake especially; and we had our 
first, but a partial view of Ktaadn, its sumnut veiled in 
clouds, like a dark isthmus m that quarter, connecting 
the heavens with the earth After two miles of smooth 
rowmg across this lake, we found ourselves m the nver 
again, which was a continuous rapid for one mile, to 
the dam, requinng all the strength and sbll of our boat- 
men to pole up it. 

This dam is a quite important and expensive work 
for this country, wbther cattle and horses cannot pene- 
trate m the summer, raising the whole nver ten feet, 
and floodmg, as they said, some sixty square miles by 
means of the mnumerable lakes with which the nver 
connects It is a lofty and sohd structure, \vith sloping 
piers, some distance above, made of frames of logs filled 
with stones, to break the ice.^ Here every log pays toll 
as It passes through the sluices. 

We filed into the rude loggers’ camp at this place, 
such as I have descnbed, without ceremony, and the 
cook, at that moment the sole occupant, at once set 

Even the Jesuit missionaries, accustomed to the St Lawrence and 
ot er rivers of Canada, in then first expeditions to the Abenaquinois, 
speak of nvers ferries de lochers, shod with rocks See also No. lo 
Kelations, for 1647, p 185 
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about preparmg tea for bis visitors His fireplace, which 
the rain had converted into a mud-puddle, was soon 
bla 2 ang again, and we sat down on the log benches 
around it to dry us. On the well-flattened and some- 
what faded beds of arbor vitae leaves, which stretched 
on either hand under the eaves behind us, lay an odd 
leaf of the Bible, some genealogical chapter out of the 
Old Testament; and, half buned by the leaves, we found 
Emersons Address on West India Emancipation, which 
had been left here formerly by one of our company, and 
had made two converts to the Liberty party here^ as I 
was told, also, an odd number of the Westminster Re- 
^ew, for 1834, and a pamphlet entitled ‘History of the 
Erection of the Monument on the Grave of Myron 
Holly. This was the readable or reading matter in a 
umberer s camp in the Marne woods, thirty miles from 
a road, which would be given up to ie bears in a fort- 
nig t. These thmgs were well thumbed and soiled. This 
gang was headed by one John Momson, a good speci- 
meii of a Yankee, and was necessanly composed of men 
not bred to the busmess of dam-bmldmg, but who were 
jac -at-all-trades, handy with the axe, and other simple 
6niei^, and well skilled in wood and water craft. 

^ cakes for our supper even here, white as 

snow alls, but without butter, and the never-failing 
^eet cakes, with which we filled our pockets, foresee- 
should not soon meet with the hke again, 
uc ehcate puffballs seemed a singular diet for back- 
woo men. There was also tea without milk, sweetened 
molasses. And so, exchangmg a word with John 
omson and his gang when we had returned to the 
ore, ^d^o exchangmg our batteau for a better stdl, 
e ma e haste to improve the httle dayhght that re- 
. T^ camp, exactly twenty-mne miles from 
^ wamkeag Pomt by the way we had come, and 
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about one hufldred from Bangor by the river, was the 
last human habitation of any land m this direction. Be- 
yond, there was no trail, and the nver and lakes, by bat- 
teaux and canoes, was considered the only practicable 
route. We were abbut thirty miles by the nver from the 
summit of Ktaadn, which was m sight, though not more 
than twenty, perhaps, m a straight hne. 



Civil Disobedience 


It is one of the brighter ironies of literature that this, the 
most electric of Thoreaus essays, should have been first pub- 
lished in a polite miscellany entitled ^Esthetic Papers and 
edited by the Bostonian sister-in-law of Nathaniel Hawthorne. 
It came out ^ust a year after the Communist Manifesto, in 
1849. The comfort it has for adherents of Karl Marx is scant 
but it is not quite the source of strength to today's conserva- 
tives either that its opening sentence would seem to imply. 
The iron ngor of Thoreau's philosophic anarchy is uncom- 
fortable to both sides But Gandhi, struggling in South Africa, 
knew it to be ^ust what he wanted (“It left a deep impression 
upon mef* he later admitted), and across the oceans its 
results are still being read. 

C. B. 

I HEARTILY accept the motto, “That government 
is best which governs least”; and I should bke to 
see it acted up to more rapidly and systematically. Car- 
ried out, it finally amounts to this, which also I believe 
^“That government is best which governs not at all’ ; 

when men are prepared for it, that will be the land 
of government which they will have. Government is at 
best but an expedient, but most governments are usu- 
ally, and all governments are sometimes, inexpedient. 
The objections which have been brought agamst a stand- 
ing army, and they are many and weighty, and deserve 
lo prev^ may also at last be brought against a standing 
government. The standing army is only an arm of the 
standmg government. The government itself, which is 
Only the mode which the people have chosen to execute 
^eir Will, IS equally hable to be abused and perverted 

109 
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before tlie people can act through it. Witness the pres- 
ent Mexican war, the work of comparatively a few in- 
dividuals using the standing government as their tool, 
for, in tlie outset, the people would not have consented 
to this measure. 

This Amencan government — ^what is it but a tradi- 
tion, though a recent one, endeavoring to transmit itself 
unimpaired to postenly, but each instant losing some 
of its integnty? It has not the vitalit}' and force of a 
single hvmg man; for a single man can bend it to his 
will It IS a sort of wooden gun to the people themselves. 
But it is not the less necessary for this, for tlie people 
must have some compheated machinery or otlier, and 
hear its din, to satisfy that idea of government which 
they have. Governments show thus how successfully 
men can be imposed on, even impose on themselves, for 
tlieir own advantage. It is excellent, wo must all allow. 
Yet this government never of itself furthered any enter 
pnse, but by the alacnly with which it got out of its 
way. It does not keep the country free. It does not settle 
the West. It does not educate. The character inherent in 
the Amencan people has done all that has been accom- 
phshed, and it would have done somewhat more, if the 
government had not sometimes got in its way For gov- 
ernment IS an expedient by which men would fain suc- 
ceed m letting one another alone, and, as has been said, 
when it is most expedient, the governed are most let 
alone by it. Trade and commerce, if they were not made 
of india-rubber, would never manage to bounce over the 
obstacles which legislators are contmually putting in 
their way; and, if one were to judge these men wholly 
by the effects of their acbons and not partly by their 
intentions, they would deserve to be classed and pun- 
ished with those mischievous persons who put obstruc- 
tions on the railroads. 
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But, to speak practically and as a citizen, unlike those 
who call themselves no-govemment men, I ask for, not 
at once no government, but at once a better govern- 
ment. Let every man make known what land of govern- 
ment would command his respect, and that will be one 
step toward obtaimng it. 

After all, the practical reason why, when the power 
is once m the hapds of the people, a majority are per- 
mitted, and for a long period continue, to rule is not 
because they are most likely to be m the right, nor be- 
cause this seems fairest to the minonty, but because 
they are physically the strongest. But a government m 
which the majonty rule in all cases cannot be based on 
justice, even as far as men imderstand it. Can there not 
be a government in which majorities do not virtually 
decide nght and wrong, but conscience? — in which ma- 
jorities decide only those questions to which the rule of 
expediency is apphcable? Must the citizen ever for a 
moment, or m the least degree, resign his conscience to 
the legislator? Why has every man a conscience, then? 
I think that we should be men first, and subjects after- 
ward. It is not desirable to cultivate a respect for the 
law, so much as for the nght. The only obhgation which 
I have a nght to assume is to do at any time what I think 
nght It IS truly enough said that a corporation has no 
conscience, but a corporation of conscientious men is 
a corporation with a conscience. Law never made men 
a whit more just, and, by means of then respect for it, 
even the well-disposed are daily made the agents of m- 
jusbce. A common and natural result of an undue re- 
spect for law is, that you may see a file of soldiers, 
colonel, captam, corporal, privates, powder-monkeys, 
and all, marching m admirable order over hill and dale 
tq^the wars, against then wills, ay, against then common 
sense and consciences, which ms^es it very steep march- 
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ing indeed, and produces a palpitation of the heart. 
They have no doubt that it is a damnable business m 
which they are concerned; they are all peaceably in- 
clined. Now, what are they? Men at all? or small mov- 
able forts and magazines, at the service of some un- 
scrupulous man in power? Visit the Navy Yard, and 
behold a manne, such a man as an American govern- 
ment can make, or such as it can make a man witli its 
black arts — a mere shadow and reminiscence of human- 
ity, a man laid out ahve and standing, and already, as 
one may say, buried under arms witli funeral accom- 
paniments, though it may be, 

“Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 

As his corse to the rampart we hurried. 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried " 

The mass of men serve the state tlius, not as men 
mamly, but as machmes, with tlieir bodies. They are 
the standmg army, and the mihtia, jailers, constables, 
posse comitatus, etc In most cases there is no free exer- 
cise whatever of the judgment or of the moral sense; 
but they put themselves on a level with wood and earth 
and stones, and wooden men can perhaps be manufac- 
tured that will serve the purpose as well. Such command 
no more respect than men of straw or a lump of dirt. 
They have the same sort of worth only as horses and 
dogs. Yet such as these even are commonly esteemed 
good citizens. Others — as most legislators, pohbcians, 
lawyers, mmisters, and office-holders — serve the state 
' chiefly with their heads, and, as they rarely make any 
moral distinctions, they are as likely to serve the devil, 
without intending it, as God. A very few — as heroes, 
patriots, martyrs, reformers in tlie great sense, and men 
— serve the state with their consciences also, and so 
necessarily resist it for the most part; and they are com- 
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monly treated as enemies by it. A wise man will only be 
useM as a man, and will not submit to be “clay,” and 
“stop a hole to keep the wmd away,” but leave that 
oflSce to his dust at least: 

“I am too high-bom to be propertied. 

To be a secondary at control. 

Or useful servmg-man and mstrument 
To any sovereign state throughout the world ” 

He who gives himself entirely to his fellow men ap- 
pears to them useless and selfish, but he who gives him- 
self partially to them is pronounced a benefactor and 
philanthropist 

How does it become a man to behave toward this 
Amencan government today? I answer, that he cannot 
Without disgrace be associated with it. I cannot for an 
instant recogmze that political organization as my gov- 
ernment which is the slaveys government also. 

All men recogmze the right of revolution, that is, 
the right to refuse allegiance to, and to resist, the govern- 
ment, when its tyranny or its mefficiencyare great and 
unendurable. But almost all say that such is not the 
case now. But such was the case, they think, m the 
Revolution of ’75. If one were to tell me that this was a 
bad government because it taxed certam foreign com- 
modities brought to its ports, it is most probable that I 
should not make an ado about it, for I can do without 
them. All machmes have their friction, and possibly this 
does enough good to counterbalance the evil. At any 
rate, it is a great evil to make a stir about it. But when 
the friction comes to have its machme, and oppression 
and robbery are organized, I say, let us not have such a 
machme any longer. In other words, when a sixth of the 
population of a nation which has undertaken to be the 
refuge of hberty are slaves, and a whole coimtry is un- 
justly overrun and conquered by a foreign army, and 
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subjected to military law, I think that it is not too soon 
for honest men to rebel and revolutionize. What makes 
this duty the more urgent is the fact that the country 
so overrun is not our own, but ours is the invadmg army. 

Paley, a common authority with many on moral ques- 
tions, m his chapter on the "Duty of Submission to Civil 
Government,” resolves aU civil obhgation into expedi- 
ency, and he proceeds to say that "so long as the mter- 
est of the whole society requires it, that is, so long as the 
established government cannot be resisted or changed 
without pubhc inconveniency, it is the will of God . . . 
that the estabhshed government be obeyed — and no 
longer. This prmciple bemg admitted, the justice of 
every particular case of resistance is reduced to a com- 
putation of the quantity of the danger and grievance 
on the one side, and of the probabihty and expense of 
redressmg it on the other.” Of this, he says, every man 
shall judge for himself. But Paley appears never to have 
contemplated those cases to which the rule of expedi- 
ency does not apply, m which a people, as well as an 
individual, must do justice, cost what it may. If I have 
unjustly wrested a plank from a drownmg man, I must 
restore it to him though I drown myself This, accordmg 
to Paley, would be mconvement. But he that would 
save his life, m such a case, shall lose it. This people 
must cease to hold slaves, and to make war on Mexico, 
though it cost them their existence as a people 

In their practice, nations agree with Paley, but does 
anyone think that Massachusetts does exactly what is 
nght at the/present cnsis? 

A drab of state, a cloth-o’-silver slut. 

To have her tram borne up, and her soul trail m the dirt.” 

Practically speakmg, the opponents to a reform m Mas- 
sachusetts are not a hundred thousand pohticians at the 
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South, but a hundred thousand merchants and fanners 
here, who are more mterested in commerce and agri- 
culture than they are m humanity, and are not prepared 
to do justice to the slave and to Mexico, cost what it 
may. I quarrel not with far-off foes, but with those who, 
near at home, co-operate with, and do the bidding of, 
those far away, and without whom the latter would be 
harmless. We are accukomed to say, that the mass of 
men are imprepared, but improvement is slow, because 
the few are not matenaUy wiser or better than the many. 
It is not so important that many should be as good as 
you, as that there be some absolute goodness some- 
where, for that will leaven the whole lump. There are 
thousands who are in opinion opposed to slavery and to 
the war, who yet in effect do nothmg to put an end to 
them, who, esteemmg themselves children of Washing- 
ton and Frankhn, sit down with then* hands m their 
pockets, and say that they know not what to do, and do 
nothing, who even postpone the question of freedom to 
the question of free trade, and qmetly read the pnces- 
current along with the latest advices from Mexico, after 
' ‘dmner, and, it may be, fall asleep over them both What 
is the pnce-current of an honest man and patriot today? 
They hesitate, and they regret, and sometimes they 
petition, but they do nothmg m earnest and with effect. 
They will wait, well disposed, for others to remedy the 
evil, that they may no longer have it to regret. At most, 
they give only a cheap vote, and a feeble countenance 
nnd Godspeed, to the right, as it goes by them There 
nre nme hundred and mnety-nme patrons of virtue to 
one Virtuous man. But it is easier to deal with the real 
possessor of a thmg than with the temporary guardian 
of it 

All vobng is a sort of gaimng, like checkers or back- 
gammon, with a shght moral tmge to it, a playmg with 
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nght and wrong, with moral questions; and betting 
naturally accompames it The character of the voters is 
not staked I cast my vote, perchance, as I think right; 
but I am not vitally concerned that that right should 
prevail I am willing to leave it to the majority Its ob- 
ligation, therefore, never exceeds that of expediency. 
Even votmg for the right is doing nothmg for it It is 
only expressmg to men feebly your desire that it should 
prevail A wise man will not leave the nght to the mercy 
of chance, nor wish it to prevail through the power of 
the majority. There is but httle virtue m the action of 
masses of men. When the majority shall at length vote 
for the abohtion of slavery, it will be because they are 
mdifferent to slavery, or because there is but httle slav- 
ery left to be abolished by their vote They vnll then be 
the only slaves Only his vote can hasten the abohtion of 
slavery who asserts his own freedom by his vote. 

I hear of a convention to be held at Baltimore, or 
elsewhere, for the selection of a candidate for the Pres- 
idency, made up chiefly of editors, and men who are 
pohticians by profession, but I think, what is it to any 
independent, mtelhgent, and respectable man what de- 
cision they may come to? Shall we not have the advan- 
tage of his viasdom and honesty, nevertheless? Can we 
not count upon some mdependent votes? Are there not 
many mdividuals m the country who do not attend con- 
ventions? But no I find that the respectable man, so 
called, has immediately drifted from his position, and 
despairs of Ins country, when his country has more rea- 
son to despair of him He forthwith adopts one of the 
candidates thus selected as the only available one, thus 
provmg that he is himself available for any purposes of 
the demagogue His vote is of no more worth than that 
of any unprmcipled foreigner or hirehng native, who 
may have been bought. O for a man who is a man, and. 
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as my neighbor says, has a bone in his back which you 
cannot pass your hand throughl Our statistics are at 
fault: the population has been returned too large How 
many men are there to a square thousand imles m this 
country? Hardly one. Does not America oflFer any m- 
ducement for men to settle here? The American has 
dwmdled mto an Odd Fellow — one who may be known 
by the development of his organ of greganousness, and 
a manifest lack of mtellect and cheerful seh-rehance; 
whose first and chief concern, on commg mto the world, 
is to see that the almshouses are m good repair, and, 
before yet he has lawfully donned the vinle garb, to 
collect a fund for the support of the widows and orphans 
that may be, who, m short, ventures to hve only by the 
aid of the Mutual Insurance company, which has prom- 
ised to bury him decently. 

It is not a man’s duty, as a matter of course, to devote 
himselE to the eradication of any, even the most enor- 
mous, wrong, he may still properly have other concerns 
to engage him, but it is his duty, at least, to wash his 
hands of it, and, if he gives it no thought longer, not to 
give it practically his support. If I devote myself to other 
pursmts and contemplations, I must first see, at least, 
that I do not pursue them sitting upon another man’s 
shoulders. I must get off him first, that he may pursue 
his contemplations too. See what gross mconsistency is 
tolerated. I have heard some of my townsmen say, *T 
should hke to have them order me out to help put down 
nn insurrection of the slaves, or to march to Mexico — 
see if I would go”, and yet these very men have each, 
directly by their allegiance, and so mduecdy, at least, 
by their money, furnished a substitute. The soldier is 
applauded who refuses to serve m an imjust war by 
those who do not refuse to sustam the unjust govern- 
ment which makes the war, is applauded by those 
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whose own act and authority he disregards and sets at 
naught; as if the state were penitent to that degree that 
it hired one to scourge it while it sinned, but not to that 
degree that it left off sinning for a moment. Thus, imder 
the name of Order and Civil Government, we are all 
made at last to pay homage to and support our own 
meanness After the first blush of sin comes its indiffer- 
ence, and from immoral it becomes, as it were, unmoral, 
and not qmte unnecessary to that life which we have 
made. 

The broadest and most prevalent error requires the 
most disinterested virtue to sustain it. The shght re- 
proach to which the virtue of patriotism is commonly 
hable, the noble are most likely to incur. Those who, 
while they disapprove of the character and measures of 
a government, yield to it their allegiance and support 
are undoubtedly its most conscienbous supporters, and 
so frequently the most senous obstacles to reform. Some 
are petbonmg the State to dissolve the Umon, to dis- 
regard the requisitions of the President. Why do they 
not dissolve it themselves — ^the umon between them- 
selves and the State — and refuse to pay their quota into 
its treasury? Do not they stand m ^e same relation to 
the State &at the State does to the Union? And have not 
the same reasons prevented the State from resistmg the 
Umon which have prevented them from resistmg the 
State? 

How can a man be satisfied to entertain an opinion 
merely, and enjoy it? Is there any enjoyment m it, if 
his opimon is that he is aggrieved? If you are cheated 
out of a smgle dollar by your neighbor, you do not rest 
sabsfied with knowing that you are cheated, or with 
saymg that you are cheated, or even v^ath pehtiomng 
him to pay you your due, but you take effectual steps 
at once to obtam the full amount, and see that you are 
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never cheated again. Action from prmciple, the percep- 
tion and the performance of right, changes thin gs and 
relations, it is essentially revolutionary, and does not 
consist wholly ivith anything which was. It not only 
divides States and churches, it divides families, ay, it 
diwdes the individual; separatmg the diabohcal m him 
from the divme. 

Unjust laws exist: shall we be content to obey them, 
or shall we endeavor to amend them, and obey them 
imtil we have succeeded, or shall we transgress them at 
once? Men generally, under such a government as this, 
think that they ought to wait until they have persuaded 
the majority to alter them. They think that, if they 
should resist, the remedy would be worse than the evil. 
But It is the fault of the government itself that the 
remedy is worse than the evil. It makes it worse. Why 
is It not more apt to anbapate and provide for reform? 
Why does it not cherish its wise mmonty? Why does it 
cry and resist before it is hurt? Why does it not encour- 
age Its citizens to be on the alert to pomt out its faults, 
and do better than it would have them? Why does it 
always crucify Christ, and excommumcate Copernicus 
and Luther, and pronounce Washmgton and Frankhn 
rebels? 

One would think, that a dehberate and practical 
demal of its authonty was the only offence never con- 
templated by government, else, why has it not assigned 
Its defimte, its smtable and proportionate, penalty? If 
a man who has no property refuses but once to earn 
nme shilhngs for the State, he is put m pnson for a 
penod unhimted by any law that I know, and deter- 
nuned only by the discretion of those who placed him 
there, but if he should steal nmety tames nme slulhngs 
from the State, he is soon permitted to go at large agam. 

If the mj'ustice is part of the necessary fncbon of the 
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machine of government, let it go, let it go; perchance 
it will wear smooth — certainly the machine will wear 
out If the injustice has a spring, or a pulley, or a rope, 
or a crank, exclusively for itself, then perhaps you may 
consider whether the remedy will not be worse than tlie 
evil, but if it IS of such a nature that it requires you to 
be the agent of mjustice to another, then, I say, break 
the law Let your life be a counter-fnction to stop the 
machme What I have to do is to see, at any rate, that I 
do not lend myself to the wrong which I condemn. 

As for adoptmg the ways which the State has pro- 
vided for remedying the evil, I know not of such ways. 
They take too much time, and a man s hfe will be gone 
I have other affairs to attend to I came into this world, 
not chiefly to make this a good place to hve in, but to 
hve m it, be it good or bad. A man has not everything to 
do, but somethmg, and because he cannot do every- 
thing, it IS not necessary that he should do something 
wrong. It IS not my busmess to be peUtiomng the Gov- 
ernor or the Legislature any more than it is theirS to 
petition me, and if they should not hear my pebhon, 
what should I do then? But m this case the State has 
provided no way its very Consbtubon is the evil This 
may seem to be harsh and stubborn and unconcihatory, 
but it IS to treat 'with the utmost kindness and consider- 
ation the only spirit that can appreciate or deserves it. 
So is all change for- the better, like birth and death, 
which convulse the body. 

I do not hesitate to say, that those who call them- 
selves Abohtiomsts should at once effectually withdraw 
their support, both m person and property, from the 
government of Massachusetts, and not wait tdl they 
constitute a majority of one, before they suffer the nght 
to prevail through them. I think that it is enough if they 
have God on their side, without waiting for that other 
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one. Moreover, any man more nght than Ins neighbors 
consblntes a majority of one already. 

I meet this Amencan government, or its representa- 
tive, the State government, directly, and face to face, 
once a year — no more — the person of its tax-gatherer;, 
this IS the only mode in which a man situated as I am 
nccessanly meets it, and it then says distmcdy, Recog- 
mze me, and the simplest, the most ejBFectual, and, in tiie 
present posture of affairs, the mdispensahlest mode of 
treabng wath it on this head, of expressmg your httle 
satisfaction with and love for it, is to deny it then. My 
civil neighbor, the tax-gatherer, is the very man I have to 
deal with — for it is, after all, with men and not \vith 
parcliment tliat I quarrel — and he has voluntanly chosen 
to be an agent of the government. How shall he ever 
know well what he is and does as an officer of tlic gov- 
ernment, or as a man, until he is obhged to consider 
whetlier he shall treat me, his neighbor, for whom he has 
respect, as a neighbor and weU-disposed man, or as a 
maniac and disturber of die peace, and see if he can get 
over this obstruction to his neighborhness widiout a 
ruder and more impetuous drought or speech corre- 
sponding rvith his action. I know this well, drat if one 
thousand, if one hundied, if ten men whom I could 
name — ^if ten honest men only — ay, if one honest man, 
in this State of Massachusetts, ccostng to hold slaves, 
were actually to withdraw from this copartnerslup, and 
be locked up in die county jail diercfor, it r\ould be 
die abolition of slavery m Amenca. For it matters not 
how small the begmmng may seem to be what is once 
veil done is done forever. But we love better to talk 
about It. that we say is our mission Reform keeps many 
scores of newspapers in its service, but not one man. If 
^y esteemed neighbor, die Statens ambassador, who wall 
acvole his days to the setdement of the question of 
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liuman nghts m the Council Chamber, instead of bemg 
threatened with the pnsons of Carohna, were to sit 
down the pnsoner of Massachusetts, that State which is 
so anxious to foist the sin of slavery upon her sister — 
though at present she can discover only an act of in- 
hospitably to be the ground of a quarrel with her — ^the 
Legislature would not wholly waive the subject the fol- 
lowing wmter. 

Under a government which imprisons any unjustly, 
the true place for a just man is also a prison. The proper 
place today, the only place which Massachusetts has 
provided for her freer and less despondmg spirits, is in 
her pnsons, to be put out and locked out of the State 
by her own act, as they have already put themselves out 
by then prmciples It is there that the fugitive slave, 
and the Mexican pnsoner on parole, and the Indian 
come to plead the wrongs of his race should find them; 
on that separate, but more free and honorable, ground, 
where the State places those who are not tenth her, but 
against her the only house in a slave State m which 
a free man can abide with honor. If any think that their 
influence would be lost there, and their voices no longer 
afflict the ear of the State, that they would not be as an 
enemy withm its walls, they do not know by how much 
truth IS stronger than error, nor how much more elo- 
quently and effectively he can combat mjusbee who has 
experienced a httle m his own person Cast your whole 
vote, not a stnp of paper merely, but your whole in- 
fluence A mmonty is powerless while it conforms to the 
majority, it is not even a mmonty then, but it IS irre- 
sisbble when it clogs by its whole weight If the alterna- 
tive IS to keep all j'ust men in pnson, or give up war and 
s avery, the State will not hesitate which to choose. 

& ousand men were not to pay their tax-bills this 
year, that would not be a violent and bloody measure. 
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as it would be to pay them, and enable the State to 
commit violence and shed innocent blood This is, m 
fact, die defimtion of a peaceable revolution, if any such 
is possible. If the tax-gatherer, or any other pubhc offi- 
cer, asks me, as one has done, “But what shall I do?” my 
answer is, “If you really wish to do anythmg, resign 
your office.” When the subject has refused allegiance, 
and the officer has resigned his office, then the revolu- 
tion is accomplished. But even suppose blood should 
flow. Is there not a sort of blood shed when the con- 
science is wounded? Through this wound a man s real 
manhood and immortahty flow out, and he bleeds to an 
everlastmg death. I see fhis blood flowing now. 

I have contemplated the impnsonment of the of- 
fender, rather than the seizure of his goods — though 
both will serve the same purpose — ^because they who as- 
sert the purest nght, and consequently are most danger- 
ous to a corrupt State, commonly have not spent much 
tune in accumulating property. To such the State renders 
comparatively small service, and a shght tax is wont to 
appear exorbitant, particularly if they are obliged to 
earn it by special labor with &eir hands. If there were 
one who lived wholly without the use of money, the 
State itself would hesitate to demand it of him. But the 
rich man — ^not to make any mvidious comparison — ^is 
always sold to the msbtution which makes him rich. 
Absolutely speakmg, the more money, the less virtue, 
for money comes between a man and his objects, and 
obtains them for him, and it was certainly no great vir- 
tue to obtain it. It puts to rest many questions which he 
would otherwise be taxed to answer, while the only new 
quesbon which it puts is the hard but superfluous one, 
how to spend it Thus his moral ground is taken from 
under his feet. The opportumbes of hwng are dimin- 
ished in proportion as what are called the “means” are 
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increased. The best thing a man can do for his culture 
when he is rich is to endeavor to cany out those schemes 
which he entertamed when he was poor. Christ answered 
the Herodians according to their condition. "Show me 
the tnbute-money,” said he — and one took a penny out 
of his pocket — ^if you use money which has the image 
of Caesar on it, and which he has made current and 
valuable, that is, tf you are men of the State, and gladly 
onjoy the advantages of Caesar’s government, then pay 
him back some of his own when he demands it. “Render 
therefore to Caesar that which is Caesar’s, and to God 
those things which are God’s” — Cleaving them no wiser 
than before as to which was which; for they did not 
wish to know. 

When I converse with the freest of my neighbors, I 
perceive that, whatever they may say about the magni- 
tude and seriousness of the question, and their regard 
for the pubhc tranquilhty, the long and the short of the 
matter is, that they cannot spare the protechon of the 
existmg government, and they dread the consequences 
to their property and famihes of disobedience to it. For 
my own part, I should not like to thmk that I ever rely 
on the protection of the State. But, if I deny the au- 
thority of the State when it presents its tax bill, it will 
soon take and waste all my property, and so harass me 
^d my children without end. This is hard. This makes 
It impossible for a man to hve honesdy, and at the same 
time co^ortably, in outward respects. It will not be 
worth the while to accumulate property, that would be 
sum to go again. You must hire or squat somewhere, 
ra^e but a small crop, and eat that soon. You must 
ve vwthm yourself, and depend upon yourself always 
tucked up and ready for a start, and not have many 
^airs. A man may grow nch in Turkey even, if he wiU 
De in all respects a good subject of the Turkish gov- 
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eminent. Confucius said: 'If a state is governed by tbe 
prinaples of reason, poverty and misery are subjects of 
shame, if a state is not governed by the prmciples of 
reason, riches and honors are the subjects of shame.^' 
No; until I want the protection of Massachusetts to be 
extended to me in some distant Southern port, where 
my hberty is endangered, or xmtil I am bent solely on 
buildmg up an estate at home by peaceful enterprise, I 
can afford to refuse allegiance to Massachusetts, and her 
n^t to my properly and life. It costs me less in every 
sense to incur the penalty of disobedience to the State 
than it would to obey. I should feel as if I were worth 
less in that case. 

Some years ago, the State met me in behalf of the 
Church, and commanded me to pay a certain sum to- 
ward the support of a clergyman whose preachmg my 
father attended, but never I myself. 'Tay," it said, “or 
be locked up in the j'aiL" I declined to pay. But, xm- 
fortunately, another man saw fit to pay it. I did not see 
why the schoolmaster should be taxed to support the 
priest, and not the priest the schoolmaster, for I was 
not the State’s schoolmaster, but I supported myself by 
voluntary subscription. I did not see why the lyceum 
should not present its tax bill, and have the State to 
back its demand, as well as the Church. However, at 
the request of the selectmen, I condescended to make 
some such statement as this in wntmg; “Know all men 
by these presents, that I, Henry Thoreau, do not wish 
to be regarded as a member of any incorporated society 
which I have not jomed,” This I gave to the town clerk; 
and he has it. The State, havmg thus learned that I did 
not wish to be regarded as a member of that church, 
has never made a hke demand on me since; though it 
said that it must adhere to its ongmal presumption that 
time. If I had known how to name them, I should then 
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have signed off in detail from all the societies which I 
never signed on to; but I did not know where to find a 
complete hst. 

I have paid no poll-tax for six years. I was put into 
a jail once on this account, for one mght; and, as I stood 
considermg the walls of sohd stone, two or three feet 
thick, the door of wood and iron, a foot tliick, and the 
iron gratmg which stramed the light, I could not help 
being struck with the foolishness of that institution which 
treated me as if I were mere flesh and blood and bones, 
to be locked up. I wondered that it should have con- 
cluded at length that this was tlie best use it could put 
me to, and had never thought to avail itself of my serv- 
ices in some way. I saw that, if there was a wall of stone 
between me and my townsmen, there was a still more 
difficult one to dimb or break through before they could 
get to be as free as I was. I did not for a moment feel 
confined, and the walls seemed a great waste of stone 
and mortar. I felt as if I alone of all my townsmen had 
paid my tax. They plainly did not know how to treat me, 
but behaved like persons who are underbred. In every 
threat and m every comphment there was a blunder; 
for they thought tliat my chief desire was to stand the 
other side of that stone wall. I could not but srmle to 
see how mdustnously they locked the door on my medi- 
tations, which followed them out agam without let or 
hindrance, and they were really all that was dangerous. 
As they could not reach me, they had resolved to punish 
my body, just as boys, if they cannot come at some per- 
son against whom they have a spite, will abuse his dog. 
I saw that the State was half-witted, that it was tumd 
as a lone woman with her silver spoons, and that it did 
not know its friends from its foes, and I lost all my re- 
maming respect for it, and pitied it. 

Thus the State never mtentionally confronts a man’s 
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sense, intellectual or moral, but only his body, his senses. 
It IS not armed with superior wit or honesty, but with 
supenor physical strength. I was not bom to be forced. 
I will breathe after my own fashion Let us see who is 
the strongest. What force has a multitude? They only 
can force me who obey a higher law than I. They force 
me to become like themselves. I do not hear of men 
bemg forced to hve this way or that by masses of men. 
What sort of life were that to hve? When I meet a gov- 
ernment which says to me, '‘Your money or your life,” 
why should I be m haste to give it my money? It may 
be m a great strait, and not know what to do; I cannot 
help that. It must help itself, do as I do. It is not worth 
the while to snivel about it. I am not responsible for the 
successful working of the machmeiy of society. I am not 
the son of the engineer. I perceive that, when an acorn 
and a chestnut fall side by side, the one does not remain 
inert to make way for the other, but both obey their 
own laws, and sprmg and grow and flounsh as best they 
can, till one, perchance, overshadows and destroys the 
other. If a plant cannot hve according to its nature, it 
dies, and so a man. 

The mght m pnson was novel and mteresting enough. 
The pnsoners m their shirtsleeves were enjoying a chat 
and the evemng air m the doorway, when I entered. 
But the jailer said, “Come, boys, it is time to lock up”; 
and so they dispersed, and I heard the sound of their 
steps returmng mto the hollow apartments My room- 
mate was introduced to me by the jailer as “a first-rate 
fellow and a clever man ” When the door was locked, 
he showed me where to hang my hat, and how he man- 
aged matters there. The rooms were whitewashed once 
a month; and this one, at least, was the whitest, most 
Simply furnished, and probably the neatest apartment 
m the town. He naturally wanted to know where I came 
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from, and what brought me there; and, when I had told 
him, I asked him m my turn how he came tliere, pre- 
summg him to be an honest man, of course; and, as the 
world goes, I beheve he was. ^Why,” said he, “iiiey ac- 
cuse me of bummg a bam, but I never did it.” As near 
as I could discover, he had probably gone to bed in a 
bam when drunk, and smoked his pipe there; and so 
a bam was burnt. He had tibe reputation of being a 
clever man, had been there some three months waiting 
for his tnal to come on, and would have to wait as much 
longer, but he was quite domesticated and contented, 
smce he got his board for nothing, and thought that he 
was well treated. 

He occupied one wmdow, and I the other; and I saw 
that if one stayed there long, his principal busmess 
would be to look out the wmdow. I had soon read aU 
the tracts that were left there, and exammed where 
former prisoners had broken out, and where a grate had 
been sawed off, and heard the history of the various oc- 
cupants of that room, for I found that even here there 
was a history and a gossip which never circulated be- 
yond the walls of the jail. Probably this is the only house 
in the town where verses are composed, which are after- 
ward prmted m a circular form, but not pubhshed. I 
was shown qmte a long hst of verses which were com- 
posed by some young men who had been detected in 
an attempt to escape, who avenged themselves by sing- 
ing them. 

I pumped my fellow-pnsoner as dry as I could, for 
fear I should never see him agam, but at length he 
showed me which was my bed, and left me to blow out 
the lamp. 

It was like travelmg into a far country, such as I had 
never expected to behold, to he there for one mght. It 
seemed to me that I never had heard the town clock 
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Strike before, nor tbe evening sounds of tbe village, for 
we slept with the windows open, which were inside the 
grating. It was to see my native village in the hght of 
5ie Middle Ages, and our Concord was turned mto a 
Rhine stream, and visions of knights and castles passed 
before me. They were the voices of old burghers that 
I heard in the streets. I was an involuntary spectator 
and auditor of whatever was done and said in the 
kitchen of the adjacent village inn — a. wholly new and 
rare expenence to me. It was a closer view of my native 
town. I was fauly mside of it. I never had seen its in- 
sfatutions before. This is one of its pecuhar institutions; 
for it is a shue town. I began to comprehend what its 
inhabitants were about. 

In the mormng, our breakfasts were put through the 
hole m the door, in small oblong-square tm pans, made 
to fit, and holdmg a pmt of chocolate, with brown bread, 
and an non spoon. When they called for the vessek 
agam, I was green enough to return what bread I had 
left, but my comrade seized it, and said that I should 
lay that up for lunch or dinner. Soon after he was let 
out to work at haymg in a neighboring field, whither he 
went every day, and would not be back tih noon; so he 
bade me good-day, saying that he doubted if he should 
see me again. 

When I came out of prison — for some one interfered, 
and paid that tax — I did not perceive that great changes 
had taken place on the common, such as he observed 
who went m a youth and emerged a tottermg and gray- 
headed man; and yet a change had to my eyes come 
over the scene — the town, and State, and country- 
greater than any that mere time could effect. I saw yet 
more distmctly the State in which I hved. I saw to what 
extent the people among whom I hved could be trusted 
as good neighbors and fnends, that their friendship was 
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for summer weather only; that they did not greatly pro- 
pose to do nght, that they were a distinct race from me 
by their prejudices and superstitions, as the Chinamen 
and Malays are; that in their sacrifices to humanity they 
ran no nsks, not even to their property; that after all 
they were not so noble but they treated the thief as he 
had treated them, and hoped, by a certam outward ob- 
servance and a few prayers, and by walkmg in a par- 
ticular straight though useless path from time to time, to 
save their souls. This may be to judge my neighbors 
harshly, for I beheve that many of them are not aware 

that they have such an mstitution as the jail in their 
village. 

It was formerly the custom in our village, when a 
poor debtor came out of jail, for his acquamtances to 
salute him, looking through their fingers, which were 
crossed to represent the gratmg of a jail window, “How 
do ye do?” My neighbors did not thus salute me, but 
first looked at me, and then at one another, as if I had 
returned from a long journey. I was put into jail as I 
was the shoemaker’s to get a shoe which was 

mended. When I was let out the next mommg, I pro- 
ceeded to fimsh my errand, and, havmg put on my 
mended shoe, jomed a huckleberry party, who were im- 
patient to put themselves under my conduct; and m half 
^ horse was soon tackled — ^was in the 
^dst of a huckleberry field, on one of our highest hills, 

two miles off, and then the State was nowhere to be 
seen. 

This is the whole history of "My Prisons.” 

causpTt p9-yfiig the highway tax, be- 

ai^ofL^ ^ desirous of bemg a good neighbor as I 

I am doinf ^ ^ subject, and as for supporting schools, 

am doing my part to educate my feWco^trymeii 
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now. It is for no particular item in the tax bill that I 
refuse to pay it. I simply wish to refuse allegiance to the 
State, to withdraw and stand aloof from it effectually. 
I do not care to trace the course of my dollar, if I could, 
till it buys a man or a musket to shoot one with — ^the 
dollar is innocent — ^but I am concerned to trace the 
effects of my allegiance. In fact, I qmetly declare war 
with the State, after my fashion, though I wiU stiff make 
what use and get what advantage of her I can, as is 
usual m such cases. 

If others pay the tax which is demanded of me, from 
a sympathy with the State, they do but what they have 
already done m their own case, or rather they abet m- 
justice to a greater extent than the State requires If 
they pay the tax from a mistaken interest m the mdi- 
vidual taxed, to save his property, or prevent his gomg 
to jail. It IS because they have not considered wisely 
how far they let their pnvate feehngs mterfere with the 
pubhc good. 

This, then, is my position at present. But one cannot 
be too much on his guard m such a case, lest his action 
be biased by obstmacy or an undue regard for the opm- 
lons of men. Let him see that he does only what belongs 
to himself and to the hour. 

I think sometimes. Why, this people mean well, they 
are only ignorant, they would do better if they knew 
how. why give your neighbors this pam to treat you as 
they are not mchned to? But I think agam. This is no 
reason why I should do as they do, or permit others to 
suffer much greater pam of a different kind. Agam, I 
sometimes say to myself. When many millions of men, 
without heat, without iff will, without personal feelmg 
of any land, demand of you a few shillmgs only, without 
the possibihty, such is their constitution, of retracting 
or altenng their present demand, and without the pos- 



132 CIVIL DISOBEDIENCE 

sibility, on your side, of appeal to any otlicr millions, 
why expose yourself to this ovcnvhelmmg brute force? 
You do not resist cold and hunger, tlic winds and the 
waves, tlius obsfanately, you quietly submit to a thou- 
sand similar necessities You do not put your head mto 
the fire. But just m proportion as I regard this as not 
wholly a brute force, but partly a human force, and con- 
sider that I have relations to those milhons as to so many 
milhons of men, and not of mere brute or inanimate 
thmgs, I see that appeal is possible, first and instanta- 
neously, from them to the Maker of them, and, secondly, 
from them to themselves. But if I put my head dchber- 
ately mto the fire, tliere is no appeal to fire or to the 
Maker of fire, and I have only myself to blame. If I 
could convince myself that I have any right to be satis- 
fied with men as they are, and to treat them accordingly, 
and not according, m some respects, to my requisitions 
and expectations of what they and I ought to be, Bien, 
hke a good Mussulman and fatahst, I should endeavor 
to be satisfied with thmgs as they are, and say it is the 
will of God. And, above all, there is this difference be- 
tween resisfang this and a purely brute or natural force, 
that I can resist this with some effect, but I cannot ex- 
pect, like Orpheus, to change the nature of the rocks 
and trees and beasts. 

I do not wish to quarrel ivith any man or nation. I 
do not wish to spht hairs, to make fine distmchons, or 
set myself up as better than my neighbors. I seek rather, 
I may say, even an excuse for confonmng to the laws 
of the land. I am but too ready to conform to them. In- 
deed, I have reason to suspect myself on this head, and 
each year, as the tax-gatherer comes round, I find my- 
self disposed to review the acts and position of the gen- 
eral and State governments, and the spirit of the people, 
to discover a pretext for confoimity. 
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“We must affect our country as our parents. 

And if at any tune we alienate 

Our love or mdustry from domg it honor, 

We must respect effects and teach, the soul 
Matter of conscience and rehgion. 

And not desue of rule or benefit." 

I believe that the State will soon be able to take all my 
work of this sort out of my bands, and then I shall be 
no better a patnot than my feUow-countrymen. Seen 
from a lower pomt of view, the Constitution, with all 
its faults, IS very good, the law and the courts are very 
respectable; even this State and this American govern- 
ment are, m many respects, very admirable, and rare 
thmgs, to be thankful for, such as a great many have 
described them, but seen from a pomt of view a httle 
higher, they are what I have described them, seen from 
a higher still, and the highest, who shall say what they 
are, or that they are worth lookmg at or thmkmg of at 
aU? 

However, the government does not concern me much, 
and I shall bestow the fewest possible thoughts on it. 
It is not piany moments that I hve imder a government, 
even in this world. If a man is thought-free, fancy-free, 
imagmation-free, that which is not never for a long tune 
appearmg to he to him, unwise rulers or reformers can- 
not fatally interrupt him. 

I know that most men think differently from myself; 
but those whose hves are by profession devoted to the 
study of these or kmdred subjects content me as httle as 
any. Statesmen and legislators, standmg so completely 
withm the institution, never distmctly and nake^y be- 
hold it. They speak of movmg society, but have no 
restmg-place without it. They may be men of a certam 
experience and discrmunation, and have no doubt in- 
vented mgemous and even useful systems, for which we 
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sincerely ttarik them, but all their wit and usefulness 
he witlun certam not very wide limits. They are wont 
to forget that the world is not governed by pohey and 
expediency. Webster never goes behind government, 
and so cannot speak wth autliority about it. His words 
are wisdom to those legislators who contemplate no es- 
sential reform m the existing government, but for think- 
ers, and those wlio legislate for all time, he never once 
glances at the subject I know of those whose serene and 


wise speculations on this theme would soon reveal the 
limits of his mmd s range and hospitality. Yet, compared 
wiA the cheap professions of most reformers, and the 
still cheaper wisdom and eloquence of pohbcians in 
general, his are almost the only sensible and valuable 
words, and we thank Heaven for him. Comparatively, 
he is always strong, original, and, above all, practical 
hbll, his quality is not vnsdom, but prudence. The law- 
yer s truth IS not Truth, but consistency or a consistent 
expediency. Truth is always in harmony with herself, 
and IS not concerned chiefly to reveal the justice that 
may consist wth wrong-doing He well deserves to be 
caUed, as he has been called, the Defender of the Con- 
stimbon. There are really no blows to be given by hun 
but defensive ones. He is not a leader, but a follower, 
as leaders are the men of ^87. *T have never made an 
ttort, he says, and never propose to make an efiort; 
I have never countenanced an effort, and never mean to 
m effort, to disturb the arrangement as 
^ by which the various States came into 

h”’ '''h'oh the 

rf f slavery, he says, “Because it was 

etHn. ® compact-let it stand " Nohveth- 

tn taV ® t acuteness and abihty, he is unable 

belS&it “‘.r 1*'^ ““"'y potb Jrelanons, and 
ehold It as it hes absolutely to be disposed of by the 



CIVIL DISOBEDIENCE 135 

intellect — ^what, for instance, it behooves a man to do 
here m America today with regard to slavery — ^but 
ventures, or is driven, to make some such desperate an- 
swer as the following, while professmg to speak abso- 
lutely, and as a private man — ^from which what new and 
smgular code of social duties might be inferred? "The 
manner,” says he, “in which the governments of those 
States where slavery exists are to regulate it is for their 
own consideration, under their responsibihty to their 
constituents, to the general laws of propriety, humamty, 
and justice, and to God. Associations formed elsewhere, 
^rmgmg from a feehng of humamty, or any other 
cause, have nothing whatever to do with it. They have 
never received any encouragement from me, and they 
never wiU.” ^ 

They who know of no purer sources of truth, who 
have traced up its stream no higher, stand, and wisely 
stand, by the Bible and the Constitution, and dnnk at 
it there with reverence and humihty, but they who be- 
hold where it comes tnckhng mto tins lake or that pool, 
gird up their loms once more, and contmue their pil- 
grimage toward its fountainhead 

No man with a gemus for legislation has appeared 
in America. They are rare m the history of the world. 
There are orators, pohticians, and eloquent men, by 
the thousand, but the speaker has not yet opened his 
mouth to speak who is capable of settling the much- 
vexed questions of the day. We love eloquence for its 
own sake, and not for any truth which it may utter, or 
any heroism it may inspire. Our legislators have not yet 
learned the comparative value of free trade and of free- 
dom, of umon, and of rectitude, to a nation. They have 
no gemus or talent for comparatively humble questions 
of taxation and finance, commerce and manufactures 
These extracts have been inserted since the lecture was read 



1 


136 CIVIL DISOBEDIENCE 

and agnculture. If we were left solely to the wordy wit 
of legislators in Congress for our guidance, uncorrected 
by the seasonable expenence and the effectual com- 
plaints of the people, Amenca would not long retam her 
rank among the nations. For eighteen hundred years, 
though perchance I have no right to say it, the New 
Testament has been written, yet where is tlie legislator 
who has wisdom and practical talent enough to avail 
himself of the hght which it sheds on the science of 
legislation? 

The authority of government, even such as I am will- 
ing to submit to — ^for I will cheerfully obey tliose who 
know and can do better than I, and m many things even 
those who neither know nor can do so well — is still an 
impure one to be stnctly just, it must have the sanction 
and consent of the governed. It can have no pure right 
over my person and property but what I concede to it. 
The progress from an absolute to a hmited monarchy, 
from a limited monarchy to a democracy, is a progress 
toward a true respect for the individual. Even the Clii- 
nese philosopher was wise enough to regard the indi- 
vidual as the basis of the empue. Is a democracy, such 
as we know it, the last improvement possible in govern- 
ment? Is it not possible to take a step furdier towards 
recognizmg and orgamzmg the rights of man? There 
will never be a really free and enhghtened State until the 
State comes to recogrrze the individual as a higher and 
mdependent power, from winch all its own power and 
authority are derived, and treats him accordingly. I 
please myself with imaginmg a State at last which can 
afford to be just to all men, and to treat die mdividual 
With respect as a neighbor, which even would not think 
it mconsistent with its own repose if a few were to hve 
aloof from it, not meddhng with it, nor embraced by it. 
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wBo fulfilled all the duties of neighbors and fellow men. 
A State which bore this land of fruit, and suffered it to 
drop off as fast as it ripened, would prepare the way for 
a still more perfect and glonous State, which also I have 
imagmed, but not yet anywhere seen. 



A Week on the 

Concord and Merrimack Rivers 


Thoreaus American book of days teas printed only because 
he himself footed the bill. It was luxury publishing and he 
was often to remember the fact The book is supposedly the 
record of Henry and John Thoreaus water journeys, their 
“^fluvial excursions" Actually the travel account is mere 
framework. The scholar is much more apparent than the 
traveler, for the original narrative has been weighted down 
with learned allusions and quotations Thoreau sees a certain 
stretch of the nver, for example, and describes it; but he is 
also apt to remind the reader of its history, of the settlers who 
suffered on its banks, and of the classical parallels to their 
misadventures It is true that Thoreau' s allusive, ornamented 
style IS at times the sign of the thinker, seeking the universals 
behind the particulars But at other times the thrifty ]our~ 
nalizer is also apparent, utilizing his old essays and random 
pieces by stuffing them into the story. The result is a rambling 
and not always happy one, consequently, some parts of the 
chapters to follow have been cut as have three of the chapters 
themselves Thoreau himself slightly revised the Week after 
it came out in 1849, and this is his later text. 
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CONCORD RIVER 

Beneatli low hills, in the broad interval 
Through which at ivill our Indian nvulet 
Winds mindful still of sannup and of squaw. 

Whose pipe and arrow oft the plough unbunes. 

Here m pine houses bmlt of new-fallen trees, 
Supplanters of the tribe, the farmers dwelL 

Emerson. 

T he Muslcetaqmd, or Grass-ground River, though 
probably as old as the Nile or Euphrates, did not 
begin to have a place in civilized history until the fame 
of its grassy meadows and its fish attracted settlers out 
of England in 1635, when it received the other but 
kindred name of Concord from the first plantation on 
its banks, which appears to have been commenced in a 
spirit of peace and harmony. It will be Grass-ground 
River as long as grass grows and water runs here, it will 
be Concord River only while men lead peaceable hves 
on its banks. To an extinct tace it was grass-ground, 
where they hunted and fished, and it is stJl perenmal 
grass-ground to Concord farmers, who own the Great 
Meadows, and get the hay from year to year. “One 
branch of it,” accordmg to the historian of Concord, for 
I love to quote so good authority, “nses m the south 
part of Hopkmton, and another from a pond and a large 
cedar-swamp m Westborough,” and flowmg between 
Hopklnton and Southborough, through Frammgham, 
and between Sudbury and Wayland, where it is some- 
times called Sudbury River, it enters Concord at the 
south part of the town, and after receivmg the North or 
Assabet River, which has its source a httle farther to 
Ae north and west, goes out at the northeast angle, and, 
flowmg between Bedford and Carhsle, and through Bil- 
onca, empties mto the Merrimack at Lowell. In Con- 
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cord, it IS m summer from four to fifteen feet deep, and 
from one hundred to three hundred feet wide, but in 
the spring freshets, when it overflows its banks, it is in 
some places nearly a mile wide. Between Sudbury and 
Wayland the meadows acquire their greatest breadth, 
and when covered with water, they form a handsome 
cham of shallow vernal lakes, resorted to by numerous 
gulls and ducks Just above Sherman s Bridge, between 
•diese towns, is the largest expanse, and when the wmd 
blows freshly m a raw March day, heaving up the sur- 
face into dark and sober billows or regular swells, 
skirted as it is in the distance with alder swamps and 
smoke-like maples, it looks hke a smaller Lake Huron, 
and is very pleasant and exciting for a landsman to row 
or sad over. The farmhouses along the Sudbury shore, 
which rises gently to a considerable height, command 
fine water prospects at this season. The shore is more 
flat on the Wayland side, and this town is the greatest 
loser by the flood. Its farmers tell me that thousands of 
acres are flooded now, smce the dams have been erected, 
where they remember to have seen the white honey- 
suckle or clover growmg once, and tliey could go diy 
with shoes only m summer. Now there is nothing but 
blue-joint and sedge and cut-grass there, standing in 
water all the year rour ^ For a long tune, they made the 
most of the driest season to get their hay, workmg some- 
times till nine o clock at night, sedulously parmg with 
their sc)ihes m the twilight round the hummocks left 
by the ice, but now it is not worth the gettmg when they 
can come at it, and they look sadly round to their wood- 
lots and upland as a last resource. 

It IS worth the while to make a voyage up this stream, 
if you go no farther than Sudbury, only to see how 
much country there is m the rear of us; great hills, and 
a hundred brooks, and farmhouses, and bams, and hay- 
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stacks, you never saw before, and men everywhere, Sud- 
bury, that is Southborough men, and Wayland, and 
Nine-Acre-Comer men, and Bound Rock, where four 


towns bound on a rock m the river, Lincoln, Wayland, 
Sudbury, Concord. Many waves are there agitated by 
the wind, keeping nature fresh, the spray blowing in 
your face, reeds and mshes waving, ducks by the hun- 
dred, all uneasy in the surf, in the raw wind, just ready 
to rise, and now going off with a clatter and a whisthng 
like nggers straight for Labrador, flymg against the sfaff 
gale with reefed wmgs, or else circhng round first, with 
all their paddles briskly moving, just over the surf, to 
reconnoiter you before they leave these parts, gulls 
wheelmg overhead, muskrats swimmmg for dear life, 
wet and cold, with no fibre to warm them by tliat you 
know of, their labored homes nsmg here and there hke 
haystacks, and countless mice and moles and winged 
titmice along the sunny, wmdy shore, cranberries tossed 
on the waves and heavmg up on the beach, their httle 
red skiffs beatmg about among the alders; such healthy 
natural tumult as proves the last day is not yet at hand. 
And there stand all around the alders, and birches, and 


oaks, and maples, full of glee and sap, holding m their 
buds until the waters subside. You shall perhaps run 
aground on Cranberry Island, only some spires of last 
year s pipe-grass above water to show where the danger 
IS, and get as good a freezing there as anywhere on the 
Northwest Coast I never voyaged so far m all my hfe. 
’i^ou shall see men you never heard of before, whose 
names you don’t know, going away down through the 
meadows with long ducking guns, with water-tight boots 
Wading through tlie fowl-meadow grass, on bleak, wm- 
byj distant shores, with guns at half-cock, and tliey shall 
see teal -blue-winged, green-wmged — sheldrakes, vlus- 
tlers, black ducks, ospreys, and many other wild and 
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noble sights before night, such as they who sit in parlors 
never dream of. You shall see rude and sturdy, expen- 
enced and wise men, keeping their castles, or teaming 
up their summer’s wood, or chopping alone in the woods; 
men fuller of talk and rare adventure in the sun and 
wind and rain, than a chestnut is of meat, who were out 
not only in ’75 and 1812, but have been out every day 
of their hves, greater men than Homer, or Chaucer, or 
Shakespeare, only they never got time to say so; they 
never took to the way of vTiting. Look at their fields, 
and imagine what they might write, if ever they should 
put pen to paper. Or what have they not wntten on the 
face of the earth already, cleanng, and burning, and 
scratchmg, and harrowing, and plowing, and subsoilmg, 
in and m, and out and out, and over and over, again 
and again, erasmg what they had already wntten for 
want of parchment 

As yesterday and the histoncal ages are past, as the 
work of today is present, so some flitting perspectives 
and demi-expenences of the life that is in nature are in 
time ventably future, or rather outside to time, peren- 
nial, young, divme, in the wmd and ram which never 
die. 


The respectable folks, 

Where dwell they? 

They whisper in the oaks. 

And they sigh m the hay. 

Summer and Avmter, night and day, 
Out on the meadow, there dwell they 
They never die, ^ 

Nor snivel nor cry. 

Nor ask our pity 

With a wet eye 

A sound estate they ever mend, 

To every asker readily lend. 

To the ocean wealth. 

To the meadow health. 
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To Time his length. 

To the rocks strength. 

To the stars hght. 

To the weary night. 

To the busy day. 

To the idle play; 

And so their good cheer never ends, 

For all are their debtors, and all their friends. 

Concord River is remarkable for the gentleness of its 
current, which is scarcely perceptible, and some have 
referred to its influence the proverbial moderation of 
the inhabitants of Concord, as exhibited in the Revolu- 
tion, and on later occasions. It has been proposed that 
the town should adopt for its coat of arms a field ver- 
dant, with the Concord circlmg nine tunes round. I have 
read that a descent of an eighth of an inch m a mile is 
sufficient to produce a flow. Our river has, probably, 
very near the smallest allowance. The story is current, 
at any rate, though I beheve that stnct history will not 
bear it out, that the only bndge ever earned away on 
the main branch, withm the limits of the town, was 
dnven up-stream by the wmd. But wherever it makes a 
sudden bend it is shallower and svwfter, and asserts its 
title to be called a nver. Compared with the other tnbu- 
tanes of the Merrimack, it appears to have been prop- 
erly named Musketaqmd, or Meadow River, by the 
Indians. For the most part^ it creeps through broad 
meadows, adorned with scattered oaks, where the cran- 
berry is found in abundance, covermg the ground hke a 
moss-bed. A row of sunken dwarf willows borders the 
stream on one or both sides, while at a greater distance 
ffie meadow is skirted with maples, alders, and other 
uviatile trees, overrun with the grape-vme, which bears 
bmt m Its season, purple, red, white, and other grapes, 
till farther from the stream, on the edge of the firm 
d, are seen the gray and white dwelhngs of the in- 
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habitants. According to the valuation of 1831, there 
were in Concord two thousand one hundred and eleven 
acres, or about one seventh of tlie whole temtory, in 
meadow, this standmg next m the hst after pasturage 
and unimproved lands; and, judging from tlie returns 
of previous years, tlie meadow is not reclaimed so fast as 
the woods are cleared. . . . 

The sluggish artery of the Concord meadows steals 
thus unobserved through the town, without a murmur 
or a pulse-beat, its general course from southwest to 
northeast, and its length about fifty miles; a huge vol- 
ume of matter, ceaselessly rolhng tlirough the plains 
and valleys of the substanbal earth witli the moccasmed 
tread of an Indian warrior, makmg haste from the high 
places of the earth to its ancient reservoir. . . . 

The Mississippi, the Ganges, and the Nile, those jour- 
neymg atoms from the Rocl^ Mountains, the Himmaleh, 
and Mountains of the Moon, have a l^d of personal 
importance m the annals of the world. The heavens are 
not yet dramed over their sources, but the Mountams of 
the Moon still send their annual tribute to the Pasha 
without fail, as they did to the Pharaohs, though he 
must collect the rest of his revenue at the point of the 
sword. Rivers must have been the gmdes which con- 
ducted the footsteps of the first travelers They are the 
constant lure, when they flow by our doors, to distant 
enterprise and adventure; and, by a natural impulse, the 
dwellers on their banks will at length accompany their 
currents to the lowlands of the globe, or explore at their 
mvitation the mtenor of contments. They are the natural 
highways of all nations, not only leveling the ground 
and removmg obstacles from the path of the traveler, 
quenchmg his thirst and bearmg him on their bos- 
oms, but conductmg him through the most mteresting 



CONCORD RIVER 145 

scenery, the most populous portions of the globe, and 
where the animal and vegetable kingdoms attam their 
greatest perfection. 

I had often stood on the banks of the Concord, watch- 
ing the lapse of the current, an emblem of all progress, 
foUowmg the same law with the system, with time, and 
all that is made, the weeds at the bottom gently bend- 
ing down the stream, shaken by the watery wmd, still 
planted where their seeds had sunk, but ere long to die 
and go down likewise; the shining pebbles, not yet anx- 
ious to better their condition, the chips and weeds, and 
occasional logs and stems of trees that floated past, ful- 
filling their fate, yi^ere objects of smgular interest to me, 
and at last I resolved to launch myself on its bosom and 
float whither it would bear me. 

SATURDAY 

Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
Those rural dehcaaes 

Quables, Christ’s Invitation to the Soul 

At length, on Saturday, the last day of August, 1839, 
We two, brothers, and natives of Concord, weighed an- 
chor m this river port, for Concord, too, hes imder the 
sun, a port of entry and departure for the bodies as well 
as the souls of men; one shore at least exempted from 
all duties but such as an honest man will gladly dis- 
charge. A warm, dn 22 !hng ram had obscured the mom- 
mg, and threatened to delay our voyage, but at length 
the leaves and grass were dried, and it came out a mild 
afternoon, as serene and fresh as if Nature were matur- 
mg some greater scheme of her own. After this long 
dnppmg and oozmg from every pore, she began to re- 
spire agam more healthily tbi^u ever. So with a vigorous 
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shove we launched our boat from the bank, while the 
flags and bulrushes courtesied a Godspeed, and dropped 
silently down the stream. 

Our boat, which had cost us a week’s labor in the 
spnng, was m form hke a fisherman’is dory, fifteen feet 
long by three and a half m breadth at the widest part, 
pamted green below, with a border of blue, with refer- 
ence to the two elements in which it was to spend its 
existence. It had been loaded the evening before at our 
door, half a mile from the nver, with potatoes and 
melons, from a patch which we had cultivated, and a 
few utensils, and was provided with wheels in order to 
be rolled around falls, as well as with two sets of oars, 
and several slender poles for shoving in shallow places, 
and also two masts, one of which served for a tent-pole 
at mght, for a buffalo-skin was to be our bed, and a 
tent of cotton cloth our roof. It was strongly built, but 
heavy, and hardly of better model than usual. If nghtly 
made, a boat would be a sort of amphibious nnimak sl 
creature of two elements, related by one half its struc- 
ture to some swift and shapely fish, and by the other to 
some strong-wmged and graceful bird. The fish shows 
where there should be the greatest breadth of beam and 
depth in the hold, its fins direct where to set the oars, 
and the tail gives some hmt for the form and position 
of the rudder. The bird shows how to ng and trim the 
sails, and what form to give to the prow, that it may 
balance the boat and divide the air and water best. 
These hmts we had but partially obeyed. But the eyes, 
though they are no sailors, will never be satisfied with 
any model, however fashionable, which does not answer 
e requisitions of art. However, as art is all of a ship 
ut the wood, and yet the wood alone ■will rudely serve 

e pilose of a ship, so our boat, bemg of wood, gladly 
av e itself of the old law that the hea'vier shall float 
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the hghter, and though a dull waterfowl, proved a suffi- 
aent buoy for our purpose. 

“Were it the will of Heaven, an osier bough 
Were vessel safe enough the seas to plough ” 

Some village fnends stood upon a promontory lower 
down the stream to wave us a last farewell, but we, 
havmg already performed these shore ntes, with excus- 
able reserve, as befits those who are embarked on un- 
usual enterprises, who behold but speak not, sdently 
ghded past the firm lands of Concord, both peopled 
cape and lonely summer meadow, with steady sweeps. 
And yet we did unbend so far as to let our guns speak 
for us, when at length we had swept out of sight, and 
thus left the woods to nng agam vwth then echoes, and 
it may be many russet-clad children, lurkmg m those 
broad meadows, with the bittern and the woodcock and 
the rail, though wholly concealed by brakes and hard- 
back and meadow-sweet, heard our salute that after- 
noon. 

We were soon floating past the first regular battle- 
ground of the Revolution, restmg on our oars between 
the still Visible abutments of that “North Bridge” over 
which in April, 1775, rolled the first famt tide of that 
war which ceased not tiU, as we read on the stone on 
our right, it "gave peace to these Umted States.” . . . 

That shght shaft had now sunk behmd the hills, and 
We had floated round the neighbonng bend, and under 
the new North Bridge between Ponkawtasset and the 
Poplar Hill, mto the Great Meadows, which, hke a 
broad moccasm-print, have leveled a fertile and juicy 
place in nature. . . . 

Gradually the village murmur subsided, and we 
seemed to be embarked on the placid current of our 
dreams, floatmg from past to future as silently as one 
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awakes to fresh morning or evening thoughts. We 
gilded noiselessly down the stream, occasionally driving 
a pickerel or a bream from the covert of the pads, and 
the smaller bittern now and then sailed away on sluggish 
wmgs from some recess m the shore, or the larger lifted 
itself out of the long grass at our approach, and ear- 
ned its predious legs away to deposit tliem in a place of 
safety The tortoises also rapidly dropped into the water, 
as our boat ruffled the surface amid the willows, break- 
ing the reflections of the trees The banks had passed 
the height of their beauty, and some of the bnghter 
flowers showed by their faded tints that the season was 
vergmg towards the afternoon of the year, but this som- 
ber tmge enhanced their sincerity, and in the sbll un- 
abated heats they seemed like the mossy brink of some 
cool well. The narrow-leaved willow {Salix Purshiana) 
lay along the surface of the water in masses of hght 
green fohage, mterspersed with the large balls of die 
button-bush. The small rose-colored polygonum raised 
Its head proudly above the water on either hand, and 
flowermg at this season and m these locahties, in front 
of dense fields of the white species which skuted the 
sides of the stream, its httle streak of red looked very rare 
and precious. The pure white blossoms of the arrow- 
head stood m the shallower parts, and a few cardmals 
on the margm still proudly surveyed tibemselves re- 
flected m the water, though the latter, as well as the 
pickerel-weed, was now nearly out of blossom. The 
snake-head {Chelone glabra) grew close to the shore, 
wlnle a land of coreopsis, turning its brazen face to the 
sun, full and rank, and a tall dull-red flower {Eupato- 
rium purpureum, or trumpet-weed) formed the rear 
rank of the fluvial array. The bnght-blue flowers of the 
soapwort gentian were sprinkled here and there m the 
adjacent meadows, like flowers which Proserpme had 
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dropped, and still farther in the fields or higher on the 
bank were seen the purple gerardia, the Virginian rhexia, 
and drooping neottia or ladies’-tresses, while from the 
more distant waysides which we occasionally passed, 
and banks where the sun had lodged, was reflected still 
a dull-yellow beam from the ranks of tansy, now past its 
prime. In short. Nature seemed to have adorned herself 
for our departure with a profusion of frmges and curls, 
rmngled with the bright tmts of flowers, reflected m the 
water. But we missed the white water-hly, which is the 
queen of nver flowers, its reign bemg over for this sea- 
son. He makes his voyage too late, perhaps, by a true 
water clock who delays so long. Many of this species m- 
habit our Concord water. I have passed down the nver 
before sunrise on a summer mommg, between fields of 
lilies still shut in sleep, and when, at length, the flakes 
of sunhght from over the bank fell on the surface of the 
water, whole fields of white blossoms seemed to flash 
open before me, as I floated along, hke the unfoldmg of 
a banner, so sensible is this flower to the influence of 
the sun’s rays. 

As we were floating through the last of these famihar 
meadows, we observed the large and conspicuous flowers 
of the hibiscus, covermg the dwarf willows and mmgled 
Avith the leaves of the grape, and wished that we could 
inform one of our friends behmd of the locahty of this 


somewhat rare and inaccessible flower before it was too 
late to pluck it; but we were just ghdmg out of sight 
of the village spire before it occurred to us that the 
farmer m the adjacent meadow would go to church on 
the morrow, and would carry this news for us, and so 
by the Monday, while we should be floatmg on die 
Memmack, our friend would be reachmg to pluck this 
blossom on the bank of the Concord 

After a pause at Ball s Hill, the St. Anne’s of Concord 
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voyageurs, not to say any prayer for the success of our 
voyage, but to gather the few bemes which were still 
left on the hills, hanging by very slender threads, we 
weighed anchor again, and were soon out of sight of our 
native village. The land seemed to grow fairer as we 
withdrew from it. Far away to the southwest lay the 
qmet village, left alone under its elms and buttonwoods 
in mid-afternoon, and the hills, notwithstandmg their 
blue, ethereal faces, seemed to cast a saddened eye on 
their old playfellows, but, turmng short to the north, 
we bade adieu to their famihar outhnes, and addressed 
ourselves to new scenes and adventures. Naught was 
famihar but the heavens, from under whose roof the 


voyageur never passes; but with their countenance, and 
the acquamtance we had with nver and wood, we 
trusted to fare well under any circumstances. 

From this point the nver runs perfectly straight for a 
mile or more to Carhsle Bridge, which consists of twenty 
wooden piers, and when we looked back over it, its 
surface was reduced to a hue's breadth, and appeared 
like a cobweb gleaming m the sun. Here and there might 
e seen a pole sticking up, to mark the place where 
some sherman had enjoyed unusual luck, and in return 
la consecrated his rod to die deities who preside over 
i<^e s a ows. It was full twice as broad as before, deep 
and tranquil, \vitli a muddy bottom, and bordered with 
wi ows, beyond which spread broad lagoons covered 
with pads, bulrushes, and flags. 

Late in Ae afternoon we passed a man on the shore 

bark left on, 

^ ^ roiving so near as to agitate his 

nnd our oars, and dnve away luck for a season, 
With ' rowed a mile as straight as an arrow, 

our \v himed towards him, and the bubbles in 

uakc shll visible on the tranquil surface, there stood 
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the fisher still with his dog, like statues under the other 
side of the heavens, the only objects to reheve the eye 
in the extended meadow; and there would he stand abid- 
ing his luck, till he took his way home through the fields 
at evemng with his fish. Thus, by one bait or another. 
Nature allures inhabitants mto all her recesses. This man 
was the last of our townsmen whom we saw, and we 
silently through him bade adieu to our fnends. 

The characteristics and pursuits of various ages and 
races of men are always existmg m epitome m every 
neighborhood The pleasures of my earhest youth have 
become the inheritance of other men This man is still 
a fisher, and belongs to an era in which I myself have 
hved. Perchance he is not confounded by many knowl- 
edges, and has not sought out many mvenbons, but how 
to take many fishes before the sun sets, with his slender 
birchen pole and flaxen hne, that is mvention enough 
for him It IS good even to be a fisherman in summer and 
m wmter. Some men are judges, these August days, 
sittmg on benches, even till &e court rises, they sit 
judgmg there honorably, between the seasons and be- 
tween meals, leadmg a civil, pohtic life, arbitratmg m 
the case of Spauldmg versus Cummmgs, it may be, from 
highest noon till the red vesper sinks into the west. The 
fisherman, meanwhile, stands in three feet of water, im- 
der the same summer s sun, arbitratmg m other cases 
between muckworm and shiner, amid the fragrance of 
water-hhes, mint, and pontedena, leadmg his hfe many 
rods from the dry land, within a pole’s length of where 
the larger fishes swim. Human hfe is to him very much 
like a nver, 

“renning aie downward to the sea” 

This was his observation. His honor made a great dis- 
covery m bailments. 
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I can just remember an old brown-coated man who 
was the Walton of this stream, who had come over from 
Newcastle, England, with his son — the latter a stout and 
hearty man who had lifted an anchor in his day. A 
straight old man he was, who took his way m silence 
through the meadows, havmg passed the period of com- 
mumcation with his fellows; his old expenenced coat, 
hangmg long and straight and brown as the yellow pme 
bark, ghttenng with so much smothered sunhght, if you 
stood near enough, no work of art but naturalized at 
length. I often discovered him unexpectedly amid the 
pads and the gray \viUows when he moved, fislung in 
some old country method — for youth and age tlien went 
a-fishmg together — ^fuU of mcommumcable thoughts, 
perchance about his own Tyne and Northumberland. 
He was always to be seen m serene afternoon haunting 
the nver, and almost rusthng with die sedge, so many 
sunny hours m an old man’s life, entrapping silly fish; 
almost grown to be the sun’s famihar, what need had 
he of hat or raiment any, havmg served out his time, 
and seen through such thm disguises? I have seen how 
his coeval fates rewarded him with the yellow perch, 
and yet I thought his luck was not m proportion to 
his years, and I have seen when, with slow steps and 
weighed down with aged thoughts, he disappeared with 
his fish under his low-roofed house on the skirts of the 
vula^. I think nobody else saw him, nobody else re- 
mem ers him now, for he soon after died, and migrated 
to new Tyne streams. His fishmg was not a sport, nor 
so e y a means of subsistence, but a sort of solemn sacra- 
ment an withdrawal from the world, just as the aged 
read their Bibles. ^ 

Whether we hve by the seaside, or by the lakes and 
rivers, or on the praine, it concerns us to attend to the 
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nature of fishes, sm ce they are not phenomena confined 
to certam locahties only, but forms and phases of the life 
m nature umversaUy dispersed The coundess shoals 
which annually coa st the shores of Europe and America 
are not so mterestiing to the student of nature as the 
more fertile law itself, which deposits theu spawn on 
the tops of mountains ^d on the mtenor plams, the fish 
prmciple m nature, :Erom which it results that they may 
be found in water lA so many places, m greater or less 
numbers. The naturjal historian is not a fisherman who 
pjrays for cloudy days and good luck merely, but as fish- 
ing has been styled Ta contemplative man’s recreation,” 
mtroducing him profitably to woods and water, so the 
frmt of the naturahsEs observations is not m new genera 
or species, but m new contemplations stiU, and science 
is only a more contemplative man’s recreation The 
seeds of the life of fishes are everywhere disseimnated, 
whether the wmds waft them, or the waters float them, 
or the deep earth holds them; wherever a pond is dug, 
straightway it is stocked with this vivacious race They 
have a lease of nature, and it is not yet out. The Chmese 
are bribed to carry their ova from province to provmce 
in jars or m hollow reeds, or the water-buds to transport 
them to the modntam tarns and mtenor lakes There are 
fishes wherever there is a fluid medium, and even in 
clouds and m melted metals we detect theu semblance. 
Think how in wmter you can sink a hne down straight in 
a pasture through snow and through ice, and pull up a 
bnght, shppery, dumb, subterranean silver or golden 
fish! It IS curious, also, to reflect how they make one 
family, from the largest to the smallest. The least nun- 
now that hes on the ice as bait for pickerel looks hke a 
huge sea-fish cast up on the shore In the waters of this 
town there are about a dozen distmct species, though 
the mexpenenced would expect many more. 
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It enhances our sense of the grand security and seren- 
ity of nature to observe the sbll undisturbed economy 
and content of the fishes of this centiiry, their happiness 
a regular fruit of the summer. The ; hesh-water sunfish, 
bream, or ruff (Pomotts vulgaris), las it were without 
ancestry, without posterity, still represents the fresh- 
water sunfish m nature. It is the most common of all, 
and seen on every urchm’s stnng, a simple and m- 
offensive fish, whose nests are visibli 3 all along the shore, 
hollowed m the sand, over which it is steadily poised 
through the summer hours on wa wng fin. Sometimes 
there are twenty or fhuty nests in the space of a few 
rods, two feet wide by half a foot m depth, and made 
with no httle labor, the weeds being removed, and the 
sand shoved up on the sides, like a bowl. Here it may 
be seen early m summer assiduously broodmg, and driv- 
ing away minnows and larger fishes, even its own spe- ' 
cies, wiuch would disturb its ova, pursmng them a 
few feet, and circhng round swiftly to its nest again, 
the imnnows, like young sharks, mstantly entering the 
empty nests, meanwhile, and swallowing the spawn, 
which IS attached to the weeds and to the bottom, on 
the sunny side The spawn is exposed to so many dan- 
gers that a very small proportion can ever become fishes, 
for beside bemg the constant prey of birds and fishes, a 
great many nests are made so near the shore, m shallow 
water, that they are left dry in a few days, as the nver 
goes down These and the lamprey’s are the only fishes’ 
nests that I have observed, though the ova of some spe- 
cies may be seen floatmg on die surface. The breams 
are so careful of their charge that you may stand close 
m the water and exaimne them at your leisure I have 
us stood over them half an hour at a tune, and stroked 
them famiharly without fnghtemng them, suffenng them 
to nibble my fingers harmlessly, and seen them erect 
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their dorsal fins in anger when my hand approached 
their ova, and have even taken them gently out of the 
water widi my hand, though this cannot be accom- 
plished by a sudden movement, however dexterous, for 
instant warmng is conveyed to them through their denser 
element, but only by letting the fingers gradually close 
about them as they are poised over the pahn, and with 
the utmost gentleness raismg them slowly to the surface. 
Though stationary, they kept up a constant scuUmg 
or wavmg motion with their fins, which is exceedmgly 
graceful, and expressive of their humble happmess, for 
unlike ours, the element m which they hve is a stream 
which must be constantly resisted From time to time 
they mbble the weeds at the bottom or overhangmg 
their nests, or dart after a fly or a worm. The dorsal fin, 
besides answermg the purpose of a keel, with the anal, 
serves to keep the fish upnght, for m shallow water, 
where this is not covered, they fall on then sides. As 
you stand thus stoopmg over the bream m its nest, the 
edges of the dorsal and caudal fins have a singular dusty 
golden reflection, and its eyes, which stand out from the 
head, are transparent and colorless. Seen m its native 
element, it is a very beautiful and compact fish, perfect 
in all Its parts, and looks hke a brilhant com fresh from 
the mmt. It is a perfect jewel of the nver, the green, red, 
coppery, and golden reflections of its mottled sides being 
the concentration of such rays as struggle through the 
floatmg pads and flowers to the sandy bottom, and m 
harmony with the sunht brown and yellow pebbles Be- 
hmd its watery shield it dwells far from many accidents 
inevitable to human life. . . . 

Salmon, shad, and alewives were formerly abundant 
here, and taken m weirs by the Indians, who taught 
method to the whites, by whom they were used as 
food and as manure, until the dam and afterward the 
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canal at Billenca, and the factones at Lowell, put an 
end to their migrations hitherward, though it is thought 
that a few more enterprising shad may still occasionally 
he seen m this part of the river It is said, to account for 
the destruction of the fishery, that those who at that time 
represented the mterests of the fishermen and the fishes, 
remembermg between what dates they were accustomed 
to take the grown shad, stipulated that the dams should 
be left open for that season only, and the fry, which go 
down a month later, were consequently stopped and de- 
stroyed by mynads. Others say that the fish-ways were 
not properly constructed. Perchance, after a few thou- 
sands of years, if the fishes will be patient, and pass 
their summers elsewhere meanwhile, nature will have 
leveled the BiUenca dam, and the Lowell factories, and 
the Grass-ground River run clear agam, to be explored 
by new migratory shoals, even as far as the Hopkmton 
pond and Westborough swamp. 

One would hke to know more of that race, now 
extinct, whose semes he rottmg m the garrets of their 
children, who openly professed the trade of fishermen, 
and even fed their townsmen creditably, not skulking 
through the meadows to a ramy afternoon sport. Dim 
Visions we sfall get of miraculous draughts of fishes, and 
heaps uncountable by the riverside, from the tales of 
our seniors sent on horseback m their childhood from 
the neighbormg towns, perched on saddle-bags, with 
instructions to get the one bag filled with shad, the other 
^vlth alewives. At least one memento of those days may 
sbll exist m the memory of this generation, in the fa- 
miliar appellation of a celebrated tram-band of this 
^^vn, whose untrained ancestors stood creditably at 
oncord North Bridge. Their captam, a man of pisca- 
toiy tastes, havmg duly warned his company to turn out 
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on a certain day, they, like obedient soldiers, appeared 
promptly on parade at the appointed time, but, u^ortu- 
nately, they went imdnlled, except in the manoeuvres 
of a soldier’s wit and unhcensed jestmg, that May day, 
for their captam, forgettmg his own appointment, and 
warned only by the favorable aspect of the heavens, as 
he had often done before, went a-fishmg that afternoon, 
and his company thenceforth was known to old and 
young, grave and gay, as “The Shad,” and by the youths 
of this vicinity this was long regarded as the proper 
name of all the irregular mihtia m Christendom But, 
alasl no record of these fishers’ hves remains that we 
know, unless it be one brief page of hard but unques- 
tionable history, which occurs m Day Book No 4, of an 
old trader of this town, long smce dead, which shows 
pretty plainly what constituted a fisherman’s stock m 
trade in those days. It purports to be a Fisherman’s 
Account Current, probably for the fishmg season of the 
year 1805, dunng which months he purchased daily 
rum and sugar, sugar and rum, N E. and W. I., “one 
cod hne,” “one brovm mug, and “a hne for the seme”, 
rum and sugar, sugar and ,rum, “good loaf sugar,” and 
“good brown,” W, I. and N E , m short and uniform 
entries to the bottom of the page, all earned out m 
pounds, shillings, and pence, from March 25 to June 5, 
and promptly settled by receivmg “cash m fuU” at the 
last date. But perhaps not so settled altogether. These 
were the necessanes of hfe m those days, with salmon, 
shad, and alewives, fresh and pickled, he was thereafter 
independent on the grocenes. Rather a preponderance 
of the fluid elements, but such is the fisherman’s nature. 
I can faintly remetnber to have seen this same fisher 
in my earhest youth, still as near the nver as he could 
get. With uncertam, undulatory step, after so many 
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things had gone down-stream, swmging a scythe in the 
meadow, his bottle hke a serpent hid m the grass; him- 
self as yet not cut down by the Great Mower. 

Surely the fates are forever land, though Nature’s 
laws are more immutable than any despot s, yet to man’s 
daily life they rarely seem ngid, but permit him to relax 
With hcense m summer weather. He is not harshly re- 
minded of the thmgs he may not do. She is very kmd and 
hberal to all men of vicious habits, and certainly does 
not deny them quarter, they do not die without pnest. 
Still they mamtam life along the way, keepmg this side 
the Styx, still hearty, still resolute, “never better in their 
hves , and agam, after a dozen years have elapsed, they 
start up from behmd a hedge, asking for work and 
wages for able-bodied men. 'Who has not met such 


beggar on the way, 

Who sturdily could gang? . . , 

"Who cared neither for wind nor wet^ 

In lands where'er he past?” 

“That bold adopts each house he views, his own, 

Makes eve^ purse his checquer, and, at pleasure. 
Walks forth, and taxes all the world, like Caesar”, 

as if consistency were the secret of health, while th 
poor inconsistent aspirant man, seekmg to hve a pur 

^ ^ against himself, canno 

o?do™ * sickness, on bed 

are accustomed to speak as if some wen 
resnc!^ r nmthmks the difference between men ii 
SSr q abes: 

hannen.T/*A ““t H oft®' 

sLd hii^ sicker man is the nurse to the sounder 

Wei? X Concord River, a 

i^weU, where they are said to be a month earher that 
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the Merrimack shad, on account of the warmth of the 
water. Still patiently, almost pathetically, with instinct 
not to be discouraged, not to be reasoned with, revisit- 
mg their old haunts, as if their stem fates would relent, 
and still met by the Corporation with its dam Poor shadi 
where is thy redress? When Nature gave thee mstmct, 
gave she thee the heart to bear thy fate? StiU wandering 
die sea m thy scaly armor to mquire humbly at the mouths 
of nvers if man has perchance left them free for thee to 
enter. By countless shoals loitering uncertam meanwhile, 
merely stemming the tide there, m danger from sea foes 
in spite of thy bright armor, awaitmg new instmctions, 
until the sands, untd the water itself, tell thee if it be so 
or not Thus by whole rmgratmg nations, full of mstmct, 
which IS thy faith, m this backward sprmg, turned adrift, 
and perchance knowest not where men do not dwell, 
where there are not factones, in these days. Armed with 
no sword, no electric shock, but mere shad, armed only 
with innocence and a just cause, with tender dumb 
mouth only forward, and scales easy to be detached I 
for one am with thee, and who knows what may avail a 
crowbar agamst tiiat Billenca dam? — ^Not despairmg 
when whole myriads have gone to feed those sea mon- 
sters durmg thy suspense, but stall brave, mdifferent, on 
easy fin there, like shad reserved for higher destmies. 
Wilhng to be decimated for mans behoof after the 
spawmng season. Away with the superficial and selfish 
'phil-anthropy of men — ^who knows what admirable vir- 
tue of fishes may be below low-water-mark, bearing up 
agamst a hard destiny, not admired by that fellow crea- 
ture who alone can appreciate itl Who hears the fishes 
when they cry? It will not be forgotten by some memory 
that we were contemporaries Thou shalt ere long have 
thy way up the nvers, up all the nvers of the globe, if I 
^ai not mistaken. Yea, even thy dull watery dream shall 
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be more than realized If it were not so, but thou wert 
to be overlooked at first and at last, then would not I 
take their heaven. Yes, I say so, who thmk I know better 
' than thou canst. Keep a stiff fin, then, and stem all the 
tides thou mayst meet. 

At length it would seem that the interests, not of the 
fishes only, but of the men of Wayland, of Sudbuiy, of 
Concord, demand the levehng of that dam. Innumerable 
acres of meadow are waiting to be made dry land, wild 
native grass to give place to Enghsh The farmers stand 
with scythes whet, waiting the subsidmg of the waters, 
by gravitation, by evaporation, or otherwise, but some- 
times their eyes do not rest, their wheels do not roll, on 
the qualong meadow groimd durmg the haymg season 
at all. So many sources of wealth maccessible. They rate 
the loss hereby mcurred m the smgle town of Wayland 
alone as equal to the expense of keepmg a hundred yoke 
of oxen the year round One year, as I learn, not long 
ago, the farmers standing ready to drive their teams 
afield as usual, the water gave no signs of falhng, with- 
out new attraction m the heavens, without freshet or 
Visible cause, stiU standmg stagnant at an unprecedented 
height All hydrometers were at fault, some trembled for 
their English, even. But speedy ermssanes revealed the- 
unnatural secret, m the new floatboard, wholly a foot.m 
width, added to then already too high privileges by the 
dam propnetors. The hundred yoke of oxen, meanwhile, 
standmg patient, gazmg wishfully meadowward, at that 
maccessible wavmg native grass, uncut but by the great 
mower Time, who cuts so broad a swath, without so 
much as a wisp to wmd about their horns. 

That was a long pull horn Ball’s Hill to Carlisle 
Bridge, sittmg -with our faces to the south, a slight 
breeze nsmg from the north, but nevertheless water suU 
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runs and grass grows, for now, having passed the bndge 
between Carlisle and Bedford, we see men haymg far oflE 
in the meadow, their heads wavmg like the grass which 
they cut. In the distance the viand seemed to bend aU 
alike. As the mght stole over, such a freshness was 
wafted across the meadow that every blade of cut grass 
seemed to teem with life. Famt purple clouds began to 
be reflected in the water, and the cow-bells tmkled 


louder along the banks, while, like sly water-rats, we 
stole along nearer the shore, lookmg for a place to pitch 
our camp. 

At length, when we had made about seven miles, as 
far as BiUenca, we moored our boat on the west side of 
a little nsmg ground which m the spnng forms an island 
in the river. Here we found huckleberries still hangmg 
upon the bushes, where they seemed to have slowly rip- 
ened for our especial use. Bread and sugar, and cocoa 
boiled m nver water, made oux repast, and as we had 
drank m the fluvial prospect all day, so now we took a 
draft of the water with our evemng meal to propitiate 
the river gods, and whet our vision for the sights it was 
to behold. The sun was settmg on the one hand, while 
our emmence was contnbutmg its shadow to the night 
on the other. It seemed msensibly to grow hghter as the 
uight shut m, and a distant and sohtary farmhouse was 
revealed, which before lurked m the shadows of the 


uoon. There was no other house m sight, nor any culti- 
vated field. To the right and left, as far as the horizon. 
Were straggling pine woods with theu plumes against 
® ^^d across the nver were rugged hills, covered 

jwth shrub oaks, tangled with grape-vines and ivy, with 
^re and there a gray rock juttmg out from the maze, 
e sides of these cliffs, though a quarter of a mile dis- 
were almost heard to rustle while we looked at 
em, it was such a leafy wilderness; a place for fauns 
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and satyrs, and where bats hung all day to the roclcs, 
and at evening flitted over the water, and fireflies hus- 
banded their hght under the grass and leaves against the 
night "When we had pitched our tent on the hillside, a 
few rods from the shore, we sat lookmg through its tn- 
angular door m tlie twilight at our lonely mast on the 
shore ]ust seen above the alders, and hardly yet come to 
a standstill from the swaying of the stream; the first en- 
croachment of commerce on this land There was our 
port, our Osba That straight, geometrical hne against 
the water and the sky stood for the last refinements of 
civihzed hfe, and what of sublimity there is m history 
was there symbolized. 

For the most part, there was no recogmbon of human 
life m the mght, no human breathing was heard, only 
the breathmg of the wmd. As we sat up, kept awake by 
the novelty of our situation, we heard at intervals foxes 
steppmg about over the dead leaves, and brushing the 
dewy grass close to our tent, and once a musquash 
fumblmg among the potatoes and melons m our boat; 
but when we hastened to the shore we could detect only 
a npple m the water ruffling the disk of a star At inter- 
vals we were serenaded by the song of a dreaming spar- 
row or the throttled cry of an owl, but after each sound 
which near at hand broke the stillness of the mghb each 
crackhng of the twigs, or rusthng among the leaves, 
there was a sudden pause, and deeper and more con- 
scious silence, as if the intruder were aware that no hfe 
was rightfully abroad at that hour There was a fire m 
Lowell, as we judged, this mght, and we saw the horizon 
lazmg, and heard the distant alarm-bells, as it were a 
amt tinklmg music borne to these woods But the most 
comtant and memorable sound of a summer’s mght, 
w ch we did not fail to hear every mght afterward. 
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though at no time so incessantly and so favorably as 
now, was the barkmg of the house-dogs, from the loud- 
est and hoarsest bark to the faintest aenal palpitation 
under the eaves of heaven, from the patient but anxious 
mastiff to the timid and wakeful temer, at first loud and 
rapid, then faint and slow, to be imitated only in a 
whisper, wow-wow-wow-wow — ^wo — ^wo — ^w — w Even 
in a retired and uninhabited district hke this, it was a suf- 
ficiency of sound for the ear of night, and more impres- 
sive than any music I have heard die voice of a hound, 
just before dayhght, while the stars were shining, from 
over the woods and nver, far m the honzon, when it 
sounded as sweet and melodious as an instrument The 
hounding of a dog pursmng a fox or other animal in the 
honzon may have first suggested the notes of the hunt- 
ing-horn to alternate with and reheve the lungs of the 
dog. This natural bugle long resounded in die woods of 
the ancient world before die horn was mvented. The 
very dogs that sullenly bay the moon from farmyards m 
these nights excite more heroism m our breasts than all 
the civil exhortations or war sermons of the age “I 
would rather be a dog, and bay the moon,” than many 
a Roman that I know. The mght is equally mdebted to 
the clanon of the cock, with wakeful hope, from the 
very settmg of the sun, prematurely ushermg m the 
dawn All these sounds, the crowmg of cocks, the baying 
of dogs, and the hum of msects at noon, are the evidence 
of nature’s health or sound state. Such is the never-faihng 
beauty and accuracy of language, the most perfect art 
in the world, the chisel of a thousand years retouches it. 

At length the antepenultimate and drowsy hours drew 
on, and all sounds were demed entrance to our ears. 

Who sleeps by day and walks by night, 

WiU meet no spint, but some spnte. 
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TUESDAY 

On either side the nver he 
Long fields of barW and of rye, 

That clothe the wold and meet the sky; 

And through the fields the road runs by 
To many-towered CameloL 

Tennyson. 

Long before dayhght we ranged abroad, hatchet in 
hand, m search of fuel, and made the yet slumbering 
and dre amin g wood resound with our blows Then with 
our fire we burned up a portion of the loitering night, 
while the kettle sang its homely stram to the mommg 
star We tramped about the shore, walked all the musk- 
rats, and scared up the bittern and birds that were 
asleep upon their roosts, we hauled up and upset our 
boat, and washed it and rinsed out the clay, talking aloud 
as if it were broad day, until at length, by three o'clock, 
we had completed our preparations and were ready to 
pursue our voyage as usual, so, shakmg the clay from 
out feet, we pushed mto the fog 

Though we were enveloped in mist as usual, we 
trusted that there was a bnght day behmd it. 

Ply the oarsl awayl awayl 
In each dewdrop of the monung 
Lies the promise of a day. 

Rivers from the sunrise flow, 

Sprmgmg with the dewy mom; 

Voyageurs ’gainst time do row. 

Idle noon nor sunset know. 

Ever even with the dawn. 

Belknap, the histonan of this State, says that “m the 
neighborhood of fresh rivers and ponds, a whitish fog 
in the mommg lymg over the water is a sure mdication 
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of fair weather for that day, and when no fog is seen, 
ram is expected before night.” That which seemed to us 
to mvest the world was only a narrow and shallow 
wreath of vapor stretched over the channel of the Mer- 
rimack from the seaboard to the mountains More ex- 
tensive fogs, however, have their own limits. . . . 

But now we must make haste back before the fog dis- 
perses to the bhthe Merrimack water. 

Smce that first "Awayl awayl” 

Many a lengthy reach we've rowed, 

Still the sparrow on the spray 
Hastes to usher ra the day 
With her simple stanza’d ode. 

We passed a canal-boat before sunrise, groping its 
way to the seaboard, and, though we could not see it on 
account of the fog, the few dull, thumping, stertoious 
sounds which we heard impressed us with a sense of 
weight and irresistible motion. One httle rill of com- 
merce already awake on this distant New Hampshire 
river. The fog, as it required more skiU m the steering, 
enhanced the mterest of our early voyage, and made 
the river seem mdefimtely broad. A shght mist, through 
which objects are famtly visible, has the effect of ex- 
pandmg even ordmary streams, by a singular mirage, 
mto arms of the sea or inland lakes. In the present in- 
stance, it was even fragrant and mvigoratmg, and we 
enjoyed it as a sort of earher sunshine, or dewy and em- 
biyo hght. 

' Low-anchored cloud, 

Newfoundland air, 

Foimtam-head and source of rivers. 

Dew-cloth, dream drapery. 

And napkin spread by fays; 

Dnftmg meadow of the air. 
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Where bloom the daisied banks and violets, 

And in whose fenny labyrinth 
The bittern booms and heron wades; 

Spirit of lakes and seas and rivers, 

Bear only perfumes and the scent 
Of heahng herbs to just men’s fieldsl 

The same pleasant and observant historian whom we 
quoted above says that “In the mountainous parts of the 
country, the ascent of vapors, and their formation mto 
clouds, IS a cunous and entertaining object. The vapors 
are seen rising in small columns hke smoke from many 
chimneys. When risen to a certain height, they spread, 
meet, condense, and are attracted to the mountains, 
where they either distill in gentle dews, and replenish 
the sprmgs, or descend m showers, accompanied %vith 
thunder. After short mtermissions, the process is re- 
peated many times m the course of a summer day, 
affordmg to travelers a hvely illustration of that is ob- 
served m the Book of Job, ‘They are wet with the show- 
ers of the mountams ’ ” 

Fogs and clouds which conceal the overshadowing 
mountams lend the breadth of the plains to mountam 
vales Even a small-featured coimtry acquires some 
grandeur in stormy weather when clouds aie seen dnft- 
mg between the beholder and the neighbormg hills. 
When, in travehng toward Haverhill through Hamp- 
stead m this State, on the height of land between the 
Memmack and the Piscataqua or the sea, you com- 
mence the descent eastward, the view toward the coast 
is so distant and unexpected, though the sea is invisible, 
that you at first suppose the unobstructed atmosphere 
to be a fog m the lowlands conceahng hills of corre- 
spondmg elevation to that you are upon, but it is the mist 
of prejudice alone, which the wmds will not disperse. 
The most stupendous scenery ceases to be sublime when 
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it becomes distinct, or m other words limited, and the 
imagmation is no longer encouraged to exaggerate it. 
The actual height and breadth of a mountam or a water- 
fall are always ridiculously small, they are the imagined 
only that content us. Nature is not made after such a 
fashion as we would have her. We piously exaggerate 
her wonders, as the scenery around our home. 

Such was the heaviness of the dews along this river 
that we were generally obhged to leave our tent spread 
over the bows of the boat till the sun had dried it, to 
avoid mildew. We passed the mouth of Pemchook 
Brook, a wild salmon stream, m the fog, without seemg 
it. At length the sun’s rays struggled through the mist 
and showed us the pmes on shore dripping with dew, 
and sprmgs tncklmg from the moist banks, 

*‘And now the taller sons, whom Titan warms, 

Of unshorn mountains blown with easy wmds, 

Dandle the morning’s childhood m their arms. 

And, if they chanced to shp the prouder pmes. 

The under corylets did catch their shmes, 

To gild their leaves ” 

We rowed for some hours between ghstemng banks 
before the sun had dried the grass and leaves, or tlie day 
had established its character Its seremty at last seeme 
the more profound and secure for the denseness of the 
mommg’s fog The nver became swifter, and the scen- 
ery more pleasmg than before. The banks were steep 
and clayey for the most part, and tnckhng with water, 
and where a spring oozed out a few feet above the nver 
the boatmen had cut a trough out of a slab with their 
axes, and placed it so as to receive the water and fill their 
jugs convemently. Sometimes this purer and coo er 
water, burstmg out from under a pme or a rock, was 
collected mto a basm close to the edge of and level "Wi 
the nver, a fountam-head of the Merrimack. So near 
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along life’s stream are the fountains of innocence and 
youth makmg fertile its sandy margm, and the voyageur 
will do well to replenish his vessels often at the uncon- 
tammated sources. Some youthful spnng, perchance, 
still empties with tmkhng music into the oldest nver, 
even when it is falhng into the sea, and we imagme that 
its music IS distinguished by the river-gods from the 
general lapse of the stream, and falls sweeter on their 
ears m proportion as it is nearer to the ocean. As the 
evaporations of the nver feed thus these unsuspected 
sprmgs which filter through its banks, so, perchance, 
our aspnations fall back agam m spnngs on the margin 
of life’s stream to refresh and punfy it. The yellow and 
tepid nver may float his scow, and cheer his eye with its 
reflections and its npples, but the boatman quenches 
his thust at this small riU alone. It is this purer and 
cooler element that chiefly sustams his life. The race 
will long survive that is thus discreet. 

Our course this mormng lay between the territories of 
Memmack, on the west, and Litchfield, once called 
Brenton’s Farm, on the east, which townships were 
anciently the Indian Naticook. Brenton was a fur-trader 
among the Indians, and these lands were granted to hun 
m 1656 The latter township contams about five hun- 
dred mhabitants, of whom, however, we saw none, and 
but few of their dweUings. Bemg on the river, whose 
banks are always high and generally concealed the few 
houses, the country appeared much more wild and prim- 
itive than to the traveler on the neighbonng roads The 
river is by far the most attractive highway, and those 
boatmen who have spent twenty or twenty-five years on 
it must have had a much fairer, more wild and memo- 
rable experience than the dusty and jarnng one of the 
teamster who has driven, during the same time, on the 
roads which run parallel with the stream. As one ascends 
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fte Menimaok he rarely sees a village, but for the most 
part alternate wood and pasture lands, and sometunes a 
field of com or potatoes, of lye or oats or English grass 

r* f ^PP’® frees, and, at stdl longer in- 

ervals, a farmers house. The soil, excepting the best of 

fte mtervd, is commonly as hght and sandy as a patnot 
could desire. Sometimes this forenoon the coun^ an- 

occupied ^ settlers 

waters straggling down to the 

diw!?P,?^‘ ^^^r^tone, and the banks were 

an umnh V. spread out broader, with 

ran on sinal ff' ^ 

hut far o/fl! Ty answering to its opposite, 

convert?^ bosom, but they 

leaves and? rusthng leaves with npplmg 

one side ar.?? ^®^ces Were seen, but high oak woods on 
to pomtVn ^erds of cattle, and all tracks seemed 

imagmed thTti?!!'^ stateher grove, we 

n^anor, and that through an extensive 

’ ^ ^tate of things prevailed. . . . 

tke road m°T extensive desert by the side of 

^e sand xxr ^ "^sible from the bank of the nver. 

or tel? Sr; ^® ®' 

that height whprp’I^^^’^^ grotesque hiUocks of 
rooted. Thirtv f hhere was a clump of bushes firmly 
a sheen-mcK ^So, as we were told, it was 

fieas bep-an f sheep, being worned by tlie 

S 0 paw the ground, till they broke the sod. 
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and so the sand began to blow, till now it had extended 
over forty or fifty acres. This evil might easily have been 
remedied, at first, by spreading birches with their leaves 
on over the sand, and fastemng them down with stakes, 
to break the vraid The fleas bit the sheep, and the 
sheep bit the ground, and the sore had spread to this ex- 
tent It IS astomshmg what a great sore a httle scratch 
breedeth. Who knows but Sahara, where caravans and 
cities are buried, began with the bite of an Afncan flea? 
This poor globe, how it must itch m many places! Will 
no god be kmd enough to spread a salve of birches over 
its sores? Here, too, we noticed where the Indians had 
gathered a heap of stones, perhaps for their council-fire, 
which, by their weight havmg prevented the sand under 
them from blowmg away, were left on the summit of a 
mound They told us that arrowheads, and also bullets 
of lead and iron, had been found here. We noticed 
several other sandy tracts in our voyage, jBnd the course 
of the Merrimack can be traced from the nearest moun- 
tain by its yellow sandbanks, though the river itself is 
for the most part mvisible Lawsmts, as we hear, have in 
some cases grown out of these causes Railroads have 
been made through certain imtable distncts, breaking 
their sod, and so have set the sand to blowmg, till it has 
converted fertile farms mto deserts, and the company 
has had to pay the damages. 

This sand seemed to us the connecting link between 
land and water. It was a kmd of water on which you 
could walk, and you could see the npple-marks on its 
surface, produced by the ■winds, precisely like those at 
the bottom of a brook or lake. We had read that Mus- 
sulmans are permitted by the Koran to perform their 
ablutions m sand when they cannot get water, a neces- 
sary indulgence m Arabia, and we now understood the 

propnety of this provision. . . . 
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There were several canalboats at Cromwells Falls 
passing through the locks, for which we waited. In the 
forward part of one stood a brawny New Hampshire 
man, leaning on his pole, bareheaded and m shirt and 
trousers only, a rude Apollo of a man, commg down 
from “that vast uplandish country” to the mam; of 
nameless age, with flaxen hair and vigorous, weather- 
bleached countenance, m whose wrinkles the sun still 
lodged, as httle touched by the heats and frosts and 
Withering cares of life as a maple of the mountain, an 
undressed, unkempt, uncivil man, with whom we par- 
leyed awhile, and parted not without a smcere mterest 
in one another. His humamty was genume and mstmc- 
tive, and his rudeness only a manner. He mquired, just 
as we were passmg out of earshot, if we had killed any- 
thing, and we shouted after him that we had shot a 
buoy, and could see him for a long while scratchmg his 
head m vam to know if he had heard aright. 

There is reason m the distinction of civil and uncivil. 
The manners are sometimes so rough a nnd that we 
doubt whether they cover any core or sapwood at all* 
We sometimes meet uncivil men, children of Amazons,, 
who dwell by mountam paths, and are said to be inhos- 
pitable to strangers, whose salutation is as rude as the 
^asp of their browny hands, and who deal with men as 
unceremomously as they are wont to deal witli the ele- 
ments. They need only to extend their cleanngs, and let 
in more sm^ght, to seek out the southern slopes of the 
from which they may look down on the civil plain 
w ocean, and temper their diet duly with the cereal 
Jruits, consummg less wild meat and acorns, to become 
® the inhabitants of cities. A true pohteness does not 
result from any hasty and artificial pohshmg, it is true, 
ut grows naturally m characters of the right gram an 
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quality, through a long fronting of men and events, and 
jubbing on good and bad fortune. Perhaps I can tell a 
tale to the purpose while the lock is filhng — for our voy- 
age this forenoon furnishes but few incidents of impor- 
tance. . . . 

Bemg now fairly m the stream of this week’s com- 
merce, we began to meet with boats more frequently, 
and hailed them from time to time with the freedom of 
sailors. The boatmen appeared to lead an easy and con- 
tented hfe, and we thought that we should prefer their 
employment ourselves to many professions which are 
much more sought after. They suggested how few cir- 
cumstances are necessary to the weU-bemg and serenity 
of man, how mdifferent all employments are, and that 
any may seem noble and poetic to the eyes of men, if 
pursued with suffiaent buoyancy and freedom. With lib- 
erty and pleasant weather, the simplest occupation, any 
unquestioned country mode of hfe which detams us in 
the open air, is allunng The man who picks peas stead- 
ily for a hving is more than respectable, he is even en- 
vied by his shopworn neighbors. We are as happy as the 
birds when our Good Gemus permits us to pursue any 
outdoor work, without a sense of dissipation. Our pen- 
knife ghtters in the sun, our voice is echoed by yonder 
wood, if an oar drops, we are fam to let it drop agam. 

The canalboat is of very simple construction, requinng 
but httle ship-timber, and, as we were told, costs about 
two hundred dollars They are managed by two men. In 
ascendmg the stream they use poles fourteen or fifteen 
feet long, pomted with iron, walkmg about one third 
the length of tho boat from the forward end. Gomg 
down, they commonly keep in the middle of the stream, 
usmg an oar at each end, or if the wmd is favorable 
they raise their broad sail, and have only to steer. They 
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commonly carr)' do\ra wood or bricks — fifteen or sixteen 
cords of wood, and as many thousand bricks, at a time 
— and bring back stores for Uic country, consummg two 
or tliree days each ay bclv. ecn Concord and Cliarles- 
towm, They somebmes pile the wood so as to leave a 
shelter in one part wlicrc they may retire from die rain. 
One can hardly imagine a more healthful emplo)Tnent, 
or one more favorable to conlcmplabon and die obsen^a- 
tion of nature. Unhke the manner, dicy have the con- 
stantly varying panorama of die shore to relieve die 
monotony of their labor, and it seemed to us that as they 
thus glided noiselessly from town to town, with all their 
furniture about dicm, for dicir \ cry homestead is a mov- 
able, dicy could comment on die character of die in- 
habitants with greater advantage and security to them- 
selves than die traveler in a coach, who would be unable 
to indulge in sucli broadsides of wit and humor in so 
small a vessel for fear of the recoil They are not subject 
to great exposure, like the lumberers of Maine, m any 
weather, but inhale the licaldifulest breezes, being 
shghtly incumbered widi clodiing, frequendy widi the 
head and feet bare, ^\^len we met diem at noon, as they 
were leisurely descending the stream, their busy com- 
merce did not look hke toil, but rather like some ancient 
Onental game sbll played on a large scale, as die game 
of chess, for instance, handed down to this generabon. 
From morning bll night, unless the wmd is so fair that 
his smgle sail will suffice without other labor than steer- 
ing, die boatman walks backwards and forwards on the' 
side of his boat, now stooping widi his shoulder to the 
pole, then drawing it back slowly to set it again, mean- 
while movmg steadily forward through an endless valley 
and an ever-changing scenery, now distmguishmg his 
course for a mile or two, and now shut in by a sudden 
turn of the nver m a small woodland lake. All the phe- 
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nomena which surround him are simple and grand, and 
there is somethmg impressive, even majestic, in the 
very motion he causes, which will naturally be communi- 
cated to his own character, and he feels tlie slow, ir- 
resistible movement under him with pnde, as if it were 
his own energy. 

The news spread hke wildfire among us youths, when 
formerly, once m a year or two, one of these boats came 
up the Concord River, and was seen steahng mysteri- 
ously through the meadows and past the village. It came 
and departed as silently as a cloud, without noise or 
dust, and was witnessed by few. One summer day this 
huge traveler might be seen moored at some meadow’s 
wharf, and another summer day it was not there Where 
precisely it came from, or who these men were who 
knew the rocks and soundmgs better than we who 
bathed there, we could never tell We knew some river’s 
bay only, but they took nvers from end to end. They 
were a sort of fabulous nvermen to us. It was mconceiv- 
able by what sort of mediation any mere landsman 
could hold commimication with them. Would they 
heave to, to gratify his wishes? No, it was favor enough 
to know faintly of their destination, or the time of their 
possible return I have seen them m the summer, when 
the stream ran low, mowmg the weeds in mid-channel, 
and With hayers’ jests cuttmg broad swaths in three feet 
of water, that they might make a passage for their scow, 
while the grass m long wmdrows was carried down the 
stream, undried by the rarest hay weather. We admired 
unweanedly how their vessel would float, hke a huge 
chip, sustaimng so many casks of hme, and thousands 
of bncks, and such heaps of iron ore, with wheelbar- 
rows aboard, and that, when we stepped on it, it did not 
yield to the pressure of our feet It gave us confidence m 

e prevalence of the law of buoyancy, and we imagmed 
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to what infinite uses it might be put. The men appeared 
to lead a kmd of life on it, and it was whispered that 
they slept aboard. Some affirmed that it earned sail, and 
that such wmds blew here as filled the sails of vessels on 
the ocean; which agam others much doubted They had 
been seen to sail across our Fair Haven Bay by lucky 
fishers who were out, but unfortunately others were not 
there to see. We might then say that our nver was navi- 
gable — ^why not? In after years I read m pnnt, with no 
little satisfaction, that it was thought by some that, with 
a htde ej^ense in removmg rocks and deepening the 
channel, "there might be a profitable inland naviga- 
tion.” I then hved somewhere to tell of 

Such IS Commerce, which shakes the coconut and 
hreadfrmt tree in the remotest isle, and sooner or later 
dawns on the duskiest and most sunple-mmded savage. 
If we may be pardoned the digression, who can help 
hemg affected at the thought of the very fine and shght, 
but positive relation, m which the savage inhabitants 
of some remote isle stand to the mysterious white mar- 
iner, the child of the sun? — ^as if we were to have deal- 
ings with an animal higher in the scale of being than 
ourselves. It is a barely recognized fact to the natives 
that he exists, and has his home far away somewhere, 
nnd is glad to buy then fresh frmts with his superfluous 
commodities. Under the same cathohe sun glances his 
white ship over Pacific waves mto then smooth bays, 
^d the poor savage’s paddle gleams m the an. 

Man s htde acts are grand. 

Beheld from land to land. 

There as they he m tune, 

Withm their native dune 

Ships with the noontide weigh, 

, And ghde before its ray 
To some retued bay. 

Then haunt. 
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Whence, under^tropic sun, 

Agam they run, 

Beanng gum Senegal and Tragicant. 

For tins was ocean mean^ 

For tins the sun was sent. 

And moon was lent. 

And winds m distant caverns pent. 

Smce our voyage the railroad on the bank has been 
extended, and there is now but httle boating on the 
Merrimack All kinds of produce and stores were for- 
merly conveyed by water, but now nodimg is earned 
up the stream, and almost wood and bricks alone are 
earned down, and tliese are also earned on the railroad. 
The locks are fast wearing out, and will soon be impass* 
able, smce the tolls wiU not pay the expense of repainng; 
them, and so m a few years tliere will be an end of 
boatmg on tliis nver. The boatmg at present is princi- 
pally between Merrimack and LoweU, or Hooksett and. 
Manchester. They make two or three tnps m a week, 
accordmg to wmd and weather, from Merrimack to 
LoweE and back, about twenty-five miles each way. 
The boatman comes smgmg in to shore late at night, 
and moors his empty boat, and gets liis supper and lodg- 
ing m some house near at hand, and again early m 
the mommg, by starhght perhaps, he pushes away up- 
stream, and, by a shout, or the fragment of a song, gives, 
notice of his approach to the lock-man, with whom he is 
to take his breakfast If he gets up to his woodpile be- 
fore noon he proceeds to load his boat, with the help of 
ms smgle “hand,” and is on his way down again before 
mght When he gets to Lowell he unloads his boat, and 
gets his receipt for his cargo, and, havmg heard the 
news at the pubhc house at Middlesex or elsewhere,, 
goes back with his empty boat and his receipt m his 
pocket to the owner, and to get a new load. We were 
frequently advertised of their approach by some famt 
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sound bebnd us, and looking round saw them a mile ofiE, 
creepmg stealthily up the side of the stream like alhga- 
tors. It was pleasant to had diese sadors of the Merri- 
mack from time to tune, and leam the news which cu- 
culated widi them We imagmed tkat the sun shiimg 
on then bare heads had stamped a hberal and public 
character on their most private thoughts. 

The open and suimy mterval stiU stretched away from 
the nver sometimes by two or more terraces, to the dis- 
tant hiU-country, and when we chmbed the bank, we 
commonly found an irregular copse-wood shrtmg the 
river, the primitive havmg floated downstream long ago 

to the “Kmg’s navy.” Sometimes we saw the river 

road a quarter or half a mde distant, and the p^^ 
colored Concord stage, with, its cloud of dust, its van o 
earnest travehng faces, and its rear of dusty trunks, re 
mmdmg us that the country had its places of rendezwus 
for restless Yankee men. There dwelt along at consi e^ 
able distances on this mterval a qmet agncultura an 
pastoral people, with every house its well, as we some 
times proved, and every household, though never so sti 
and remote it appeared m the noontide, its dmner a ou 
these tunes. There they hved on, those New Eng an 
people, farmer hves, father and grandfather and grea 
grandfather, on and on without noise, keepmg up tm 
bon, and expectmg, beside fair weather and abun an 
harvests, we did not leam what. They were contente o 
hve, smce it was so contrived for them, and where eir 
Imes had fallen. 

Our unmqumng corpses he more low 

Than our hfe’s curiosity doth go. 

Yet these men had no need to travel to be as 
Solomon in all his glory, so similar are the hves o men 
in all countries, and fraught with the same home y 
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periences. One half the world knows how the other half 
hves. 

About noon we passed a small village in Merrimack 
at Thornton’s Ferry, and tasted of the waters of Nati- 
cook Brook on the same side, where French and his 
compamons, whose grave we saw in Dunstable, were 
ambuscaded by the Indians. The humble village of 
Litchfield, with its steepleless meetinghouse, stood on 
the opposite or east bank, near where a dense grove of 
willows backd by maples skirted the shore. There also 
we noticed some shagbark trees, which, as they do not 
grow in Concord, were as strange a sight to us as the 
palm would be, whose fruit only we have seen. Our 
course now curved gracefully to the north, leavmg a 
low, flat shore on the Memmack side, which forms a 
sort of harbor for canalboats. We observed some fair 
elms and particularly large and handsome white maples 
standing conspicuously on this mterval; and the oppo- 
site shore, a quarter of a mile below, was covered wth 
young ehns and maples six mches high, which had 
probably sprung from the seeds which had been washed 
across. 

Some carpenters were at work here mending a scow 
on the green and slopmg bank. The strokes of their mal- 
lets echoed from shore to shore, and up and down the 
nver, and their tools gleamed m the sun a quarter of a 
mile from us, and we realized that boat-buildmg was as 
ancient and honorable an art as agriculture, and that 
there might be a naval as well as a pastoral life. The 
whole history of commerce was made mamfest m that 
scow turned bottom upward on the shore. Thus did men 
begin to go down upon the sea in ships, quaeque diu 
steterantin monttbus altis, Fluctibus tgnotts tnsultavire 
Cannae, “and keels which had long stood on high moun- 
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tains careered insultingly (insultavhe) over unknown 
waves.” ^ . . . 

Dunng the heat of the day, we rested on a large island 
a nule above the mouth of ^s nver, pastured by a herd 
of cattle, with steep banks and scattered elms and oaks, 
and a sufficient channel for canalboats on each side. 
When we made a fire to boil some nee for our dinner, 
the flames spreadmg amid the diy grass, and the smoke 
curhng silently upward and castmg grotesque shadows 
on the ground, seemed phenomena of the noon, and we 
fancied that we progressed up the stream without effort, 
and as naturally as the wmd and tide went down, not 
outragmg the calm days by imworthy bustle or impa- 
tience. The woods on the neighbonng shore were ahve 
with pigeons, which were movmg south, looking for 
mast, but now, hke ouselves, spen(hng their noon in the 
shade. We could hear the shght, wiry, winnowmg sound 
of their wmgs as they changed their roosts from time 
to time, and their gentle and tremulous cooing. They 
sojourned with us durmg the noontide, greater travelers 
far than we. You may frequently discover a single pair 
sittmg upon the lower branches of the white pme m the 
depths of the wood, at this hour of the day, so silent and 
sohtary, and with such a hermithke appearance, as if 
they had never strayed beyond its skirts, while the acorn 
which was gathered m the forests of Marne is still undi- 
gested m their crops. We obtamed one of these hand- 
some birds, which hngered too long upon its perch, and 
plucked and broiled it here with some other game, to be 
earned along for our supper; for, beside the provisions 
which we earned with us, we depended mamly on the 
river and forest for our supply. It is true, it did not seem 
to be pulling this bird 'to its nght use to pluck off its 
Met I. 133. ■ ’ 
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feathers, and extract its entrails, and broil its carcass on 
the coals, but we heroically persevered, nevertheless, 
waiting for further information The same regard for 
Nature which excited our sympathy for her creatures 
nerved our hands to carry through what we had begun. 
For we would be honorable to the party we deserted, 
we would fulfill fate, and so at length, perhaps, detect 
the secret innocence of these incessant tragedies which 
Heaven allows. 

‘Too quick resolves do resolution vvrong 
What, part so soon to be divorced so long? 

Things to be done art long to be debate^ 

Heaven is not day’d. Repentance is not dated ” 

We are double-edged blades, and every time we whet 
our virtue the return stroke straps our vice. Where is the 
skillful swordsman who can give clean wounds, and not 
np up his work with the other edge? 

Nature herself has not provided the most graceful end 
for her creatures. What becomes of all these birds that 
people the air and forest for our solacement? The spar- 
rows seem always chipper, never infirm. We do not see 
their bodies he about. Yet there is a tragedy at the end 
of each one of their fives. They must pensh miserably; 
not one of them is translated. True, “not a sparrow 
falleth to the ground without our Heavenly Fathers 
knowledge,” but they do fall, nevertheless. 

The carcasses of some poor squirrels, however, the 
same that fnsked so merrily in the mormng, which we 
had skinned and emboweled for our dinner, we aban- 
doned m disgust, with tardy humamty, as too wretched 
a resource for any but starvmg men. It was to perpetuate 
the practice of a barbarous era. If they had been larger, 
our crime had been less. Their small red bbdies, little 
bundles of red tissue, mere gobbets of venison, would 
not have “fattened &e.” With a sudden impulse we 
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our hands, and boded 
? I some ri^'lor b# dinner.^'^ebold the difference between 
\/^ the one whojeate* flesh; and him to whom it belongedl 
^ ihomentary enjoyment, whilst the latter 
' is' deprived of e^tencel” "Who would commit so great 
. ^a crime agai^'^a poor animal, who is fed only by the 
>' ' herbs whi^ grow, wdd in die woods, and whose belly is 
i burnt tip w&ihunger?” We remembered a picture of 
? ‘ manland in' the hunter age, chasing hares down the 
mourita^; O me nnserablef Yet sheep and oxen are but 
’ Imgef squmels, whose hides are saved and meat is 
s^ted, whose^ souls perchance are not so large in pro- 
' ' - portion to their bodies, 

' , ' “rlhcre should always be some flowering and maturing 
ihe fnuts of nature in the cookmg process. Some 
' simple ' dishes recommend themselves to our imagma- 
" ^ bons^^^ well "as, palates. In parched com, for instance, 
".there is a ruanifest sympathy between the bursting seed 
' Md^ Ae more perfect developments of vegetable life. 

' *s ? perfect flower with its petals, like the houstonia 
^ , or anemone. On my warm hearth these cerealian blos- 
’ , ej^anded; here is the bank whereon they grew. 

" > some such visible blessing would always attend 

- the suriple and wholesome repast. . . . 

V ' the afternoon, for we had lingered long on the 

' raised our sail for the first time, and for a 

s ort hour die southwest wind was our ally; but it did 
' Heaven to abet us long. With one sail raised 

' y^® slowly up the eastern side of the stream, steer- 

r." ^ rocfej^while, from the top of a hiU which 

me opposite bank,' some lumberers were rollmg 
' ‘ tiinber to be rafted do'^ the stream. We could see 

®^ ax^^^d levers gleaming in the sun, and the logs 
M V ^me'^down with a dust and a rumbling sound, which 
. . as reverbemted thrpu^ the woods beyond us on our 




r 


182 CONCORD AND MERRIMACK RIVERS 

side, Lke the roar of artillery. But Zephyr soon took us 
out of sight and hearing of this commerce Having 
passed Read's Ferry, and another island called McGaw’s 
Island, we reached some rapids called Moore’s Falls, 
and entered on “that section of the nver, nine miles in 
extent, converted, by law, mto the Union Canal, com- 
prehendmg m that space six distinct falls; at each of 
which, and at several intermediate places, work has been 
done ” After passing Moore’s Falls by means of locks, 
we agam had recourse to our oars, and went merrily on 
our way, dnvmg the small sandpiper from rock to rock 
before us, and sometimes rowmg near enough to a cot- 
tage on the bank, though they were few and far be- 
tween, to see the sunflowers, and the seed-vessels of the 
poppy, hke small goblets filled with die water of Lethe, 
before the door, but without disturbing the sluggish 
household behmd. Thus we held on, sailing or dipping 
our way along with die paddle up this broad river, 
smooth and placid, flowing over concealed rocks, where 
we could see the pickerel lying low m the transparent 
water, eager to double some distant cape, to make some 
great bend as in the life of man, and see what new per- 
spective would open, lookmg far into a new country, 
broad and serene, the cottages of setders seen afar for 
the first tame, yet with the moss of a century on their 
roofs, and the third or fourth generation in their shad- 
ows. Strange was it to consider how the sun and the 
summer, the buds of sprmg and the seared leaves of 
autumn, were related to these cabms along the shore; 
how all the rays whic,h paint the landscape radiate from 
them, and the flight of the crow and the gyrations of the 
hawk have reference to their roofs. Still the ever rich and 
fertile shores accompanied us, frmged with vmes and 
alive with small birds and Rising squirrels, the edge of 
some farmer s field or widow’s woodlot, or wilder, per- 
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chance, where the muskrat, the httle medicme of the 
nver, drags itself along stealthily over the alder leaves 
and mussel shells, and man and the memory of man are 
bamshed far. 

At length the unweaned, never-sinkmg shore, still 
holding on without break, with its cool copses and serene 
pasture-grounds, tempted us to disembark; and we ad- 
venturously landed on this remote coast, to survey it. 
Without the knowledge of any human inhabitant prob- 
ably to this day. But we stiU remember the gnarled and 
hospitable oaks which grew even there for our enter- 
tamment, and were no strangers to us, the lonely horse 
in his pasture, and the patient cows, whose path to the 
nver, so judiciously chosen to overcome the difficulties 
of the way, we followed, and disturbed then rumma- 
tions m the shade, and, above all, the cool, free aspect 
of the wild apple trees, generously proffenng their frmt 
to us, though still green and crude — ^the hard, round, 
glossy frmt, which, if not npe, still was not poison, but 
New Enghsh too, brought hither, its ancestors, by ours 
once. These gentler trees imparted a half-civilized and 
twihght aspect to the otherwise barbanan land Still 
farther on we scrambled up the rocky channel of a 
brook, which had long served nature for a slmce tliere, 
leapmg hke it from rock to rock, through tangled woods, 
at the bottom of a ravine, which grew darker and darker, 
and more and more hoarse the murmurs of the stream, 
until we reached the rums of a mill, where now the ivy 
grew, and the trout glanced through the crumbhng 
flume, and there we imagmed what had been the dreams 
and speculations of some early settler But the wanmg 
day compelled us to embark once more, and redeem this 
wasted tune with long and vigorous sweeps over the 
npplmg stream. 

It was still wild and sohtary, except that at intervals 
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of a mile or two the roof of a cottage might be seen over 
the bank. The region, as we read, was once famous for 
the manufacture of straw bonnets of the Leghorn land, 
of which it claims the mvenhon m these parts, and 
occasionally some industrious damsel tripped down to 
the water s edge, to put her straw a-soak, as it appeared, 
and stood awhile to watch the retreating voyageurs, 
and catch the fragment of a boat-song which we had 
made, wafted over the water. 

Thus, perchance, the Indian hunter. 

Many a lagging year agone, 

Ghding o’er thy rippling waters. 

Lowly hummed a natural song 

Now the sun’s behind the willows. 

Now he gleams along the waves, 

Famtly o’er the weaned billows 
Come tlie spmts of tlie braves. 

Just before sundown we reached some more falls in 
the town of Bedford, where some stone-masons were 
employed repamng the locks in a sohtary part of the 
nver They were mterested m our adventure, especially 
one young man of our own age, who mquired at first if 
we were bound up to “ ’Skeag,” and when he had heard 
our story, and exammed our outfit, asked us other ques- 
tions, but temperately still, and always turmng to his 
work agam, though as if it were become his duty. It was 
plam that he would like to go with us, and, as he looked 
up the nver, many a distant cape and wooded shore 
were reflected in his eye, as well as in his thoughts. 
When we were ready he left his work, and helped us 
through the locks with a sort of quiet enthusiasm, telhng 
us that we were at Coos Falls, and we could still distm- 
gmsh the strokes of his chisel for many sweeps after we 
had left him. 

We wished to camp this mght on a large rock m the 
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middle o£ the stream, ]ust above these falls, but the want 
of fuel, and the difficulty of fixmg our tent firmly, pre- 
vented us, so we made our bed on the mainland oppo- 
site, on the west bank, in the town of Bedford, m a 
retired place, as we supposed, tihere bemg no house in 
sight. 


THURSDAY 

I He trode the implanted forest floor, whereon 
The all-seemg sun for ages hath not shone. 

Where feeds the moose, and walks the surly bear. 
And up the tall mast runs the woodpecker. 


Where darkness found him he lay glad at mght; 
There the red mommg touched him with its hghu 


Go where he will, the wise man is at home, 

His hearth the earth, — ^his hall the azure dome, 

Where his clear spirit leads him, there’s his road, 

By God’s own hght lUummed and foreshowed 

Emerson. 

When we awoke this mommg, we heard the famt, 
dehberate, and ominous sound of ramdrops on our cot- 
ton roof. The ram had patted all mght, and now the 
whole country wept, the drops falhng m the nver, and 
on the alders, and m the pastures, and mstead of any 
bow in the heavens, there was the trill of the hair-bud 
all the mommg. The cheery faith of this httle bud 
atoned for the silence of the whole woodland chou be- 
side. When we first stepped abroad, a flock of sheep, led 
by theu rams, came mshing down a ravme m our rear. 
With heedless haste and unreserved fnskmg, as if un- 
observed by man, from some higher pasture where they 
had spent the mght, to taste the herbage by the river- 
side, but when theu leaders caught sight of our white 
tent through the imst, struck with sudden astomshment. 
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with their fore feet braced, they sustained the rushing 
torrent in their rear, and the whole flock stood stock-sbll, 
endeavoring to solve the mystery in their sheepish 
brains At length, concluding that it boded no mischief 
to them, they spread themselves out quietly over the 
field We learned afterward that we had pitched our 
tent on the very spot which a few summers before had 
been occupied by a party of Penobscots. We could see 
nsmg before us through the mist a dark comcal emi- 
nence called Hooksett Pinnacle, a landmark to boatmen, 
and also Uncannunuc Mountam, broad off on the west 
side of the nver 

This was the limit of our voyage, for a few hours more 
in the ram would have taken us to the last of the locks, 
and our boat was too heavy to be dragged around the 
long and numerous rapids which would occur On foot, 
however, we continued up along the bank, feeling our 
way with a stick tlirough the showery and foggy day, 
and climbing over the slippery logs m our path with as 
much pleasure and buoyancy as m bnghtest sunshme, 
scentmg the fragrance of the pines and the wet clay 
under our feet, and cheered by the tones of invisible 
waterfalls, with visions of toadstools, and wandenng 
frogs, and festoons of moss hangmg from the spruce 
trees, and thrushes flitfang silent under the leaves; 
our road still holding together through that wettest of 
weather, like faith, while we confidently followed its 
lead We managed to keep our thoughts dry, however, 
and only our clothes were wet It was altogether a 
cloudy and dnzzlmg day, with occasional bnghtenings 
m the mist, when the tnll of the tree sparrow seemed 
to be ushermg m simny hours. 

Nothing that naturally happens to man can hutt 
him, earthquakes and thunderstorms not excepted,” said 
a man of genius, who at this tim e hved a few miles 
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farther on our road. When compelled by a shower to 
take shelter under a tree, we may unprove that oppor- 
tumty for a more minute mspection of some of Nature’s 
works. I have stood imder a tree m the woods half a day 
at a tune, durmg a heavy ram m the summer, and yet 
employed myself happily and profitably there prymg 
vwth imcroscopic eye mto the crevices of the bark or the 
leaves of the fungi at my feet. "Riches are the attendants 
of the miser, and the heavens ram plenteously upon the 
mountams.” I can fancy that it would be a luxury to 
stand up to one’s chm m some retired swamp a whole 
summer day, scentmg the wild honeysuckle and bilberry 
blows, and lulled by the mmstrelsy of gnats and mos- 
qmtoesl A day passed m the society of those Greek 
sages, such as descnbed m the Banquet of Xenophon, 
would not be comparable with the dry wit of decayed 
cranberry vmes, and the fresh Atbc salt of the moss- 
beds Say twelve hours of gemal and famihar converse 
with the leopard frog, the sun to nse behmd alder and 
dogwood, and chmb buoyantly to his meridian of two 
hands’ breadth, and fin^y sink to rest behmd some 
bold western hummock. To hear the evemng chant of 
the mosqmto from a thousand green chapels, and the 
bittern begm to boom from some concealed fort like a 
sunset gunl Surely one may as profitably be soaked in 
the jmces of a swamp for one day as pick his way dry- 
shod over sand Cold and damp — are they not as nch 
experience as warmth and dryness? 

At present, the drops come tnckhng down the stub- 
ble while we he drenched on a bed of withered wild 
oats, by the side of a bushy hill, and the gathenng m 
of the clouds, with the last rush and dymg breath of the 
wmd, and then the regular dnppmg of twigs and leaves 
the country over, enhance the sense of inward comfort 
f and sociableness. The buds draw closer and are more 
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familiar under the thick fohage, seemingly composing 
new strains upon their roots agamst the sunshme. What 
were the amusements of the drawing-room and the 
library m comparison, if we had them here? . • . 

We now no longer sailed or floated on the river, but 
trod the unyieldmg land like pilgrims. Sadi tells who 
may travel, among others, "A common mechamc, who 
can earn a subsistence by the industry of his hand, and 
shall not have to stake his reputation for every morsel 
of bread, as philosophers have said.” He may travel who 
can subsist on the wild fruits and game of tie most cul- 
tivated country. A man may travel fast enough and earn 
Ins hvmg on the road. I have at tunes been apphed to, 
to do work when on a journey, to do tinkenng and re- 
pair clocks, when I had a knapsack on my back. A man 
once apphed to me to go mto a factory, statmg condi- 
tions and wages, observmg that I succeeded m shutting 
the wmdow of a railroad car m which we were travehng, 
when the other passengers had failed. 'Hast thou not 
heard of a Sufi, who was hammermg some nails mto the 
sole of his sandal, an officer of cavalry took him by the 
sleeve, saymg. Come along and shoe my horse.” Farmers 
have asked me to assist them m haying when I was pass- 
ing their fields. A man once apphed to me to mend his 
umbrella, taking me for an umbreUa-mender, because, 
bemg on a journey, I carried an umbrella m my hand 
while the sun shone. Another wished to buy a tm cup of 
me, observmg that I had one strapped to my belt, and 
a sauce-pan on my back The cheapest way to travel, 
and the way to travel the farthest m the shortest dis- 
tance, IS to go afoot, carrymg a dipper, a spoon, and a 
fish hne, some Indian meal, some s^t, and some sugar. 
When you come to a brook or a pond, you can catch fish 
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Far up in the country — for we would be faithful to 
our experience — in Thornton, perhaps, we met a soldier 
lad m the woods, going to muster in full regimentals, 
and holdmg the middle of the road; deep in the forest, 
with shouldered musket and mihtary step, and thoughts 
of war and glory aU to himself. It was a sore trial to the 
youth, tougher than many a battle, to get by us credit- 
ably and with soldier-hke beanng Poor mani He actu- 
ally shivered like a reed in his thm mihtary pants, and 
by the time we had got up with him, all the sternness 
that becomes the soldier had forsaken his face, and he 
skulked past as if he were dnvmg his father’s sheep 
under a swordproof helmet. It was too much for him to 
cany any eijtra armor then, who could not easily dispose 
of his natural arms. And for his legs, they were hke 
heavy artillery in boggy places, better to cut the traces 
and forsake them. His greaves chafed and wrestled one 
with another for want of other foes. But he did get by 
and get off with all his mumtions, and hved to fight an- 
other day, and I do not record this as casting any sus- 
picion on his honor and real bravery in the field. 

Wandenng on through notches which the streams 
had made, by the side and over the brows of hoar hills 
and mountams, across the stumpy, rocl^, forested, and 
bepastured country, we at length crossed on prostrate 
trees over the Amonoosuck, and breathed the free air 
of Unappropriated Land. Thus, m fair days as well as 
foul, we had traced up the nver to which our native 
stream is a tributary, until from Merrimack it became 
the Pemigewasset that leaped by our side, and when we 
had passed its fountainhead, the Wild Amonoosuck, 
whose puny channel was crossed at a stride, gmding us 
toward its distant source among die mountains, at 
length, without its gmdance, we were enabled to reach 
the summit Agiocochook. 
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those that sit standing, but I mean those to whom trav- 
ehng IS hfe for the legs, and death too, at last The 
traveler must be bom agam on the road, and earn a 
passport from the elements, the prmcipal powers that 
be for him He shall experience at last that old threat 
of his mother fulfilled, that he shall be skinned ahve. His 
sores shall gradually deepen themselves that they may 
heal mwardly, while he gives no rest to the sole of his 
foot, and at mght weanness must be his pillow, that so 
he may acquure experience agamst his ramy days. So 
was it with us. 

Sometimes we lodged at an mn in the woods, where 
trout-fishers from distant cities had arrived before us, 
and where, to our astomshment, the settlers dropped m 
at mghtfall to have a chat and hear the news, though 
there was but one road, and no other house was visihle 
— as if they had come out of the earth. There we some- 
times read old newspapers, who never before read new 
ones, and m the nisde of their leaves heard the dashing 
of the surf along the Atlantic shore, mstead of the sough 
of the wmd among the pmes. But then walking had 
given us an appetite even for the least palatable and 
nutritious food. . . . 

Suns rose and set and found us still on the dank forest 
path which meanders up the Pemigewasset, now more 
like an otter’s or a marten’s trail, or where a beaver had 
his trap, than where the wheels of travel raise 
a dust, where towns begm to serve as gores, only to hold 
the earth together. The wild pigeon sat secure above our 
heads, high on the dead limbs of naval pmes, reduced 
to a robm s size. The very yards of our hostelnes mclmed 
upon ^e skirts of mountains, and, as we passed, we 
looked up at a steep angle at the stems of maples wavmg 
in the clouds. 
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Far up in tie country — ^for we would be faitMul to 
our experience — ^in Thornton, perhaps, we met a soldier 
lad m the woods, going to muster in full regimentals, 
and holdmg the middle of the road, deep in the forest, 
with shouldered musket and military step, and thoughts 
of war and glory all to himself. It was a sore trial to the 
youth, tougher than many a battle, to get by us credit- 
ably and with soldier-like bearing. Poor mani He actu- 
ally shivered like a reed m his thin mihtary pants, and 
by the time we had got up wth him, all the sternness 
that becomes the soldier had forsaken his face, and he 
skulked past as if he were drivmg his father^s sheep 
under a swordproof helmet. It was too much for him to 
carry any eiftra armor then, who could not easily dispose 
of his natural arms. And for his legs, they were hke 
heavy artillery in boggy places, better to cut the traces 
and forsake them. His greaves chafed and wresded one 
with another for want of other foes. But he did get by 
and get off with all his munitions, and hved to fight an- 
other day; and I do not record this as casting any sus- 
picion on his honor and real bravery in the field. 

Wandering on through notches which the streams 
had made, by the side and over the brows of hoar hills 
and mountams, across the stumpy, rocl<y, forested, and 
bepastured country, we at length crossed on prostrate 
trees over the Amonoosuck, and breathed the free air 
of Unappropnated Land. Thus, in fair days as well as 
foul, we had traced up the nver to which our native 
stream is a tributary, until from Merrimack it became 
the Pemigewasset that leaped by our side, and when we 
had passed its fountainhead, the Wild Amonoosuck, 
whose puny channel was crossed at a stride, gmding us 
toward its distant source among the mountams, at 
length, without its guidance, we were enabled to reach 
the summit Agiocochook. 
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Sweet day, so cool, so calm, so bnght. 

The bndal of tlie earth and sky. 

The dew shall weep thy fall tonight, 

For thou must die. 

Herbert. 

When we returned to Hooksett, a week afterward, the 
melon man, m whose com-bam we had hung our tent 
and buffaloes and other thmgs to dry, was already pick- 
ing his hops, with many women and children to help 
him. We bought one watermelon, the largest in his 
patch, to cany with us for ballast. It was Nathan’s, 
which he might sell if he wished, havmg been conveyed 
to him m the green state, and owned daily by his eyes. 
After due consultation with ‘‘Father,” the bargain was 
concluded — ^we to buy it at a venture on the vine, green 
or npe, our nsk, and pay “what the gentleman pleased.” 
It proved to be npe, for we had had honest experience 
in selectmg this fimt. 

Fmdmg our boat safe in its harbor, under Uncan- 
nunuc Mountain, with a fair wind and the current in 
our favor, we commenced our return voyage at noon, 
sittmg at our ease and conversmg, or in silence watch- 
mg for the last trace of each reach m the nver as a bend 
concealed it from our view. As the season was further 
advanced, the wmd now blew steadily from the north, 
and with our sail set we could occasionally he on our 
oars Without loss of time. The lumbermen throwmg 
down wood from the top of the high bank, thirty or 
orty feet above the water, that it might be sent down- 
^eam, paused m their work to watch our retreatmg sail. 

y this time, mdeed, we were well known to the boat- 
men, and were hailed as the Revenue Cutter of the 
stream. As we sailed rapidly down the nver, shut m be- 
tween two mounds of earth, the sounds of this timber 
ro e own the bank enhanced the silence and vastness 
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of the noon, and we fancied that only the primeval 
echoes were awakened. The vision of a distant scow just 
heavmg m sight round a headland also mcreased by con- 
trast the sohtude. 

Through the dm and desultoriness of noon, even in 
the most Oriental city, is seen the fresh and prumtive 
and savage nature, m which Scythians and Ethiopians 
and Indians dwell What is echo, what are hght and 
shade, day and night, ocean and stars, earthquake and 
echpse, there? The works of man are everywhere swal- 
lowed up m the unmensity of nature. The Aegean Sea 
is but L^e Huron stiU to the Indian. Also there is all the 
refinement of civdized hfe in the woods under a sylvan 
garb. The wildest scenes have an air of doifiesticity and 
homehness even to the citizen, and when the flicker’s 
cackle is heard in the clearmg, he is reminded that civi- 
lization has wrought but httle change there. Science is 
welcome to the deepest recesses of die forest, for there 
too nature obeys the same old civil laws. The htde red 
bug on the stump of a pine — for it the wmd shifts and 
the sun breaks through the clouds. In the wildest nature, 
there is not only the material of the most cultivated hfe, 
and a sort of anticipation of the last result, but a greater 
refinement already than is ever attamed by man. There 
is papyrus by the riverside, and rushes for hght, and the 
goose only flies overhead, ages before the studious are 
bom or letters mvented, and that hterature which the 
former suggest, and even from the first have mdely 
served, it may be man does not yet use them to express. 
Nature is prepared to welcome mto her scenery the 
finest work of human art, for she is herself an art so 
cunnmg that the artist never appears m his work. 

Art is not tame, and Nature is not wild, m the ordi- 
nary sense A perfect work of man’s art would also be 
wild or natural m a good sense. Man tames Nature only 
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that he may at last make her more free even than he 
found her, though he may never yet have succeeded. 

With this propitious breeze, and the help of our oars, 
we soon reached the Falls of Amoskeag, and the mouth 
of the Piscataquoag, and recognized, as we swept rap- 
idly by, many a fair bank and islet on which our eyes 
had rested in the upward passage Our boat was like 
that which Chaucer describes m his Dream, in which 
the kmght took his departure from the island, — 

*‘To ]oumey for his mamage. 

And retume with such an host. 

That wedded might be least and most . . . 

Which barge was as a man’s thought. 

After his peasure to him brought, 

The queene herselfe accustomed aye 
In the same barge to play, 

It needeth neither mast ne rother, 

I have not heard of such anotlier. 

No maister for the govemaimce, 

Hie sayled by thought and pleasaunce. 

Without labour, east and west, 

AUe was one, calme or tempest ” 

So we sailed this afternoon, thinking of fhe saying of 
Pythagoras, though we had no pecuhar right to remem- 
ber it, “It is beautiful when prospenty is present with 
intellect, and when saihng as it Were vmth a prosperous 
wmd, actions are performed looking to virtue, just as a 
pilot looks to the motions of the stars ” AU the world 
reposes m beauty to him who preserves eqmpoise in bis 
life, and moves serenely on his path without secret vio- 
lence, as he who sails down a stream, he has only to 
steer, keepmg his bark m the middle, and carry it round 
the falls The npples curled away m our wake, hke rmg- 
lets from the head of a child, while we steadily held on 
our course, and under the bows we watched 
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“The swa^ng soft. 

Made by the delicate wave parted in fron^ 

As through the gentle element we move 
Like shadows ghdmg through untroubled realms ” 

The forms of beauty fall naturally around the path of 
him who IS m the performance of his proper work, as 
the curled shavings drop from the plane, and bormgs 
cluster around the auger. Undulation is the gentlest and 
most ideal of motions, produced by one flmd fallmg on 
another. Ripplmg is a more graceful flight. From a hill- 
top you may detect m it the wmgs of birds endlessly 
repeated The two wavmg hnes which represent the 
flight of birds appear to have been copied from the 
npple. 

The trees made an admirable fence to the landscape, 
skirtmg the horizon on every side. The smgle trees and 
the groves left standmg on the mterval appeared natu- 
rally disposed, though die farmer had consulted only his 
convemence, for he too falls into the scheme of Nature. 
Art can never match the luxury and superflmty of Na- 
ture In the former all is seen, it cannot afford concealed 
wealth, and is mggardly m companson, but Nature, 
even when she is scant and thin outwardly, satisfies us 
shll by the assurance of a certain generosity at the roots. 
In swamps, where there is only here and there an ever- 
green tree amid the quakmg moss and cranberry beds, 
the bareness does not suggest poverty. The smgle spruce, 
which I had hardly noticed m gardens, attracts me m 
such places, and now first I understand why men try to 
make them grow about their houses. But diough there 
may be very perfect specimens m front-yard plots, their 
beauty is for the most part meffectual there, for there is 
no such assurance of kindred wealth beneath and around 
them, to make them show to advantage As we have 
said. Nature is a greater and more perfect art, the art of 
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God, though, referred to herself, she is genius; and there 
IS a similanty between her operations and man’s art even 
iR the details and trifles. When the overhanging pine 
drops into the water, by the sun and water, and the 
Wind rubbing it against the shore, its boughs are worn 
mto fantastic shapes, and white and smooth, as if turned 
in a lathe. Man’s art has wisely imitated those forms mto 
which all matter is most mclmed to run, as fohage and 
fnut. A hammock swung m a grove assumes the exact 
form of a canoe, broader or narrower, and' higher or 
lower at the ends, as more or fewer persons are m ih 
and it rolls m the air with the motion of the body, like 
a canoe m the water. Our art leaves its shavings and its 
dust about, her art exhibits itself even in the shavings 
and the dust which we make She has perfected herself 
by an eternity of practice. The world is well kept; no 
rubbish accumulates, the morning air is clear even at 
this day, and no dust has settled on the grass. Behold 
how the evening now steals over the fields, the shad- 
ows of the trees creeping farther and farther mto the 
meadow, and ere long the stars will come to bathe in 
these retired waters. Her undertakings are secure and 
never fail. If I were awakened from a deep sleep, I 
should know which side of the mendian the sun might 
be by the aspect of nature, and by the chirp of the 
crickets, and yet no painter can pamt this difference. 
The landscape contams a thousand dials which mdicate 
the natural divisions of tune, the shadows of a thousand 
styles point to the hour. 

* 

*‘Not only o’er the dial's face 

This silent phantom day by day, 

With slow, unseen, unceasing pace 

Steals moments, months, and years away; 

From hoary rock and aged tree, 

From proud Palmyra^ mouldering walls. 
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From Tenenffe, towenng o’er liie sea. 

From every blade of grass it falls." 

It is almost the only game which the trees play at, this 
tit-for-tat, now this side m the sun, now that, the drama 
of the day. In deep ravmes under the eastern sides of 
chffs. Night forwardly plants her foot even at noonday, 
and as Day retreats she steps into his trenches, skulking 
from tree to tree, from fence to fence, imtil at last she 
sits in her citadel and draws out her forces mto the 
plam. It may be that the forenoon is bnghter than the 
afternoon, not only because of the greater transparency 
of its atmosphere, but because we naturally look most 
into the west, as forward mto the day, and so m the fore- 
noon see the sunny side of things, but in the afternoon 
die shadow of every tree. 

The afternoon is now far advanced, and a fresh and 
leisurely wmd is blowmg over the river, makmg long 
reaches of bright npples. The nver has done its stint, 
and appears not to flow,, but he at its length reflectmg 
the Hght, and the haze over the woods is hke the man- 
dible pantmg, or rather the gentle perspuation of rest- 
ing nature, nsmg from a myriad of pores mto the attenu- 
ated atmosphere. 

\ 

On the thirty-first day of March, one hundred and 
forty-two years before this, probably about this time m 
the afternoon, there were hurriedly paddhng down this 
part of the nver, between the pme woods which then 
frmged these banks, two white women and a boy, who 
had left an island at the mouth of the Contoocook be- 
fore daybreak. They were shghtly clad for the season, 
m the Enghsh fashion, and handled then paddles un- 
slaUfuIly, but with nervous energy and determination, 
and at the bottom of their canoe lay the still bleedmg 
scalps of ten of the aborigmes. They were Hannah 
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Dustan, and her nurse, Mary NeflF, both of Haverhill, 
eighteen miles from the mouth of this river, and an Eng- 
hsh boy, named Samuel Lennardson, escapmg from 
captivity among the Indians. On the 15th of March 
previous, Hannah Dustan had been compelled to rise 
from childbed, and half dressed, with one foot bare, ac- 
companied by her nurse, commence an uncertam march, 
in still mclement weather, through the snow and the 
wilderness. She had seen her seven elder children flee 
with their father, but knew not of their fate. She had 
seen her infant s brams dashed out agamst an apple tree, 
and had left her own and her neighbors^ dwelhngs in 
ashes. When she reached the wigwam of her captor. 
Situated on an island m the Merrimack, more than 
twenty miles above where we now are, she had been 
told that she and her nurse were soon to be taken to a 
distant Indian settlement, and there made to run the 
gauntlet naked. The family of this Indian consisted of 
two men, three women, and seven children, besides an 
English boy, whom she found a pnsoner among them. 
Havmg detenmned to attempt her escape, she mstructed 
the boy to mqmre of one of the men, how he should 
dispatch an enemy in the qmckest manner, and take his 
scalp. Strike em there,” said he, placmg his finger on 
his temple, and he also showed him how to take oflF the 
scalp. On the mormng of the 31st she arose before day- 
break, and awoke her nurse and the boy, and takmg the 
Indians tomahawks, they lolled them all m their sleep, 
exceptmg one favorite boy, and one squaw who fled 
wounded with him to the woods. The English boy strjjck 
the Indian who had given him the information, on the 
temple, as he had been directed. They then collected all 
the provision they could find, and took their master’s 
tomahawk and gun, and scutthng all the canoes but one, 
commenced their flight to Haverhill, distant about sixty 
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miles by tbe river. But after having proceeded a short 
distance, feanng that her story would not be beheved 
if she should escape to tell it, they returned to tlie silent 
wigwam, and taking oflF the scalps of the dead, put them 
mto a bag as proofs of what tliey had done, and then, 
retracmg their steps to the shore m die twihght, recom- 
menced their voyage. » 

Early this morning this deed was performed, and 
now, perchance, diese tired women and this boy, their 
clothes stained with blood, and their minds racked "with 
alternate resolution and fear, are raakmg a hasty meal 
of parched com and moose-meat, wlule their canoe 
ghdes imder these pine roots whose stumps are stiU 
standing on the bank. They are thmkmg of the dead 
whom they have left behind on that solitary isle far up 
the stream, and of the relendess hvmg wamors who are 
m pursmt. Every withered leaf which the winter has left 
seems to know their story, and in its rasding to re- 
peat it and betray them. An Indian lurks behind every 
rock and pme, and their nerves cannot bear the tapping 
of a woodpecker. Or they forget their own dangers and 
their deeds in conjectunng the fate of their kindred, and 
whether, if they escape the Indians, they shall find the 
former stiH ahve. They do not stop to cook their meals 
upon the bank, nor land, except to carry their canoe 
about the falls The stolen birch forgets its master and 
does them good service, and the swollen current bears 
them swiftly along with httle need of the paddle, except 
to steer and keep them warm by exercise. For ice is float- 
ing m the nver; the spring is opemng, the muskrat and 
the beaver are driven out of Aeir holes by the flood, 
deer gaze at them from the bank, a few faint-smgmg 
forest birds, perchance, fly across the nver to the north- 
ernmost shore; the fishhawk sails and screams overhead, 
and geese fly over with a starthng clangor, but they do 
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not observe these things, or they speedily forget them. 
They do not snule or chat all day- Sometimes they pass 
an Indian grave surrounded by its palmg on the bank, 
or the frame of a wigwam, with a few coals left behmd, 
or the withered stalks still rustlmg in the Indian s soli- 
tary com field on the interval. The birch stopped of its 
bark, or the charred stump where a tree has been burned 
down to be made mto a canoe — ^these are the only traces 
of man, a fabulous wild man to us. On either side, the 
pnmeval forest stretches away unmterrupted to Canada, 
or to the “South Sea”; to the white man a drear and 
howimg wilderness, but to the Indian a home, adapted 
to his nature, and cheerful as the snnle of the Great 
Spirit 

While we loiter here this autumn evening, looking 
for a spot retued enough, where we shall qmetly rest 
tomghh they thus, in diat chilly March evemng, one 
hundred and forty-two years before us, with wind and 
current favoring, have already ghded out of sight, not 
to camp, as we shall, at mght, but while two sleep, one 
will manage the canoe, and the swift stream bear them 
onward to the settlements, it may be, even to old John 
LovewelTs house on Salmon Brook tomght. 

Accordmg to the histonan, they escaped as by a. 
miracle all rovmg bands of Indians, and reached their 
homes m safety, with their trophies, for which the Gen- 
eral Court paid them fifty pounds. The family of Hannah 
Dustan all assembled ahve once more, except the infant 
whose brains were dashed out agamst the apple tree, 
and there have been many who in later time have lived 
to say that they have eaten of the fruit of that apple 
tree. . . , 

Thus we “sayled by thought and pleasaunce,” as 
Chaucer says, and all thmgs seemed with us to flow, the 
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shore itself and the distant cliffs were dissolved by the 
undiluted air. The hardest matenal seemed to obey 
the same law with the most fluid, and so mdeed in the 
long run it does Trees were but nvers of sap and woody 
fiber, flowing from the atmosphere, and emptymg mte 
the earth by their trunks, as their roots flowed upward 
to the surface. And m the heavens there were nvers of 
stars, and miU^ W'ays, already begmmng to gleam and 
npple over our heads. There were nvers of rock on the 
surface of the earth, and nvers of ore m its bowels, and 
our thoughts flowed and circulated, and this portion of 
tune was but the cunent hour. Let us wander where we 
will, the umverse is built round about us, and we are 
central still. If we look mto the heavens they are con- 
cave, and if we were to look into a gulf as bottomless, it 
would be concave also. The sl^ is curved downward to 
the earth m the horizon, because we stand on the plam. 
I draw down its skirts. The stars so low there seem loath 
to depart, but by a circuitous path to be remembenng 
me, and returmng on their steps. 

We had aheady passed by broad dayhght the scene 
of our encampment at Coos Falls, and at length we 
pitched our camp on the west bank, m the northern part 
of Merrimack, nearly opposite to the large island on. 
which we had spent the noon in our way up the nver. 

There we went to bed that summer evening, on a 
slopmg shelf m the bank, a couple of rods from our boat, 
which was drawn up on the sand, and just behmd a thm 
frmge of oaks which bordered the nver, without havmg 
disturbed any inhabitants but the spiders in the grass, 
which came out by the hght of our lamp, and crawled 
over our buffaloes. When we looked out from under the 
tent, the trees were seen dimly through the mist, and a 
cool dew hung upon the grass, which seemed to rejoice 
m the mght, and with the damp air we inhaled a solid 
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fragrance. Having eaten our supper of hot cocoa and 
bread and v^^atermelon, we soon grew weary of convers- 
ing, and wilting in our journals, and putting out the 
lantern which hung from tlie tentpole, fell asleep. 

Unfortunately, many things have been omitted which 
should have been recorded in our journal, for though we 
made it a rule to set down all our expenences therein, 
yet such a resolution is very hard to keep, for tlie im- 
portant experience rarely allows us to remember such 
obhgations, and so indifferent things get recorded, while 
that IS frequently neglected It is not easy to write m a 
j'oumal what mterests us at any time, because to wnte 
it IS not what mterests us. 

Whenever we awoke m the night, still eking out our 
dreams wath half-awakened thoughts, it was not till 
after an mterval, when the wmd breathed harder than 
usual, flapping the curtams of the tent, and causing its 
cords to vibrate, that we remembered that we lay on the 
bank of the Merrimack, and not in our chamber at home. 
With our heads so low in the grass, we heard the river 
whirlmg and sucking, and lapsing downward, kissing 
the shore as it went, sometimes npphng louder than 
usual, and agam its mighty current making only a shght 
limpid, tnckhng sound, as if our water-pail had sprung 
a leak, and the water were flowing into the grass by our 
side. The wand, rustlmg the oaks and hazels, impressed 
us like a wakeful and inconsiderate person up at mid- 
mght, moving about, and putting thmgs to rights, occa- 
sionally sbrnng up whole drawers full of leaves at a 
puff There seemed to be a great haste and prepara- 
tion throughout Nature, as for a distingmshed visitor, all 
her aisles had to be swept m the mght by a thousand 
handmaidens, and a thousand pots to be boiled for the 
next day’s feastmg — such a wluspenng bustle, as if ten 
thousand fames made their fingers fly, silently sewang at 
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tte new carpet with which the earth was to be clothed, 
and the new drapery which was to adorn the trees. And 
then the wind would lull and die away, and we hke it 
fell asleep again. 


FRIDAY 

The Boteman strayt 

Held on his course with stayed stedfastnesse, 

Ne ever shroncke, ne ever sought to bayt 
His tryed armes for toylesome weannesse, 

But with his oares did sweepe the watry wildemesse 

Spenser. 

Summer’s robe grows 
Dusky, and hke an oft-dyed garment snows 

Donne. 

As we lay awake long before daybreak, hstening to 
the npphng of the river and the rusthng of the leaves, 
in suspense whether the wind blew up or down the 
stream, was favorable or unfavorable to our voyage, 
we already suspected that there was a change in the 
weather, from a freshness as of autumn m these sounds. 
The wmd m the woods sounded hke an incessant water- 
fall dashmg and roarmg amid rocks, and we even felt 
encouraged by the unusual activity of the element. He 
who hears the npphng of nvers m these degenerate days 
Will not utterly despair. That mght was the turmng- 
pomt in the season. We had gone to bed m summer, and 
we awoke m autumn, for summer passes into autumn in 
some unimagmable pomt of time, hke the tummg of a 
leaf. 

We found our boat in the dawn just as we had left 
it, and as if waitmg for us, there on the shore, m au- 
tumn, all cool and dnppmg with dew, and our tracks 
sfall fresh m the wet sand around it, the fames all gone 
or concealed. Before five o’clock we pushed it mto the 
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fog, and, leaping in, at one shove were out of sight of 
the shores, and began to s\%cep dov.wvard %viUi tlie 
rushing nvor, keeping a sharp lookout for rocks. We 
could see only the yellow gurgling water, and a solid 
bank of fog on every side, forming a small yard around 
us. We soon passed tlie mouth of Uie Souhegan, and 
the village of Merrimack, and as the mist gradually 
rolled away, and we were relieved from tlic trouble of 
watclimg for rocks, we saw by tlie flitting clouds, by the 
first russet bnge on tlic hills, by the rushing nver, the 
cottages on shore, and the shore itself, so coolly fresh 
and shimng v'lth dew, and later in the day, by the hue 
of the grapevine, tlie goldfinch on the willow, the flickers 
flying m flocks, and when we passed near enough to the 
shore, as we fancied, by the faces of men, that tlie fall 
had commenced The cottages looked more snug and 
comfortable, and their inhabitants were seen only for a 
moment, and then went quietly in and shut the door, 
retreatmg mward to the haunts of summer. 

"And now the cold autumnal dews are seen 
To cobweb ev’ry green, 

And by the low-shom rowens doth appear 
The fast-declining year.” 

We heard the sigh of the first autumnal \vind, and 
even the water had acquired a grayer hue. The sumach, 
grape, and maple were already changed, and the milk- 
weed had turned to a deep, rich yellow. In all woods the 
leaves were fast ripenmg for their fall; for their full 
veins and hvely gloss mark the ripe leaf and not the 
sered one of the poets, and we knew that the maples, 
stnpped of their leaves among the earhest, would soon 
stand like a wreath of smoke along the edge of the 
meadow. Already the cattle were heard to low wildly in 
the pastures and along the highways, restlessly runmng 
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to and fro, as if in apprehension of the withering of the 
grass and of the approach of winter. Our thoughts, too, 
began to rustle. 

As I pass along the streets of our village of Concord 
on the day of our annual Cattle Show, when it usually 
happens that the leaves of the ehns and buttonwoods 
begin first to strew the ground under the breath of the 
October wind, the hvely spirits m their sap seem to 
mount as high as any plowboy’s let loose that day, and 
they lead my thoughts away to the rusthng woods, 
where the trees are preparmg for then winter campaign. 
This autumnal festival, when men are gathered in 
crowds m the streets as regularly and by as natural a 
law as the leaves cluster and rustle by the wayside, is 
naturally assoaated m my mmd with the fall of the year. 
The low of cattle in the streets sounds like a hoarse 
symphony or running bass to the rusthng of the leaves. 
The wmd goes hurrying down the country, gleanmg 
every loose straw that is left m the fields, while every 
farmer lad too appears to scud before it — havmg donned 
his best peajacket and pepper-and-salt waistcoat, his un- 
bent trousers, outstandmg nggmg of duck or kerseymere 
or corduroy, and his furry hat withal — ^to country fairs 
and cattle shows, to that Rome among ihe villages where 
the treasures of the year are gathered. All the land over 
they go leapmg the fences with their tough, idle palms, 
which have never learned to hang by then sides, amid 
the low of calves and the bleatmg of sheep — ^Amos, 
Abner, Elnathan, Elbndge — 

“From steep pine-beanng mountains to the plain.” 

I love these sons of earth, every mother's son of them. 
With then great hearty hearts rushmg tumultuously m 
herds from spectacle to spectacle, as if fearful lest there 
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should not be time between sun and sun to see them 
all, and the sun does not wait more than m haying-Ume. 

^‘Wise Nature’s darlings, they live in the world 
Perplexing not tliembclves how it is hurled ” 

Running hither and thither witli appetite for the coarse 
pastimes of tlie day, now with boisterous speed at tlie 
heels of the inspired Negro from whose larynx the melo- 
dies of all Congo and Guinea Coast have broke loose 
mto our streets, now to see the procession of a hundred 
yoke of oxen, all as august and grave as Osins, or the 
droves of neat cattle and milch cows as unspotted as Isis 
or lo. Such as had no love for Nature 

"at all. 

Came lovers home from this great fesUvaL" 

They may bring their fattest cattle and richest fruits to 
the fair, but they are all echpsed by the show of men. 
These are stirnng autumn days, when men sweep by in 
crowds, amid the rustle of leaves hke migrating finches, 
this is the true harvest of the year, when the air is but 
the breath of men, and the rusthng of leaves is as the 
tramplmg of the crowd. We read nowadays of the an- 
cient festivals, games, and processions of the Greeks and 
Etruscans with a httle increduhty, or at least with httle 
sympathy, but how natural and irrepressible in every 
people is some hearty and palpable greeting of Naturel 
The Corybantes, the Bacchantes, the rude primitive 
tragedians with their procession and goat-song, and the 
whole paraphemaha of the Panathenaea, which appear 
so antiquated and pecuhar, have their parallel now The 
husbandman is always a better Greek than the scholar 
IS prepared to appreciate, and the old custom still sur- 
vives, while antiquarians and scholars grow gray in com- 
memoratmg it. The farmers crowd to the fair today m 
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obedience to the same ancient law, which Solon or 
Lycurgus did not enact, as naturally as bees swarm and 
foUow their queen. 

It IS worth the while to see the country’s people, how 
they pour mto the town, the sober farmer folk, now all 
agog, their very shirt and coat collars pointmg forward 
—collars so broad as if they had put their shirts on 
wrong end upward, for the fashions always tend to 
superflmty — and with an unusual spnngmess m their 
gait, jabbermg earnestly to one another. The more sup- 
ple vagabond, too, is sure to appear on the least rumor 
of such a gathermg, and the next day to disappear, and 
go mto his hole hke the seventeen-year locust, m an ever- 
shabby coat, though finer than the farmer’s best, yet 
never dressed, come to see the sport, and have a hand 
in what is going — to know "what’s the row,” if there is 
any, to be where some men are drunk, some horses race, 
some cockerels fight, anxious to be shakmg props under 
a table and above all to see the “stripejd pig.” He espe- 
cially IS the creature of the occasion He empties both 
his pockets and his character mto the stream, and swims 
in such a day He dearly loves the social slush. There is 
no reserve of soberness in him, 

I love to see the herd of men feedmg heartily on 
coarse and succulent pleasures, as cattle on the husks 
and stalks of vegetables. Though there are many crooked 
and crabbed specimens of humanity among them, run 
all to thorn and rmd, and crowded out of shape by ad- 
verse circumstances, like the third chestnut m the bur, 
so that you wonder to see some heads wear a whole hat, 
yet fear not that the race will fail or waver in them, like 
the crabs which grow m hedges, they furnish the stocks 
of sweet and thrifty fnuts still Thus is nature recrmted 
from age to age, while the fair and palatable varieties 
di^out, and have their period. This is that mankmd. 
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How cheap must be the matenal of which so many men 
are madel 

The wmd blew steadily down the stream, so that we 
kept our sails set, and lost not a moment of the forenoon 
by delays, but from early mormng until noon were con- 
tinually droppmg downward. With our hands on the 
steenng-paddle, which was thrust deep into the river, or 
bending to the oar, which mdeed we rarely relinquished, 
we felt each palpitation m the vems of our steed, and 
each impulse of the wmgs which drew us above. The 
current of our thoughts made as sudden bends as the 
river, which was continually opemng new prospects to 
the east or south, but we are aware that nvers flow most 
rapidly and shallowest at these pomts. The steadfast 
shores never once turned aside for us, but still trended 
as they were made; why then should we always turn 
aside for them? . . . 

Wlule we sailed fleetly before the wmd, with the 
river gurghng under our stem, the thoughts of autumn 
coursed as steadily through our mmds, and we observed 
less what was passmg on the shore than the dateless 
associafaons and impressions which the season awak- 
ened, anticipatmg m some measure the progress of the 
year. 

I hearing get, who had but ears, 

And sight, who had but eyes before, 

X moments live, who hved but years. 

And truth discern, who knew but learning’s lore. 

Sitting uatli our faces now up-stream, we studied the 
landscape by degrees, as one unrolls a map — ^rock, tree, 
house, hill, and meadow assuming new and varying 
posibons as wind and water shifted the scene, and there 
vas variety enough for our entert ainm ent m the meta- 
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morplioses of the simplest objects. Viewedfrom tihis side 
the scenery appeared new to us. 

The most famihar sheet of water, viewed from a new 
hilltop, yields a novel and uneiqiected pleasure. When 
we have traveled a few miles, we do not recognize the 
profiles even of the hills which overlook oiu native vil- 
lage, and perhaps no man is quite famihar with the hori- 
zon as seen from the hill nearest to his house, and can 
recall its outlme distmctly when in the valley. We do not 
commonly know, beyond a short distance, which way 
the hiUs range which take in our houses and farms in 
their sweep. As if our birth had at first sundered things, 
and we had been thrust up through into nature like a 
wedge, and not till the woimd heals and the scar dis- 
appears do we begm to discover where we are, and that 
nature is one and continuous everywhere. It is an im- 
portant epoch when a man who has always hved on the 
east side of a mountain, and seen it in the west, travels 
round and sees it m the east. Yet the universe is a sphere 
whose center is wherever there is mtelhgence. The sun 
is not so central as a man. Upon an isolated hdltop, m an 
open country, we seem to ourselves to be Standmg on 
the boss of an immense shield, the immediate landscape 
bemg apparently depressed below the more remote, and 
nsmg gradually to the horizon, which is the nm of the 
shield — villas, steeples, forests, mountams, one above 
another, till they are swallowed up in the heavens. The 
most distant mountains m the horizon appear to nse di- 
rectly from the shore of that lake in the woods by which 
we chance to be standmg, while from the mountam-top, 
not only this, but a thousand nearer and larger lakes are 
equally unobserved. 

Seen through this dear atmosphere, the works of the 
farmer, his plowmg and reapmg, had a beauty to our 
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eyes which he never saw. How fortunate were we who 
did not own an acre of these shores, who had not re- 
nounced our title to the wholel One who knew how to 
appropnate the true value of this world would be the 
poorest man m it. The poor rich mani all he has is what 
he has bought. 'What I see is mine. I am a large owner 
in the Mefrimack mtervals. 

Men dig and dive but cannot my wealth spend. 

Who yet no partial store appropnate, 

"Who no armed ship mto the Indies send. 

To rob me of my onent estate. 

He is the rich man, and enjoys the frmts of riches, who 
summer and wmter forever can find dehght m his own 
thoughts. Buy a farm! What have I to pay for a farm 
which a farmer "will take? 

When I visit agam some haunt of my youth, I am 
glad to find that nature wears so well. The landscape 
IS mdeed somethmg real, and sohd, and smcere, and I 
have not put my foot through it yet. There is a pleasant 
tract on the bank of the Concord, called Conantum, 
which I have in my mind — ^the old deserted farmhouse, 
the desolate pasture with its bleak cliff, the open wood, 
the nver-reach, the green meadow in the nudst, and 
die moss-grown wild-apple orchard — ^places where one 
may have many thoughts and not decide anythmg. It 
is a scene which I can not only remember, as I might 
a vision, but when I will can bodily revisit, and find it 
even so, imaccountable, yet unpretending m its pleasant 
dreariness. When my thoughts are sensible of change, 
I love to see and sit on rocl« which I have known, and 
pry into their moss, and see imchangeableness so estab- 
hshed. I not yet gray on rocks forever gray, I no longer 
green under the evergreens. There is something even 
m the lapse of time by which time recovers itself. 

As we have said, it proved a cool as well as breezy 
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day, and by the time' we reached Pemchook Brook we 
were obhged to sit muffled m our cloaks, while the wind 
and current earned us along We bounded swiftly over 
the npphng surface, far by many cultivated lands and 
the ends of fences which divided mnumerable farms, 
with hardly a thought for the various hves which they 
separated, now by long rows of alders or groves of pines 
or oaks, and now by some homestead where the women 
and children stood outside to gaze at us, till we had 
swept out of their sight, and beyond the hmit of their 
longest Saturday ramble We ghded past the mouth of 
the Nashua, and not long after, of Salmon Brook, with- 
out more pause than the wmd. 

Salmon Brook, 

Pemchook, 

Ye sweet waters of my bram, 

When shall I look. 

Or cast the hook, 

In your waves agam? 

Silver eels. 

Wooden creels. 

These the baits that stiU allure. 

And dragon-fly 
That floated by. 

May they still endure? 

The shadows chased one another swiftly over wood 
and meadow, and their alternation harmomzed with our 
mood. We could distmgmsh the clouds which cast each 
one, though never so high m the heavens When a 
shadow flits across the landscape of the soul where is the 
substance? Probably, if we were wise enough, we should 
see to what virtue we are mdebted for any happier mo- 
ment we enjoy No doubt we have earned it at some 
time, for the gifts of Heaven are never qmte gratmtous. 
The constant abrasion and decay of our hves makes the 
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soil of our future growth. The wood which we now 
mature, when it becomes virgin mould, determmes the 
character of our second growth, whether that be oahs or 
pines. Every man casts a shadow, not his body only, but 
his imperfectly mmgled spirit This is his gnef. Let him 
turn which way he will, it falls opposite to the sun; 
short at noon, long at eve. Did you never see it? Buh 
referred to the sun, it is widest at its base, which is no 
greater than his own capacity The divme hght is dif- 
fused almost entirely around us, and by means of the 
refraction of light, or else by a certain self-luminousness, 
or, as some will have it, transparency, if we preserve 
ourselves untarnished, we are able to enhghten our 
shaded side. At any rate, our darkest gnef has that 
bronze color of the moon eclipsed. There is no ill which 
may not be dissipated, like the dark, if you let in a 
stronger hght upon it. Shadows, referred to the source 
of hght, are pyramids whoso bases are never greater 
than those of the substances which cast them, but hght 
is a sphencal congenes of pyramids, whose very apexes 
are the sun itself, and hence the system shines with un- 
interrupted hght. But if the hght we use is but a paltry 
and narrow taper, most objects wiU cast a shadow wider 
than themselves 

The places where we had stopped or spent the mght 
in our way up the nver had already acquired a shght 
historical interest for us, for many upward days’ voy- 
aging were unraveled in this rapid downward passage. 
When one landed to stretch his limbs by walkmg, he 
soon found himself falhng behmd his compamon, and 
was obhged to take advantage of the curves, and ford 
the brooks and ravmes m haste, to recover his ground. 
Already the banks and the distant meadows wore a 
sober and deepened tmge, for the September air had 
shorn them of their summer’s pnde. 
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“And what’s a hfe? The flounshing array 
Of the proud summer meadow, which today 
Wears her green plush, and is tomorrow hay.” 

The air was really the “fine element” which the poets 
descnbe. It had a finer and sharper gram, seen against 
the russet pastures and meadows, than before, as if 
cleansed of the summer s impunties. 

Havmg passed the New Hampshire line and reached 
the Horseshoe Interval m Tyngsborough, where there is 
a high and regular second bank, we chmbed up this 
in haste to get a nearer sight of the autumnal flowers, 
asters, goldenrod, and yarrow, and blue-curls {Triclio- 
stema dichotomum) , humble roadside blossoms, and, 
hngenng still, the harebell and the BJiexia Virgimca. 
The last, growmg in patches of hvely pink flowers on 
the edge of the meadows, had almost too gay an ap- 
pearance for the rest of the landscape, hke a pmk rib- 
bon on the bonnet of a Puritan woman Asters and 
goldenrods were the hvery which nature wore at pres- 
ent. The latter alone expressed aU the ripeness of the 
season, and shed their mellow lustre over the fields, as 
if the now dechning summer’s sun had bequeathed its 
hues to them. It is the floral solstice a htde after mid- 
summer, when the particles of golden hght, the sun- 
dust, have, as it were, fallen hke seeds on the earth, 
and produced these blossoms. On every hillside, and m 
every valley, stood countless asters, coreopses, tansies, 
goldenrods, and the whole race of yellow flowers, hke 
Brahimmcal devotees, tummg steadily with their lumi- 
nary horn mormng till mght. . . . ■ 

There is a peculiar mterest belongmg to the still later 
flowers, which abide with us the approach of wmter. 
There is something witchhke in the appearance of the 
Witch-hazel, which blossoms late in October and m No- 
vember, with its irregular and angular spray and petals 
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like funes’ hair, or small nbbon streamers. Its blossom- 
ing, too, at this irregular penod, when other shrubs have 
lost their leaves, as well as blossoms, looks hke witches' 
caraft Certainly it blooms in no garden of man's. There 
is a whole fairyland on the hillside where it grows. 

Some have thought that the gales do not at present 
waft to the voyager the natural and ongmal fragrance 
of the land, such as the early navigators descnbed, and 
that the loss of many odoriferous native plants, sweet- 
scented grasses and medicmal herbs, which formerly 
sweetened the atmosphere, and rendered it salubrious — 
by the grazmg of cattle and the rootmg of swine — is 
the source of many diseases which now prevail, the 
earth, say they, havmg been long subjected to extremely 
artificial and luxurious modes of cultivation, to gratify 
the appetite, converted mto a sty and hotbed, where 
men for profit mcrease the ordmary decay of nature. 

Accordmg to the record of an old inhabitant of 
Tyngsborough, now dead, whose farm we were now 
ghdmg past, one of the greatest freshets on this river 
took place m October, 1785, and its height was marked 
by a nail driven mto an apple tree behmd his house. 
One of his descendants has shown this to me, and I 
judged it to be at least seventeen or eighteen feet above 
the level of the nver at the time. Accordmg to Barber, 
the nver rose twenty-one feet above the common high- 
water mark at Bradford m the year 1818. Before the 
Lowell and Nashua railroad was built, the engmeer 
made mqumes of the inhabitants along the banks as to 
how high they had known the nver to rise. When he 
came to this house he was conducted to the apple tree, 
and as the nail was not then visible, the lady of the 
house placed her hand on the trunk where she said that 
she remembered the nad. to have been from her child- 
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hood. In the meanwhile the old man put his arm inside 
the tree, which was hollow, and felt the pomt of the 
nad sticking through, and it was exactly opposite to her 
hand. The spot is now plainly marked by a notch in the 
bark. But as no one else remembered the nver to have 
risen so high as this, the engineer disregarded this state- 
ment, and I leam that there has smce been a freshet 
which rose ywthin nine inches of the rails at Biscmt 
Brook, and such a freshet as that of 1785 would have 
covered the railroad two feet deep. 

The revolutions of nature tell as fine tales, and make 
as mterestmg revelations, on this river’s banks, as on 
the Euphrates or the Nile. This apple tree, which stands 
withm a few rods of the nver, is called “Elisha’s apple 
tree,” from a fnendly Indian who was anciently m the 
service of Jonathan Tyng, and, with one other man, was 
killed here by his own race m one of the Indian wars — 
the particulars of which affair were told us on the spot. 
He was buned close by, no one knew exactly where, 
but m the flood of 1785, so great a weight of water 
standmg over the grave caused the earth to settle where 
it had once been disturbed, and when the flood went 
down, a sunken spot, exactly of the form and size of the 
grave, revealed its locahty, but this was now lost again, 
and no future flood can detect it, yet, no doubt, natuie 
Will know how to pomt it out m due time, if it be neces- 
sary, by methods yet more searchmg and unexpected 
Thus there is not only the cnsis when the spmt ceases 
to mspire and expand the body, marked by a fresh 
mound m the churchyard, but there is also a cnsis when 
the body ceases to take up room as such m nature, 
marked by a fainter depression m the earth 

We sat awhile to rest us here upon the bnnk of the 
western bank, surroimded by the glossy leaves of the 
red vanety of the mountam laurel, just above the head 
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of Wicasuck Island, where we could observe some scows 
which were loadmg with clay from the opposite shore, 
and also overlook the grounds of the farmer, of whom 
I have spoken, who once hospitably entertamed us for 
a mght He had on his pleasant farm, besides an abun- 
dance of the beach plum, or Prunus littoralis, which 
grew wild, the Canada plum under cultivation, fine Por- 
ter apples, some peaches and large patches of musk- and 
watermelons, which he cultivated for the Lowell market. 
Ehsha’s apple tree, too, bore a native frmt, which was 
prized by the family, he raised the blood peach, which, 
as he showed us with satisfaction, was more hke the oak 
in the color of its bark and m the settmg of its branches, 
and was less hable to break down under the weight of 
the fnut, or the snow, than otlier vaneties It was of 
slower growth, and its branches strong and tough There, 
also, was his nursery of native apple trees, thickly set 
upon the bank, which cost but little care, and which 
he sold to the neighbormg farmers when they were five 
or SIX years old. To see a smgle peach upon its stem 
makes an impression of paradisaical fertihty and luxury. 
This remmded us even of an old Roman farm, as de- 
scribed by Varro; “Caesar Vopiscus Aedihcius, when he 
pleaded before the Censors, said that the grounds of 
Rosea were the garden {sumen, the tidbit) of Italy, in 
which a pole bemg left would not be visible the day 
after, on account of the growth of the herbage.” This 
soil may not have been remarkably fertile, yet at this 
distance we thought that this anecdote might be told of 
the Tyngsborough farm. 

When we passed Wicasuck Island, there was a pleas- 
ure boat containing a youth and a maiden on the island 
brook, which we were pleased to see, smce it proved 
that there were some hereabouts to whom our excursion 
would not be wholly strange. Before this, a canal-boat- 
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man, of whom we made some inqmnes respecting Wi- 
casuck Island, and who told us that it was disputed 
property, suspected that we had a claim upon it, and 
though we assured him that all this was news to us, and 
explamed, as well as we could, why we had come to see 
it, he beheved not a word of it, and senously offered 
us one hundred dollars for our title. The only other 
small boats which we met with were used to pick up 
dnftwood Some of the poorer class along the stream 
collect, m this way, all the fuel which Aey reqmre. 
While one of us landed not far from this island to forage 
for provisions among the farmhouses whose roofs we 
saw — ^for our supply was now exhausted — the other, sit- 
tmg in the boat, which was moored to the shore, was 
left alone to his reflections. 

If there is nothmg new on the earth, still die traveler 
always has a resource m the skies. They are constandy 
tummg a new page to view. The wmd sets the types on 
this blue ground, and the inquiring may always read a 
new truth there. There are things there written with 
such fine and subde tmctures, paler than the jmce of 
limes, that to the diurnal eye they leave no trace, and 
only the chemistry of mght reveals them. Every man’s 
dayhght firmament answers in his mind to the bnght- 
ness of the vision m his starriest hour. 

These contments and hemispheres are soon run over, 
but an always unexplored and infimte region makes off 
on every side from die nund, further than to sunset, and » 
we can make no highway or beaten track mto it, but the 
grass immediately sprmgs up m the path, for we travel 
there chiefly with our wmgs. 

Sometimes we see objects as through a thin haze, in 
their eternal relations, and they stand hke Palenque and 
the Pyramids, and we wonder who set them up, and for 
"what purpose. If we see the reahty m thmgs, of what 
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moment is the superficial and apparent longer? What 
are the earth and all its interests beside the deep surmise 
which pierces and scatters them? While I sit here listen- 
ing to tlie waves which npple and break on this shore, 
I am absolved from all obligation to tlie past, and the 
council of nations may reconsider its votes. The grating 
of a pebble annuls them. Still occasionally in my dreams 
I remember that ripphng water. 

Oft as I turn me on my pillow o*er 

I hear the lapse of waves upon the shore. 

Distinct as if it were at broad noonday. 

And I were drifting down from Nashua. 

With a bending sail we glided rapidly by Tyngs- 
borough and Chelmsford, each holding in one hand 
half of a tart country apple pie which we had purchased 
to celebrate our return, and in the other a fragment of 
the newspaper in which it was wrapped, devounng 
these with divided rehsh, and learning the news which 
had transpired since we sailed The nver here opened 
into a broad and straight reach of great length, which 
we bounded memly over before a smacking breeze, 
with a devil-may-care look m our faces, and our boat a 
white bone m its mouth, and a speed which gready 
astomshed some scow boatmen whom we met. The 
wind m the honzon rolled like a flood over valley and 
plain, and every tree bent to the blast, and the moun- 
tams like schoolboys turned their cheeks to it. They 
were great and current motions, the flowmg sail, the 
running stream, the waving tree, the roving wind. The 
north wmd stepped readily mto the harness which we 
had provided, and pulled us along with good will. 
Sometimes we sailed as gently and steadily as the clouds 
overhead, watching the receding shores and the motions 
of our sail, the play of its pulse so like our own hves, so 
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thin and yet so full of hfe, so noiseless when it labored 
hardest, so noisy and impatient when least effective; 
now bendmg to some generous impulse of the breeze, 
and then fluttermg and flappmg with a land of human 
suspense. It was the scale on which the varying tem- 
perature of distant atmospheres was graduated, and it 
was some attraction for us that the breeze it played vwth 
had been out of doors so long Tlius we sailed, not bemg 
able to fly, but as next best, makmg a long furrow m 
the fields of the Merrimack toward our home, with our 
wmgs spread, but never hftmg our heel from the watery 
trench, gracefully plowmg homeward with our brisk 
and wilhng team,, wind and stream, puUmg together, 
the former yet a wild steer, yoked to his more sedate 
fellow. It was very near flying, as when the duck rushes 
through the water with an impulse of her wmgs, throw- 
mg the spray about her before she can nse. How we 
had stuck fast if drawn up but a few feet on the shore! 

When we reached the great bend just above Middle- 
sex, where the nver runs east thirty-five miles to the 
sea, we at length lost the aid of this propitious wmd, 
though we contnved to make one long and judicious 
tack carry us nearly to the locks of the canal We were 
here locked through at noon by our old fnend, the lover 
of the higher matiiematics, who seemed glad to see us 
safe bade agam through so many locks, but we did not 
stop to consider any of his problems, though we could 
cheerfully have spent a whole autumn m this way an- 
other time, and never have asked what his rehgion was. 
It IS so rare to meet with a man outdoors who cherishes 
a worthy thought m his mmd, which is mdependent 
of the labor of his hands Behind every man’s busy-ness 
there should be a level of undisturbed seremty and m- 
dustry, as withm the reef encirchng a coral isle there is 
always an expanse of still water, where the depositions 
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are going on which will finally raise it above the sur- 
face. . . . 

We endeavored in vain to persuade the wind to blow 
through the long corndor of the canal, which is here 
cut straight through the woods, and were obliged to re- 
sort to our old expedient of drawing by a cord. When 
we reached the Concord, we were forced to row once 
more in good earnest, with neither wind nor current in 
our favor, but by this time the rawness of the day had dis- 
appeared, and we experienced the warmth of a summer 
afternoon. This change m the weather was favorable to 
our contemplative mood, and disposed us to dream yet 
deeper at our oars, while we floated in imagination far- 
ther down the stream of time, as we had floated down 
the stream of the Memmaclc, to poets of a milder penod 
than had engaged us m the morning. Chelmsford and 
BiUenca appeared hke old Enghsh towns, compared 
with Memmaclc and Nashua, and many generations of 
civil poets might have hved and sung here. 

What a contrast between the stem and desolate po- 
etry of Ossian, and that of Chaucer, and even of Shake- 
speare and Milton, much more of Dryden, and Pope, 
and Grayl Our summer of Enghsh poetry, like the Greek 
and Latm before it, seems well advanced towards its 
fall, and laden with the frmt and fohage of the season. 
With bright autumnal tmts, but soon the winter wiU 
scatter its myriad clustermg and shadmg leaves, and 
leave only a few desolate and fibrous boughs to sustam 
the snow and rime, and creak m the blasts of age. We 
cannot escape the impression that the Muse has stooped 
a htde m her flight, when we come to the hterature of 
civihzed eras. Now first we hear of various ages and 
styles of poetry; it is pastoral, and lyric, and narrative. 



FRIDAY 221 

and didactic, but the poetry of runic monuments is of 
one style, and for every age. The bard has m a great 
measure lost the digmty and sacredness of his oflBce. 
Formerly he was called a seer, but now it is thought 
that one man sees as much as another. He has no longer 
the bardic rage, and only conceives the deed, which he 
formerly stood ready to perform. Hosts of wamors ear- 
nest for battle could not mistake nor dispense with the 
ancient bard. His lays were heard m the pauses of the 
fight There was no danger of his bemg overlooked by 
his contemporaries. But now the hero and the bard are 
of different professions. When we come to the pleasant 
English verse, the storms have all cleared away, and it 
will never thunder and hghten more. The poet has come 
withm doors, and exchanged the forest and crag for the 
fireside, the hut of the Gael, and Stonehenge, with its 
circles of stones, for the house of the Enghshman. No 
hero stands at the door prepared to break forth mto 
song or heroic action, but a homely Enghshman, who 
cultivates the art of poetry We see the comfortable fire- 
side, and hear the crackling fagots, in all the verse. . . . 

But here on the stream of the Concord, where we 
have all the while been bodily. Nature, who is superior 
to all styles and ages, is now, with pensive face, com- 
posmg her poem Autumn, with which no work of man 
wiU bear to be compared. 

In summer we hve out of doors, and have only im- 
pulses and feehngs, which are all for action, and must 
wait commonly for the stillness and longer mghts of 
autumn and winter before any thought will subside; 
we are sensible that behmd the rustlmg leaves, and the 
stacks of gram, and the bare clusters of the grape, there 
IS the field of a wholly new hfe, which no man has hved; 
that even this earth was made for more mystenous and 
nobler inhabitants than men and women, hi the hues of 
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October sunsets, we see the portals to other mansions 
than those which we occupy, not far off geographically, 

‘‘There is a place beyond that flaming hill, 

From whence the stars their thm appearance shed, 

A place beyond all place, where never ill, 

Nor impure thou^t was ever harbored.” 

Sometimes a mortal feels in himself Nature — ^not his 
Father but his Mother shrs within him, and he becomes 
immortal with her immortahty. From tune to tune she 
claims londredship with us, and some globule from her 
vems steals up mto our own. 

I am the autumnal sun. 

With autumn gales my race is run; 

When will the hazel put forth its flowers, 

Or the grape npen under my bowers? 

When wdl the harvest or the hunter s moon 
Turn my midnight mto mid-noon? 

I am all sere and yellow. 

And to my core mellow. 

The mast is dropping within my woods. 

The wmter is lurlong within my moods. 

And the rusthng of the withered leaf 
Is the constant music of my gnef. . . . 

It is easier to discover another such a new world as 
Columbus did, than to go withm one fold of this which 
we appear to know so well, the land is lost sight of, the 
compass vanes, and mankmd mutmy, and still history 
accumulates like rubbish before the portals of nature. 
But there is only necessary a moment’s samty and sound 
senses, to teach us that there is a nature behind the 
ordmary, m which we have only some vague pre-emp- 
tion nght and western reserve as yet. We hve on the 
outskirts of that region. Carved wood, and floatmg 
boughs, and sunset skies are all that we know of it We 
are not to be imposed on by the longest spell of weather. 
Let us not, my fnends, be wheedled and cheated mto 
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good behavior to earn the salt of our eternal pomdge, 
•whoever they are that attempt it Let us wait a httle, 
and not purchase any cleanng here, trustmg that richer 
bottoms wiU soon be put up. It is but thin sod where 
■we stand, I have felt my roots m a richer ere this I have 
seen a bunch of violets m a glass vase, tied loosely with 
a straw, which remmded me of myself. . . . 

Thus thoughtfully we were rowmg homeward to find 
some autumnal work to do, and help on the revolution 
of the seasons. Perhaps Nature would condescend to 
make use of us even without our knowledge, as when 
we help to scatter her seeds m our walks, and cany burs 
and cockles on our clothes from field to field. 

All things are current found 
On earthly ground, 

Spmts and elements 
Have their descents. 

Night and day, year on year, 

High and low, far and near. 

These are our own aspects. 

These are our own regrets. 

Ye gods of the shore. 

Who abide evermore, 

I see your far headland, 

Stretchmg on either hand, 

I hear the sweet evemng sounds 
From your undecaymg grounds. 

Cheat me no more with time. 

Take me to your clime 

As it grew later m the afternoon, and we rowed lei- 
surely up the gentle stream, shut m between fragrant 
and bloommg banks, where we had first pitched our 
tent, and drew nearer to the fields where our fives had 
passed, jwe seemed to detect the hues of oiu native sky 
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in the southwest horizon. The sun was just setting be- 
hmd the edge of a wooded lull, so rich a sunset as would 
never have ended but for some reason unknown to men, 
and to be marked with bnghter colors than ordmary m 
the scroll of tune. Though the shadows of the hills were 
begmnmg to steal over the stream, the whole nver val- 
ley undulated with mild hght, purer and more memora- 
ble than the noon. For so day bids farewell even to 
sohtary vales uninhabited by man. Two herons (Ardea 
herodias)^ vvath their long and slender hmbs reheved 
agamst the sky, were seen travehng high over our heads 
— then lofty and sdent flight, as they were wendmg 
then way at evemng, surely not to ahght in any marsh 
on the earth’s surface, but, perchance, on the other side 
of our atmosphere, a symbol for the ages to study, 
whether impressed upon the sky or sculptured amid 
the hieroglyphics of Egypt. Bound to some northern 
meadow, they held on their stately, stationary flight, 
like the storks m the picture, and disappeared at lengdi 
behmd the clouds. Dense flocks of blackbirds were wmg- 
mg their way along the nver s course, as if on a short 
evemng pilgrimage to some shnne of theirs, or to cele- 
brate so fair a sunset. 

‘Therefore, as doth the pilgrim, whom the mght 
Hastes darkly to imprison, on his way, 

Think on thy norae, my soul, and think aright 
Of what s yet left thee of hfe’s wastmg day; 

Thy sun posts westward, passed is thy mom. 

And twice it is not given thee to be bom.” 

The sim-settmg presumed all men at leisure, and in 
a contemplative mood, but the farmer’s boy only whis- 
tled the more thoughtfully as he drove his cows home 
from pasture, and the teamster reframed from crackmg 
his whip, and gmded his team with a subdued voice. 
The last vestiges of dayhght at length disappeared, and 
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as we rowed silently along with our backs toward borne 
through the darkness, only a few stars being visible, we 
had htde to say, but sat absorbed in thought, or in si- 
lence hstened to the monotonous sound of our oars, a 
sort of rudunental music, smtable for the ear of Night 
and the acoustics of her dimly hghted halls; 

*‘Pulsae referunt ad sidera valles,”_ 

and the valleys echoed the sound to the stars. 

As we looked up m silence to those distant hghts, we 
were reminded that it was a rare imagmation which 
first taught that the stars are worlds, and had conferred 
a great benefit on mankmd. It is recorded m the Chrom- 
cle of Bemaldez that m Columbus’s first voyage the na- 
tives “pomted towards the heavens, makmg signs that 
they beheved that there was all power and hohness.” 
We have reason to be grateful for celestial phenomena, 
for they chiefly answer to the ideal m man. The stars 
are distant and imobtrusive, but bnght and endunng 
as our fairest and most memorable expenences. “Let 
the immortal depth of your soul lead you, but earnestly 
extend your eyes upwards.” 

As the truest society approaches always nearer to soh- 
tude, so the most excellent speech finally falls mto Si- 
lence. Silence is audible to all men, at all times, and m 
all places. She is when we hear mwardly, sound when 
we hear outwardly. Creation has not displaced her, but 
is her visible framework and foil All sounds are her 
servants, and purveyors, proclaumng not only that their 
mistress is, but is a rare mistress, and earnestly to be 
sought after. They are so far akm to Silence that they 
are but bubbles on her surface, which straightway burst, 
an evidence of the strength and prolificness of the un- 
dercurrent, a famt utterance of Silence, and then only 
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agreeable to our auditory nerves vi^hen they contrast 
themselves ■with and reheve the former. In proportion 
as they do this, and are heighteners and mtensifiers of 
the Silence, they are harmony and purest melody. 

Sdence is the umversal refuge, the sequel to all dull 
discourses and all foohsh acts, a balm to our every cha- 
grin, as welcome after satiety as after disappointment; 
that background which the pamter may not daub, be he 
masrer or bungler, and which, however awkward a fig- 
ure we may have made m the foreground, remains ever 
our m'violable asylum, where no mdigmty can assail, 
no personahty disturb us. 

The orator puts off his mdmduahty, and is then most 
eloquent when most silent. He hstens while he speaks, 
and IS a hearer along “with his audience. Who has not 
hearkened to her mfimte dm? She is Truth’s speaking- 
trumpet, the sole oracle, the true Delphi and Dodona, 
which kmgs and courtiers would do well to consult, 
nor will they be balked by an ambiguous answer. For 
through her all revelations have been made, and just 
in proportion as men have consulted her oracle withm, 
they have obtamed a clear msight, and their age has 
been marked as an enhghtened one. But as often as they 
have gone gaddmg abroad to a strange Delphi and her 
mad priestess, their age has been dark and leaden. Such 
were garrulous and noisy eras, which no longer yield 
any sound, but the Grecian or silent and melodious era 
is ever soundmg and resoundmg m the ears of men. 

A good book IS the plectrum with which our else si- 
lent lyres are struck. We not unfrequently refer the m- 
terest which belongs to our own unwntten sequel to the 
written and comparatively lifeless body of the work. Of 
all books this sequel is the most mdispensable part It 
should be the author’s aim to say once and emphatically. 

He said, ecpYj. This is the most the bookmaker can at- 
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tain to. If lie make his volume a mole whereon the 
waves of Silence may break, it is well. 

It were vam for me to endeavor to interpret the Si- 
lence She cannot be done mto Enghsh For six thou- 
sand years men have translated her with what fidelity 
belonged to each, and stdl she is little better than a 
sealed book. A man may run on confidently for a tune, 
tfamkmg he has her under his thumb, and shall one day 
exhaust her, but he too must at last be sdent, and men 
remark only how brave a begmnmg he made, for when 
he at length dives mto her, so vast is the disproportion 
of the told to the untold that the former wiU seem but 
the bubble on the surface where he disappeared. Never- 
theless, we will go on, like those Chmese cliff swallows, 
feathenng our nests with the froth which may one day 
be bread of hfe to such as dwell by the seashore. 

We had made about fifty miles this day with sail and 
oar, and now, far m the evenmg, our boat was gratmg 
against the bulrushes of its native port, and its keel rec- 
ognized the Concord mud, where some semblance of its 
outline was still preserved m the flattened flags which 
had scarce yet erected themselves smce our departure; 
and we leaped gladly on shore, drawmg it up and fas- 
temng it to the wild apple tree, whose stem still bore the 
mark which its cham had worn in the chafing of the 
sprmg freshets. 



Poems 


His deepest personal longings Thoreau either concealed 
in hts Journal or turned into poems Hts most fruitful poetic 
period dated from the time he began writing the Week to 
shortly before the publication of Walden Hts poems are 
significant utterances, both because of their intrinsic merit 
and because of his high conception of the role of poet. True, 
some of the later verses are hasty and prosaic, while some of 
the early ones imitate Herbert and other metaphysicals But 
in between he a considerable number which contain the es- 
sence of Thoreau s Transcendentalism, sensitive, natural, and 
independent 

C B. 

I AM A PARCEL OF VAIN STRIVINGS TIED 

I am a parcel o£ vain strivings tied 
By a chance bond together, 

Dangling this way and that, then* links 
Were made so loose and wide, 

Methinks, 

For nulder weather. 

A bunch o£ violets without their roots. 

And sorrel mtermixed, 

Encircled by a wisp of straw 
Once coiled about their shoots. 

The law 

By which Tm fixed. 

A nosegay which Tune clutched from out 
’ Those fair Elysian fields, 
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With weeds and broken stems, in haste. 

Doth make the rabble rout 
That waste 
The day he yields. 

I 

And here I bloom for a short hour unseen, 

Dnnkmg my juices up. 

With no root m the land 
To keep my branches green. 

But stand 
In a bare cup. 

Some tender buds were left upon my stem 
In mimicry of hfe. 

But ahl the children will not know. 

Till tune has withered them, 

The woe 

With which they re rife. 

But now I see I was not plucked for naught. 

And after m life’s vase 
Of glass set while I might survive. 

But by a land hand brought 
Ahve 

To a strange place. 

That stock thus thinned will soon redeem its hours. 
And by another year. 

Such as God knows, with freer air. 

More frmts and fauer flowers 
Will bear. 

While I droop here. 
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IN THE BUSY STREETS, DOMAINS OF TRADE 

In the busy streets, domains of trade, 

Man IS a surly porter, or a vain and hectoring bully, 
Who can claim no nearer Idndredship with me 
Than brotherhood by law. 

I KNEW A MAN BY SIGHT 

I knew a man by sight, 

A blameless wight. 

Who, for a year or more, 

Had daily passed my door. 

Yet converse none had had with him. 

I met him in a lane, 

Him and his cane. 

About three miles from home, 

Where I had chanced to roam. 

And volumes stared at him, and he at me. 

In a more distant place 
I glimpsed his face. 

And bowed mstmctively; 

Startmg he bowed to me, 

Bowed simultaneously, and passed along. 

Next, m a foreign land 
I grasped his hand. 

And had a social chat. 

About this thmg and that. 

As I had known him well a thousand years. 

Late in a wildnemess 
I shared his mess. 
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For he had hardships seen. 

And I a wanderer been, 

He was my bosom fnend, and I was his. 

And as, methinks, shall all. 

Both great and small, 

That ever hved on earth. 

Early or late their birth, 

Stranger and foe, one day each other know 

LATELY, ALAS, I KNEW A GENTLE BOY 

Lately, alas, I knew a gentle boy, 

Whose features all were cast m Virtue’s mould. 

As one she had designed for Beauty’s toy. 

But after manned him for her own stronghold. 

On every side he open was as day, 

That you might see no lack of strength within. 

For walls and ports do only serve alway 
For a pretense to feebleness and sm. 

Say not that Caesar was victorious. 

With toil and strife who stormed the House of Fame, 
In other sense this youth was glonous, 

Himself a kmgdom wheresoe’er he came. 

No strength went out to get him victory. 

When all was mcome of its own accord. 

For where he went none other was to see. 

But all were parcel of their noble lord. 

He forayed like the subtile haze of summer, 

That stilly shows fresh landscapes to our eyes. 

And revolutions works without a murmur. 

Or nistlmg of a leaf beneath the slues. 
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So was I talcen Unawares by this, 

I quite forgot my homage to confess; 

Yet now am forced to know, though hard it is, 

I nught have loved him had I loved him less. 

Each moment as we nearer drew to each, 

A stem respect withheld us farther yet. 

So that we seemed beyond each other’s reach. 
And less acquamted than when first we met 

We two were one while we did sympathize, 

So could we not the simplest bargain dnve. 

And what avails it now that we are wise. 

If absence doth this doubleness contrive? 

Eternity may not the chance repeat, 

But I must tread my smgle way alone. 

In sad remembrance that we once did meet. 

And know that bhss irrevocably gone. 

The spheres henceforth my elegy shall sing, 

For elegy has other subject none. 

Each stram of music m my ears shall ring 
Kaell of departure from that other one. 

Make haste and celebrate my tragedy. 

With fittmg stram resound ye woods and fields; 

Sorrow is dearer in such case to me 
Than all the joys other occasion yields. 


Is’t then too late the damage to repair? 

Distance, forsooth, from my weak grasp hath reft 
The empty husk, and clutched the useless tare. 

But m my hands the wheat and kernel left. 
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If I but love that virtue wbicb he is, 

Though it be scented in the morning air. 
Still shall we be truest acquaintances, 

Nor mortals know a sympathy more rare 

EACH MORE MELODIOUS NOTE I HEAR 

Each more melodious note I hear 
Brmgs this reproach to me, 

That I alone afford the ear. 

Who would the music be. 


INDEPENDENCE 

My hfe more civil is and free 
Than any civil pohty. 

Ye pnnces keep your realms 
And circumscnbed power, 

Not wide as are my dreams, 

Nor nch as is this hour. 

What can ye give which I have not? 
What can ye take which I have got? 
Can ye defend the dangerless? 

Can ye inhent nakedness? 

To all true wants time’s ear is deaf. 
Penurious states lend no rehef 
Out of their pelf — 

But a free soul — ^thank God — 

Can help itself. 

Be sure your fate 

Doth keep apart its state — 
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Not linked with any band — 

Even the nobles of the land 

In tented fields with cloth of gold — > 
No place doth hold 
But IS more chivalrous than they are. 
And sigheth for a nobler war. 

A finer strain its trumpet nngs — 

A brighter gleam its armor flmgs. 

The life that I aspire to live 
No man proposeth me — 

No trade upon the street 
Wears its emblazonry. 


NOT UNCONCERNED WACHUSETT REARS HIS HEAD 

Not unconcerned Wachusett rears his head 
Above the field, so late from nature won, 

With patient brow reserved, as one who read 
New annals m the history of man. 


MY FRIENDS, WHY SHOULD WE LIVE 

My fnends, why should we hve? 

Liife IS an idle war, a toilsome peace. 

Today I would not give 
One small consent for its securest ease. 

Shall we out-wear the year 
In our pavihons on its dusty plain 
And yet no signal hear 
To strike our tents and take the road again? 
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Or else drag up the slope 
The heavy ordnance of nature's train? 

Useless but m the hope. 

Some far remote and heavenward hill to gam. 


LOW IN THE EASTERN SKY 

Low in the eastern sky 
Is set thy glancing eye. 

And though its gracious hght 
Ne’er nseth to my sight. 

Yet every star that climbs 
Above the gnarled limbs 
Of yonder hill. 

Conveys thy gentle will 

Believe I knew thy thought. 

And that the zephyrs brought 
Thy kindest wishes through. 

As nune they bear to you. 

That some attentive cloud 
Did pause amid the crowd 
Over my head. 

While gentle things were said. 

Beheve the thrushes sung. 

And that the flower-bells rung. 
That herbs exhaled then scent. 
And beasts knew what was meant. 
The trees a welcome waved. 

And lakes their margins laved. 
When thy free imnd 
To my retreat did wmd. 
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It was a summer eve, 

The air did gently heave 
While yet a low-hung cloud 
Thy eastern skies did shroud; 
The hghtnmg’s silent gleam, 
Starthng my drowsy dream, 
Seemed hke the flash 
Under thy dark eyelash. 

Still will I strive to be 
As if thou wert with me; 
Whatever path I take, 

It shall be for thy sake. 

Of gentle slope and wide, 

As thou wert by my side. 
Without a root 
To tap thy gentle foot 


I’ll walk with gentle pace. 

And choose the smoothest place. 
And careful dip the oar. 

And shun the wmdmg shore. 
And gently steer my boat 
Where water-hhes float, _ 
And cardinal flowers 
Stand m their sylvan bowers. 


GREAT FRIEND 

I walk in nature shll alone 
And know no one 
Discern no hneament nor feature 
Of any creature. 
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Though all the firmament 
Is o’er me bent. 

Yet stJl I miss the grace 

Of an mtelhgent and kmdred face. 

I still must seek the friend 
Who does with nature blend. 

Who is tbe person m her mask. 

He IS the man I ask. 

Who is the egression of her meanmg, 

Who IS the uprightness of her leamng, 

Who IS the grown child of her weanmg 

The center of this world. 

The face of nature. 

The site of human life. 

Some sure foundation 
And nucleus of a nation — 

At least a pnvate station. 

We twain would walk together 
Through every weather. 

And, see this aged nature, 

Go with a bendmg stature, 

' FOG 

Dull water spirit — and Protean god 
Descended cloud fast anchored to the earth 
That drawest too much air for shallow coasts 
Thou ocean branch that flowest to the sun 
Incense of earth, perfumed with flowers — 
Spint of lakes and rivers, seas and rJls 
Come to revisit now thy native scenes 
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Niglit thoughts of earth — dream drapery 

Dew cloth and fairy napkm 

Thou wmd-blown meadow of the air. 


BROTHER WHERE DOST THOU DWELL 

Brother where dost thou dwell? 

What sun shmes for thee now? 
Dost thou indeed farewell? 

As we wished here below. 

What season didst thou find? 

’Twas winter here. 

Are not the fates more land 
Than they appear? 

Is thy brow clear again 
As m thy youthful years? 

And was that ugly pam 
, The summit of thy fears? 

Yet thou wast cheery stall, 

They could not quench thy fire, 
Thou dids’t abide their will, 

And then retire. 

Where chiefly shall I look 
To feel thy presence near? 

Along the neighbormg brook 
May I thy voice stall hear? 

Dost thou stall haunt the brink 
Of yonder nver’s tide? 

And may I ever thmk 
That thou art at my side? 
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What bird wilt thou employ 
To bring me word of thee? 

For it would give them joy, 

'“Twould give them hberty. 

To serve their former lord 
With wmg and minstrelsy. 

A sadder strain has mixed with their song, 
They’ve slowher built their nests. 

Since thou art gone 
Their hvely labor rests. 

Where is the finch — ^the thrush, 

I used to hear? 

Ah! they could well abide 
The dying year. 

Now they no more return, 

I hear them not; 

They have remained to mourn. 

Or else forgot. 

THIS IS MY CARNAC, WHOSE UNMEASURED DOME 

This is my Camac, whose unmeasured dome 
Shelters the measunng art and measurer’s home. 
Behold these flowers, let us be up with time. 

Not dreammg of three thousand years ago. 

Erect ourselves and let those columns he. 

Not stoop to raise a foil against the sky. 

Where is the spint of diat time but m 
This present day, perchance the present Ime? 

Three thousand years ago are not agone. 

They are still hngenng m this summer mom. 

And Memnon’s Mother spnghtly greets us now. 
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Wearing her youthful radiance on her brow. 
If Cam^c’s columns still stand on the plain. 
To enjoy our opportumties they remam. 


LOVE EQUALS SWIFT AND SLOW 

Love equals swift and slow. 

And high and low, 

Racer and lame, 

The hunter and his game. 


THOUGH ALL THE FATES SHOULD PROVE UNKIND 

Though all the fates should prove unkmd. 

Leave not your native land behmd. 

The ship, becalmed, at length stands still. 

The steed must rest beneath the hill; 

But swiftly sfaU our fortunes pace 
To find us out m every place. 

The vessel, though her masts be firm, 

Beneath her copper bears a worm; 

Around the cape, across the hne. 

Till fields of ice her course confine; 

It matters not how smooth the breeze. 

How shallow or how deep the seas. 

Whether she bears Manila twme. 

Or m her hold Madeira wme. 

Or Chma teas, or Spanish hides. 

In port or quarantine she ndes; 

Far from New England’s blustering shore. 

New England’s worm her hulk shall bore. 

And sink her m the Indian seas, 

Twme, wme, and hides, and Chma teas. 
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MANHOOD 

I love to see the man, a long-hved child. 

As yet umnjured by all worldly tamt 
As the fresh infant whose whole hfe is play. 

^is a serene spectacle for a serene day. 

But better still 1 love to contemplate 
The mature soul of lesser innocence, 

Who hath traveled far on hfe’s dusty road 
Far from the starting pomt of infancy 
And proudly bears his small degen’racy 
Blazon’d on his memorial standard high 
Who from the sad experience of his fate 
Smce his bark struck on that unlucky rock 
Has proudly steered his life with his own hands. 
Though his face harbors less of innocence 
Yet there do chiefly lurk within its depths 
Furrowed by care, but yet all over spread 
With the npe bloom of a selE-wrought content 
Noble resolves which do reprove the gods 
And It doth more assert man’s emmence 
Above the happy level of the brute 
And more doth advertise me of the heights 
To which no natural path doth ever lead 
No natural hght can ever hght our steps, 

— ^But the far-piercmg ray that shmes 
From the recesses of a brave man’s eye. 

BETWEEN THE TRAVELER AND 
THE SETTING SUN 

Between the traveler and the setting sun. 
Upon some dnftmg sand heap of the shore, 

A hound stands o’er the carcass 6f a man. 
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NATURE 

O nature I do not aspire 
To be the highest m thy quire, 

To be a meteor m the 
Or comet that may range on high. 
Only a zephyr that may blow 
Among the reeds by the nver low. 
Give me thy most pnvy place 
Where to run my airy race. 

In some withdrawn unpubhc mead 
Let me sigh upon a reed, 

Or m the woods with leafy din 
Whisper the still evemng in. 

For I had rather be thy child 
And pupil m the forest wild 
Than be the kmg of men elsewhere 
And most sovereign slave of care 
To have one moment of thy dawn 
Than share the city’s year forlorn. 
Some still work give me to do 
Only be it near to you. 



A Yankee in Canada 


Here is the opening episode in Thoreau*s Canadian trav- 
elogue It records the -first impact of a Catholic culture on 
him Thoreau stands much more alhof than he did during 
his trip to Maine and he reacts with what Horace Greeley 
termed a “defiant Pantheism** Since it takes more than guide- 
books and history to prepare one for picturing a strange civ- 
ilization, Thoreau does not make out too weU Nevertheless, 
there is in this selection an intrinsic interest in a notable 
Americans view of Canada. 

C B 


CONCORD TO MONTREAL 

I FEAR that I have not got much to say about Can- 
ada, not havmg seen much, what I got by gomg to 
Canada was a cold, I left Concord, Massachusetts, 
Wednesday mommg, September 25th, 1850, for Que- 
bec. Fare, seven dollars there and back, distance from 
Boston, five hundred and ten miles, bemg obliged to 
leave Montreal on the return as soon as Friday, October 
4th, or withm ten days. I will not stop to tell the reader 
the names of my fellow-travelers, there were said to be 
fifteen hundred of them. I wished only to be set down 
in Canada, and take one honest walk there as I might 
in Concord Woods of an afternoon. 

The country was new to me beyond Fitchburg In 
Ashbumham and afterward, as we were whirled rapidly 
along, I noticed the woodbme (Ampelopsis quinque- 
folta), Its leaves now changed, for the most part on dead 
trees, draping them like a red scarf. It was a httle ex- 
citmg, suggestmg bloodshed, or at least a mihtary hfe, 
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like an epaulet or sash, as if it were dyed with the blood 
of the, trees whose wounds it was inadequate to stanch. 
For now the bloody autumn was come, and an Indian 
warfare was waged through the forest. These mihtary 
trees appeared very numerous, for our rapid progress 
connected those that were even some miles apart. Does 
the woodbme prefer the elm? The first view of Monad- 
nock was obtamed five or snr miles tlus side of Fitz\vil- 
ham, but nearest and best at Troy and beyond. Then 
there were the Troy cuts and embankments. Keene 
Street stakes the traveler favorably, it is so wide, level, 
straight, and long. I have heard one of my relatives, 
who was bom and bred there, say that you could see a 
chicken run across it a mile ojff. I have also been told 
that when this to\vn was settled they laid out a street 
four rods wide, but at a subsequent meeting of the pro- 
prietors one rose and remarked, ‘We have plenty of 
land, why not make the street eight rods wide?” and so 
they voted that it should be eight rods wide, and the 
town is known far and near for its handsome street. It 
was a cheap way of securmg comfort, as well as fame, 
and I wish that all new towns would take pattern from 
this It IS best to lay our plans widely m youth, for then 
land IS cheap, and it is but too easy to contract our 
views afterward. Youths so laid out, with broad avenues 
and parks, that they may make handsome and hberal 
old meni Show me a youth whose imnd is like some 
Washmgton city of magnificent distances, prepared for 
the most remotely successful and glorious life after all, 
when those spaces shall be built over and the idea of the 
founder be realized. I trust that every New England boy 
Will begm by laymg out a Keene Street through his 
head, eight rods wide. I know one such Washington 
city of a man, whose lots as yet are only surveyed and 
staked out, and, except a cluster of shanties here and 
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there, only the Capitol stands there for aU structures, 
and any day you may see from afar his pnncely idea 
home coachwise along the spacious but yet empty ave- 
nues. Keene is built on a remarkably large and level 
interval, hke the bed of a lake, and the surroundmg hills, 
“which are remote from its street, must afford some good 
“walks. The scenery of mountam towns is commonly too 
much crowded. A town which is built on a plam of some 
extent, with an open horizon, and surrounded by hiUs at 
a distance, affords the best walks and views. 

As we travel northwest up the country, sugar maples, 
beeches, birches, hemlocks, spmce, butternuts, and ash 
“trees prevail more and more. To the rapid traveler the 
number of elms in a town is the measure of its civihty. 
One man m the cars has a bottle full of some hquor. 
The whole company smile whenever it is exhibited I 
ffnd no difficulty m containing myself. The Westmore- 
land country looked attractive I heard a passenger giv- 
ing the very obvious derivation of this name, Westmore- 
land, as if it were purely Amencan, and he had made a 
discovery, but I thought of "my cousm Westmoreland” 
in England Every one will remember the approach to 
Bellows Falls, imder a high chff which rises from the 
Connecticut. I was disappomted m the size of the nver 
here, it appeared shrunk to a mere mountam-stream. 
The water was evidently very low. The rivers which we 
had crossed this forenoon possessed more of the charac- 
ter of mountain-streams tiian those m the vicmity of 
Concord, and I was surprised to see everywhere traces 
of recent freshets, which had earned away bndges and 
injured the railroad, though I had heard nothmg of it. 
In Ludlow, Mount Holly, and beyond, there is mterest- 
mg mountain scenery, not rugged and stupendous, but 
such as you could easily ramble over — long, narrow, 
mountam vales through which to see the horizon. You 
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are in the midst of the Green Mountains. A few more 
elevated blue peaks are seen from the neighborhood of 
Mount Holly, perhaps Killington Peak is one. Some- 
times, as on the Western Railroad, you are whirled over 
mountainous embankments, from which the scared 
horses m the valleys appear diminished to hounds. All 
the hiUs blush, I think that autumn must be the best 
season to journey over even the Green Mountains. You 
frequently exclaim to yourself. What red maplesl The 
sugar maple is not so red. You see some of the latter 
with rosy spots or cheeks only, blushmg on one side like 
frmt, while all the rest of the tree is green, provmg 
either some partiahty m the hght or frosts or some pre- 
maturity m particular branches. Tall and slender ash 
trees, whose fohage is turned to a dark mulberry color, 
are frequent. The butternut, which is a remarkably 
spreadmg tree, is turned completely yellow, thus prov- 
mg its relation to the hickones. I was also struck by the 
bnght yellow tmts of the yellow birch. The sugar maple 
IS remarkable for its clean ankle. The groves of these 
trees I looked like vast forest sheds, their branches stop- 
pmg short at a uniform height, four or five feet from the 
ground, hke eaves, as if they had been trimmed by art^ 
so that you could look under and through the whole 
grove with its leafy canopy, as under a tent whose cur- 
tam IS raised. 

As you approach Lake Champlam you begm to see 
the New York mountams. The first view of the lake 
at Vergennes is impressive, but rather from association 
than from any pecuhanty m the scenery. It hes there 
so small (not appealing m that proportion to the width 
of the State that it does on the map), but beautifully 
quiet, hke a picture of the Lake of Lucerne on a music- 
ox, where you trace the name of Lucerne among the 
o age, far more ideal than ever it looked on the map. 
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It does not say, “Here I am. Lake Champlam,” as the 
conductor might for it, but having studied the geog- 
raphy thirty years, you crossed over a hill one after- 
noon and beheld it. But it is only a glunpse that you 
get here. At Burhngton you rush to a wharf and go on 
board a steamboat, two hundred and thirty-two miles 
from Boston. We left Concord at twenty mmutes before 
eight m the mommg, and were m Burhngton about six 
at mght, but too late to see the lake. We got our first 
fair view of the lake at dawn, just before reaching Platts- 
burg, and saw blue ranges of mountams on either hand, 
m New York and m Vermont, the former especially 
grand A few white schooners, like gulls, were seen m 
the distance, for it is not waste and sohtary like a lake 
m Tartary, but it was such a view as leaves not much 
to be said, mdeed, I have postponed Lake Champlam 
to another day. 

The oldest reference to these waters that I have yet 
seen is m the account of Cartier’s discovery and ex- 
ploration of the St. Lawrence m 1535 Samuel Cham- 
plam actually discovered and paddled up the lake 
in July, 1609, eleven years before the settlement of 
Plymouth, accompanymg a war-party of the Canadian 
Indians agamst the Iroquois. He describes the islands 
in it as not inhabited, although they are pleasant — on 
account of the contmual wars of the Indians, m conse- 
quence of which they withdraw from the nvers and 
lakes into the depths of the land, that they may not be 
surprised “Contmumg our course,” says he, “m this 
lake, on the western side, viewmg the country, I saw on 
the eastern side very high mountams, where there was 
snow on the sumimt I mquired of the savages if those 
places were inhabited They rephed that they were, and 
that they were Iroquois, and that m those places there 
were beautiful valleys and plams fertile m com, such as 
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I have eaten in tliis country, with an infinity of other 
fruits ” This IS the earhest account of what is now Ver- 
mont. 

The number of French-Canadian gentlemen and 
ladies among the passengers, and the sound of tlie 
French language, advertised us by this time tliat we 
were being whirled towards some foreign vortex. And 
now we have left Rouse’s Point, and entered the Sorel 
River, and passed the invisible barrier between the- 
States and Canada. The shores of the Sorel, Richelieu, 
or St. John’s River are flat and reedy, where I had 
expected sometlung more rough and mountainous for 
a natural boundary between two nations. Yet I saw a 
difference at once, m the few huts, in tlie pirogues on 
the shore, and as it were, m the shore itself. This was 
an mterestmg scenery to me, and the very reeds or 
rushes m the shallow water and the treetops in the 
swamps have left a pleasmg impression. We had still 
a distant view behmd us of two or three blue mountains 
in Vermont and New York About nine o’clock m the 
forenoon we reached St. John’s, an old frontier post 
three hundred and six miles from Boston, and twenty- 
four from Montreal We now discovered that we were 
m a foreign country, in a stabonhouse of another nation. 
This bmldmg was a bamlike structure, looking as if it 
were the work of the villagers combmed, like a lo^ 
house m a new settlement. My attention was caught by 
the double advertisements m French and' Enghsh fas- 
tened to its posts, by the formahty of the Enghsh, and 
the covert or open reference to their queen and the 
British hon. No gentlemanly conductor appeared, none 
whom you would know to be the conductor by his dress 
and demeanor, but ere long we began to see here and 
there a sohd, red-faced, burly-lookmg Enghshman, a 
httle pursy perhaps, who made us ashamed of ourselves 
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and our thm and nervous countrymen — a grandfatherly 
personage, at home m his greatcoat, who looked as if he 
might be a stage proprietor, certainly a railroad director, 
and knew, or had a right to know, when the cars did 
start. Then there were two or three pale-faced, black- 
eyed, loquacious Canadian-French gentlemen there, 
shruggmg their shoulders, pitted as if they had aU had 
the smallpox In the meanwhile some soldiers, redcoats, 
belongmg to the barracks near by, were turned out to be 
drilled At every important pomt m our route the sol- 
diers showed themselves ready for us, though they were 
evidently rather raw recrmts here, they maneuvered far 
better than our soldiers, yet, as usual, I heard some 
Yankees talk as if they were no great shakes, and they 
had seen the Acton Blues maneuver as well The oflBcers 
spoke sharply to them, and appeared to be domg their 
part thoroughly I heard one suddenly commg to the 
rear, exclaim, ^'Michael Donouy, take his namel” though 
I could not see what the latter did or omitted to do. It 
was whispered that Michael Donouy would have te 
suffer for that. I heard some of our party discussmg the 
possibihty of their drivmg these troops off the field with 
their umbrellas I thought that the Yankee, though undis- 
ciplined, had this advantage at least, that he especially 
is a man who, everywhere and under aU circumstances, 
is fully resolved to better his condition essentially, and 
therefore he could afford to be beaten at first, while the 
virtue of the Irishman, and to a great extent the Eng- 
lishman, consists m merely mamtainmg his ground or 
condition. The Canadians here, a rather poor-lookmg 
race, clad m gray homespun, which gave them the ap- 
pearance of bemg covered with dust, were ridmg about 
m caleches and small one-horse carts called charettes. 
The Yankees assumed that all the riders were racmg, 
or at least exhibitmg the paces of their horses, and sa- 
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luted them accordingly. We saw but httle ot the village 
here, for nobody could tell us when the cars would start; 
diat was kept a profound secret, perhaps for political 
reasons; and therefore we were tied to our seats. The 
inhabitants of St. John’s and vicmity are descnbed by 
an Enghsh traveler as “smgularly unprepossessing,” 
and before completmg his period he adds, ^Tiesides, they 
are generally very much disaffected to the Bnbsh 
crown.” I suspect that that “besides” should have been 
a because. 

At length, about noon, the cars began to roll towards 
La Praine. The whole distance of fifteen miles was 
over a remarkably level country, resembhng a Western 
praine, with the mountams about Chambly visible in 
the northeast. This novel but monotonous scenery was 
exciting. At La Frame we first took notice of the tinned 
roofs, hilt above all of the St. Lawrence, which looked 
like a lake, in fact it is considerably expanded here, it 
was mne miles across diagonally to Montreal. Mount 
Royal m the rear of the city, and Ae island of St. Helen’s 
opposite to it, were now conspicuous. We could also see 
the Sault St. Louis about five miles up the nver, and the 
Sault Norman sfall farther eastward. The former are 
descnbed as the most considerable rapids in the St. 
Lawrence, but we could see merely a gleam of hght 
there as from a cobweb m the sun. Soon the city of 
Montreal was discovered with its tin roofs shinmg afar. 
Their reflections fell on the eye like a clash of cymbals 
on the ear. Above all the church of Notre Dame was 
conspicuous, and anon the Bonsecours markethouse, oc- 
cupymg a commandmg position on the quay, m the rear 
of the shippmg. This city makes the more favorable im- 
pression from bemg approached by water, and also be- 
ing bmlt of stone, a gray limestone found on the island. 
Here, after travehng directly inland the whole breadth 
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of New England, we had struck upon a city’s harbor — 
it made on me the impression of a seaport — to which 
ships of SIX hundred tons can ascend, and where vessels 
drawmg fifteen feet he close to the wharf, five hundred 
and forty miles from the Gulf, the St. Lawrence bemg 
here two miles wide. There was a great crowd assem- 
bled on the ferryboat wharf and on the quay to receive 
the Yankees, and flags of all colors were streammg from 
the vessels to celebrate their arrival When the gun was 
fired, the gentry hurrahed agam and agam, and then the 
Canadian caleche-dnvers, who were most interested m 
the matter, and who, I perceived, were separated from 
the former by a fence, hurrahed their welcome, first the 
broadcloth, then the homespun 

It was early m the afternoon when we stepped ashore. 
With a single compamon, I soon found my way to the 
church of Notre Dame I saw that it was of great size 
and signified somethmg It is said to be the largest 
ecclesiastical structure m North America, and can seat 
ten thousand It is two hundred and fifty-five and a half 
feet long, and the gromed ceding is eighty feet above 
your head The Cathohc are the only churches which 
I have seen worth remembermg, which are not almost 
whoUy profane. I do not speak only of the rich and 
splendid like this, but of the humblest of them as wed. 
Commg from the hurrahmg mob and the rattlmg car- 
nages, we pushed aside the hsted door of this church, 
and found ourselves instantly m an atmosphere which 
might be sacred to thought and rehgion, if one had any. 
There sat one or two women who had stolen a moment 
from the concerns of the day, as they were passing, but, 
if there had been fifty people there, it would still have 
been the most sohtary place imagmable They did not 
look up at us, nor did one regard another We walked 
softly down the broad aisle with our hats m our hands. 
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Presently came m a troop of Canadians, in their home- 
spun, who had come to the city in the boat with us, 
and one and all kneeled down m tlie aisle before the 
high altar to their devotions, somewhat awkwardly, as 
cattle prepare to he down, and there we left tliem. As 
if you were to catch some farmer’s sons from Marlbor- 
ough, come to cattle show, silently kneehng m Concord 
meetmghouse some Wednesdayl Would there not soon 
be a mob peeping m at the windows? It is true, these 
Homan Cathohcs, priests and aU, impress me as a peo- 
ple who have fallen far behmd the significance of Aeir 
symbols. It is as if an ox had strayed mto a church and 
were trying to bethink himself. Nevertheless, they are 
capable of reverence, but we Yankees are a people m 
whom this sentiment has nearly died out, and m this 
respect we cannot bethink ourselves even as oxen. I did 
not mmd the pictures nor the candles, whether tallow 
or tm Those of the former which I looked at appeared 
tawdry. It matters htde to me whether the pictures are 
by a neophyte of the Algonqmn or the Italian tnbe. But 
I was impressed by the qmet, rehgious atmosphere of 
the place It was a great cave m the nudst of a city, and 
what were the altars and the tmsel but the sparkhng 
stalactites, mto which you entered m a moment, and 
where the still atmosphere and the somber hght disposed 
to senous and profitable thought? Such a cave at hand, 
which you can enter any day, is worth a thousand of our 
churches which are open only Sundays, hardly long 
enough for an airmg, and then filled with a busthng con- 
gregation church where the pnest is the least part, 
where you do your own preachmg, where the umverse 
preaches to you and can be heard I am not sure but this 
Cathohe rehgion would be an admirable one if the pnest 
were qmte omitted I think that I might go to church 
myself some Monday, if I hved m a city where there 
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was such a one to go to. In Concord, to be sure, we 
do not need such. Our forests are such a church, far 
grander and more sacred. We dare not leave our meet- 
ing houses open for fear they would be profaned. Such 
a cave, such a shrme, in one of our groves, for instance, 
how long would it be respected? for what purposes 
would it be entered, by such baboons as we are? I think 
of its value not only to rehgion, but to philosophy and 
to poetry, besides a readmg-room, to have a thinkmg- 
xoom m every cityl Perchance the time will come when 
every house even will have not only its sleepmg-rooms, 
and dming-room, and talbng-room or parlor, but its 
thinkmg-room also, and the architects will put it mto 
their plans Let it be furmshed and ornamented with 
whatever conduces to serious and creative thought. I 
should not object to the holy water, or any other simple 
symbol, if it were consecrated by the imagination of the 
worshipers 

I heard that some Yankees bet that the candles were 
not wax, but tm. A European assured them that they 
were wax, but, mqumng of the sexton, he was surpnsed 
to leam that they were tm filled with oil. The church 
was too poor to afford wax. As for the Protestant 
churches, here or elsewhere, they did not mterest me, for 
it is only as caves that churches mterest me at aU, and m 
that respect they were mfenor. 

Montreal makes the impression of a larger city than 
you had expected to find, though you may have heard 
that it contams nearly sixty thousand inhabitants. In 
the newer parts, it appeared to be growmg fast like a 
small New York, and to be considerably Arnencamzed. 
The names of the squares remmded you of Pans — the 
Champ de Mars, the Place d’Armes, and others — and 
you felt as if a French revolution might break out any 
moment. Glimpses of Mount Royal nsmg behind the 



254 A YANKEE IN CANADA 

town, and the names of some streets in that direction, 
make one thmk of Edinburgh. That hill sets off this city 
wonderfully. I inquired at a principal bookstore for 
books pubhshed m Montreal. They said that there were 
none but schoolbooks and the like; they got their books 
from the States From time to time we met a priest in 
the streets, for they are distmguished by their dress, like 
the civil police. Like clergymen generally, with or with- 
out the gown, they made on us the impression of effemi- 
nacy. We also met some Sisters of Chanty, dressed in 
black, with Shaker-shaped black bonnets and crosses, 
and cadaverous faces, who looked as if they had almost 
cned their eyes out, their complexions parboiled with 
scaldmg tears, insulting the dayhght by their presence, 
havmg taken an oath not to smile By cadaverous I mean 
that their faces were like the faces of those who have 
been dead and buned for a year, and then untombed, 
with the life’s gnef upon them, and yet, for some un- 
accountable reason, the process of decay arrested. 

^Truth never fails her servant, sir, nor leaves fiim 
With the day’s shame upon him.” 

They waited demurely on the sidewalk while a truck 
laden with raisms was driven m at the semmary of St. 
Sulpice, never once hftmg their eyes from the ground. 

The soldier here, as everywhere m Canada, appeared 
to be put forward, and by his best foot. They were in 
the proportion of the soldiers to the laborers m an Afri- 
can: ant-hill. The inhabitants evidendy rely on them m 
a great measure for music and entertainment. You would 
meet with them pacing back and forth before some 
guardhouse or passageway, guardmg, regardmg, and 
disregardmg all lands of law by turns, apparently for 
the sake of the discipline to themselves, and not be- 
cause it was important to exclude anybody from enter- 
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ing that way. They reminded me of the men who are 
paid for pilmg up bncks and then throwing them down 
agam. On every promment ledge you could see Eng- 
l^d’s hands holdmg the Canadas, and I judged by the 
redness of her knuckles that she would soon have to let 
go. In the rear of such a guardhouse, m a large graveled 
square or parade ground, called the Champ de Mars, we 
saw a large body of soldiers bemg drilled, we bemg as 
yet the only spectators. But they did not appear to notice 
us any more than the devotees m the church, but were 
seemingly as mdifferent to fewness of spectators as the 
phenomena of nature are, whatever they might have 
been thinking under their helmets of the Yankees that 
were to come. Each man wore white kid gloves. It was 
one of the most interestmg sights which I saw m Can- 
ada. The problem appeared to be how to smooth down 
all mdividual protuberances or idiosyncrasies, and make 
a thousand men move as one man, animated by one 
central will, and there was some approach to success. 
They obeyed the signals of a commander who stood at 
a great distance, wand m hand, and the precision, and 
promptness, and harmony of their movements could not 
easily have been matched. The harmony was far more 
remarkable than that of any choir or band, and obtained, 
no doubt, at a greater cost They made on me the im- 
pression, not of many individuals, but of one vast centi- 
pede of a man, good for all sorts of pulhng down, and 
why not then for some kmds of buddmg up? If men 
could combme thus earnestly, and patiently, and har- 
momously to some really worthy end, what might they 
not accomplish? They now put then hands, and par- 
tially perchance then heads together, and the result is 
that they are the imperfect tools of an imperfect and 
tyrannical government. But if they could put their hands 
and heads and hearts and all together, such a co-opera- 
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tioA and harmony would be the very end and success for 
which government now exists m vam — a government, as 
it were, not only with tools, but stock to trade with. 

I was obhged to frame some sentences that sounded 
like French m order to deal with the market-women, 
who, for the most part, cannot speak Enghsh. Accord- 
ing to the gmdebook the relative population of this 
city stands nearly thus, two fifths are French-Canadian; 
nearly one fifth Bntish-Canadian, one and a half fifths 
Enghsh, Irish, and Scotch, somewhat less than one half , 
fifth Germans, Umted States people, and others. I saw 
nothmg like pie for sale, and no good cake to put in. 
my bundle, such as you can easily find m our towns, 
but plenty of fair-lookmg apples, for which Montreal 
Island is celebrated, and also pears cheaper and I 
thought better than ours, and peaches, which, though 
they were probably brought from the South, were as 
cheap as they commonly are with us. So imperative is 
the law of demand and supply that, as I have been told, 
the market of Montreal is sometimes supphed with green 
apples from the State of New York some weeks even 
before they are npe m the latter place. I saw here the 
spruce wax which the Canadians chew, done up m httle 
silvered papers, a penny a roll, also a small and shriveled 
fruit which they called censes, mixed with many htde 
stems, somewhat like raisins, but I soon returned what I 
had bought, findmg them rather msipid, only puttmg 
a sample m my pocket. Smce my return, I find on com- 
parison that it is the frmt of the sweet viburnum (Vt- 
buTnum Lentago), which with us rarely holds on till it 
IS npe. 

I stood on the deck of the steamer John Munn, late 
m the afternoon, when the second and third ferryboats 
amved from La Frame, brmgmg the remamder of the 
Yankees. I never saw so many caleches, cabs, charettes. 
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and similar vehicles collected before, and doubt if New 
York could easily furnish more. The handsome and sub- 
stantial stone quay which stretches a mile along the 
riverside and protects the street from the ice was 
thronged with the citizens who had turned out on foot 
and m carnages to welcome or to behold the Yankees. 
It was interestmg to see the caleche-dnvers dash up and 
down the slope of the quay with their active httle horses. 
They drive much faster than in our cities. I have been 
told that some of them come rune miles mto the city 
every mommg and return every mght, without changmg 
then horses durmg the day. In the midst of the crowd 
of carts, I observed one deep one loaded with sheep 
with their legs tied together, and their bodies piled one 
upon another, as if the driver had forgotten that they 
were sheep and not yet mutton — a sight, I trust, pecul- 
iar to Canada, though I fear that it is not 
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It was a long road to Walden, hxrt two men helped Thoreax 
on his way, one with an action, the other with ideas On 
was Steams Wheeler He built a hut on a pondy shore nea 
Concord, and for six weeks, during their college days 
Thoreau stayed with him there as his guest The other wa 
Emerson When in 1836 he published his little book Nature 
it became almost at once the bible of Transcendentalism 
Clearly, Thoreau read it with closest attention, its ideas in 
formed his early writing But he went on to pen many hun 
dreds of pages and to pass many years before finally sendini 
the manuscript of Walden to the printer Thoreau reshapei 
it seven times after leaving hts hut, at the end the book wa 
uniquely hts Ticknor ir Fields issued it in August 1854. Bi 
then Transcendentalism was a dying movement, but its great 
est document was at last in type 

C.B. 


ECONOM\ 


W HEN I wrote the following pages, or rather tl 
bulk of them, I hved alone, m the woods, a m] 
from any neighbor, m a house which I had built myse 
on the shore of Walden Pond, in Concord, Massach 
setts, and earned my hvmg by the labor of my hani 
only. I hved there two years and two months. At prese 
I am a sojourner in civilized life agam. 

I should not obtrude my affairs so much on the notli 
of my readers if very particular inquiries had not be( 
made by my townsmen concernmg my mode of hi 
which some would call impertment, though they do n 
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appear to me at all impertmenf^ but, considering the 
circumstances, very natural and pertment. Some have 
asked what I got to eat, if I did not feel lonesome, if 
I was not afraid, and the like. Others have been curi- 
ous to leam what portion of my income I devoted to 
charitable purposes, and some, who have large faimhes, 
how many poor children I maintamed I will therefore 
ask those of my readers who feel no particular mterest 
m me to pardon me if I undertake to answer some of 
these questions m this book. In most books, the I, or 
first person, is omitted, m this it will be retamed, that, 
m respect to egotism, is the mam difference We com- 
monly do not remember that it is, after all, always the 
first person that is speaking I should not talk so much 
about myself if there were anybody else whom I knew 
as well Unfortunately, I am confined to this theme by 
the narrowness of my experience. Moreover, I, on my 
side, requue of every writer, first or last, a simple and 
sincere account of his own hfe, and not merely what he 
has heard of other men’s hves, some such account as he 
would send to his kmdred from a distant land, for if he 
has hved smcerely, it must have been m a distant land 
to me. Perhaps these pages are more particularly ad- 
dressed to poor students. As for the rest of my readers, 
they will accept such portions as apply to them I trust 
that none will stretch the seams m putting on the coat, 
for it may do good service to hun whom it fits. 

I would fam say somethmg, not so much concerning 
the Chinese and Sandwich Islanders as you who read 
these pages, who are said to hve m New England, some- 
thmg about yoiu condition, especially your outward 
condition or cucumstances m this world, m this town, 
what it IS, whether it is necessary that it be as bad as it is, 
whether it cannot be improved as well as not. I have 
traveled a good deal m Concord, and everywhere, in 
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shops, and oflSces, and fields, the inhabitants have ap- 
peared to me to be domg penance in a thousand remark- 
able ways. What I have heard of Bramms sitting ex- 
posed to four fires and looking in the face of the sun; 
or hangmg suspended, widi their heads downward, over 
fl:ames, or lookmg at the heavens over their shoulders 
'‘until it becomes impossible for them to resume their 
natural position, while from the twist of the neck noth- 
ing but hquids can pass mto the stomach”; or dwelling, 
chamed for life, at the foot of a tree, or measuring with 
their bodies, like caterpillars, the breadth of vast em- 
pires, or standing on one leg on the tops of pillars — even 
these forms of conscious penance are hardly more in- 
credible and astomsiung tlian the scenes which I daily 
witness. The twelve labors of Hercules were tnfling m 
companson with those winch my neighbors have under- 
taken, for they were only twelve, and had an end; but I 
could never see that these men slew or captured any 
monster or fimshed any labor. They have no friend lolaus 
to bum with a hot iron the root of the hydra’ s head, but 
as soon as one head is cmshed, two spnng up, 

I see young men, my townsmen, whose misfortune 
it is to have inherited farms, houses, barns, cattle, and 
farmmg tools, for these are more easily acqmred than 
got nd of. Better if they had been born in the open pas- 
ture and suckled by a wolf, that they might have seen 
with clearer eyes what field they were called to labor in. 
Who made them serfs of the soil? Why should they eat 
their sixty acres, when man is condemned to eat only 
his peck of dirt? Why should they begm digging their 
graves as soon as they are bom? They have got to hve a 
man s life, pushmg all these thmgs before diem, and get 
on as well as they can How many a poor immortal soul 
have I met well nigh cmshed and smothered under its 
load, creepmg down the road of hfe, pushmg before it 
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a bam seventy-five feet by forty, its Augean stables never 
cleansed, and one hundred acres of land, tillage, mow- 
ing, pasture, and wood-lotl The portionless, who stmg- 
gle with no such unnecessary inherited encumbrances, 
find it labor enough to subdue and cultivate a few cubic 
feet of flesh. 

But men labor under a imstake. The better part of 
thc/man is soon ploughed mto the soil for compost By a 
seeming fate, commonly called necessity, they are em- 
ployed, as it says m an old book, laying up treasures 
which moth and rust will cormpt and thieves break 
through and steal. It is a fools life, as they will find 
when they get to the end of it, if not before. It is said 
that Deucalion and Pyrrha created men by throwmg 
stones over their heads behmd them: 

hide genus durum sumus, expenensque laborum, 

Et documenta damus quS. sunus ongme nati. 

Or, as Raleigh rhymes it m his sonorous way, 

■“From thence our kmd hard-hearted is, endunng pain and 
care, 

Approvmg that our bodies of a stony nature are " 

So much for a bhnd obedience to a blundermg oracle, 
throwmg the stones over their heads behmd them, and 
not seemg where they fell 

Most men, even m this comparatively free country, 
through mere ignorance and mistake, are so occupied 
with the factitious cares and superfluously coarse labors 
of life that its finer frmts cannot be plucked by them. 
Their fingers, from excessive toil, are too clumsy and 
tremble too much for that Actually, the laboring man 
has not leisure for a true mtegnty day by day, he can- 
not afford to sustam the manhest relations to men, his 
labor would be depreciated m the market He has no 
time to be anything but a machme. How can he remem- 
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ber well his ignorance — ^which his growth requires — 
who has so often to use his knowledge? We should feed 
and clothe him gratuitously sometimes, and recrmt him 
with our cordials, before we judge of him. The finest 
quahties of our nature, hke the bloom on frmts, can be 
preserved only by the most dehcate handhng. Yet we do 
not treat ourselves nor one another thus tenderly. 

Some of you, we all know, are poor, find it hard to 
hve, are sometimes, as it were, gasping for breath. I 
have no doubt that some of you who read this book are 
unable to pay for all the dinners which you have actu- 
ally eaten, or for the coats and shoes which are fast 
wearmg or are already worn out, and have come to this 
page to spend borrowed or stolen time, robbmg your 
creditors of an hour. It is very evident what mean and 
sneakmg hves many of you hve, for my sight has been 
whetted by expenence; always on the limits, trymg to 
get into business and trying to get out of debt, a very 
ancient slough, called by the Latms 3ss dlienum, an- 
other s brass, for some of their coins were made of brass, 
still hvmg, and dymg, and buned by this other’s brass; 
always prormsmg to pay, promising to pay, tomorrow, 
and dymg today, msolvent, seeking to curry favor, to get 
custom, by how many modes, only not state-prison of- 
fenses, lying, flattermg, votmg, contracbng yourselves 
mto a nutshell of civihty, or dilatmg into an atmosphere 
of thm and vaporous generosity, that you may persuade 
your neighbor to let you make his shoes, or his hat, or 
his coat, or his carnage, or import his groceries for him; 
making yourselves sick, that you may lay up something 
against a sick day, something to be tucked away m an 
o d chest, or m a stockmg behmd the plastermg, or, 
more s^ely, m the brick bank, no matter where, no 
matter how much or how httle. 

I sometimes wonder that we can be so frivolous, I 
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may almost say, as to attend to the gross but somewhat 
foreign form of servitude called Negro Slavery, there 
are so many keen and subtle masters that enslave both 
North and South. It is hard to have a Southern overseer; 
it is worse to have a Northern one, but worst of all when 
you are the slave-driver of yourself Talk of a divmity 
in manl Look at the teamster on the highway, wending 
to market by day or night, does any divmity stir withm 
him? His highest duty to fodder and water his horses I 
What IS his destiny to him compared with the shippmg 
mterests? Does not he drive for Squire Make-a-stir? 
How godlike, how immortal, is he? See how he cowers 
and sneaks, how vaguely aU the day he fears, not bemg 
immortal nor divine, but the slave and pnsoner of his 
own opmion of himself, a fame won by his own deeds. 
Pubhc opmion is a weak tyrant compared with our own 
private opmion. What a man thinks of himself, that it is 
which determines, or rather mdicates, his fate. Self- 
emancipation even in the West Indian provmces of the 
fancy and imagination — what Wilberforce is there to 
brmg that about? Thmk, also, of the ladies of the land 
weavmg toilet cushions agamst the last day, not to 
betray too green an interest m them fatesl As if you 
could loll time without mjurmg eternity. 

The mass of men lead hves of qmet desperation. 
What is called resignation is confirmed desperation. 
From the desperate city you go mto the desperate coun- 
try, and have to console yourself with the bravery of 
minks and muskrats. A stereotyped but unconscious 
despam is concealed even under what are called tlie 
games and amusements of mankmd There is no play m 
them, for this comes after work But it is a charactenstic 
of wisdom not to do desperate things. 

When we consider what, to use the words of the cat- 
echism, IS the chief end of man, and what are the true 
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necessaries and means of life, it appears as if men had 
deliberately chosen tlie common mode of hving because 
they preferred it to any other. Yet diey honestly think 
there is no choice left. But alert and healthy natures 
remember that the sun rose clear. It is never too late to 
give up our prejudices. No way of thmldng or domg, 
however ancient, can be trusted without proof. What 
everybody echoes or m silence passes by as true today 
may turn out to be falsehood tomorrow, mere smoke of 
opmion, which some had trusted for a cloud that would 
sprmkle fertilizing ram on theu fields. What old people 
say you cannot do you try and find that you can. Old 
deeds for old people, and new deeds for new. Old 
people did not know enough once, perchance, to fetch 
fresh fuel to keep the fire a-gomg, new people put a 
httle dry wood under a pot, and are whuled round the 
globe with the speed of buds, in a way to kill old 
people, as the phrase is Age is no better, hardly so well, 
qualified for an mstructor as youth, for it has not prof- 
ited so much as it has lost. One may almost doubt if 
the wisest man has learned anything of absolute value 
by hving. Practically, the old have no very important 
advice to give the young, theu own expenence has been, 
so partial, and theu fives have been such miserable fail- 
ures, for private reasons, as they must believe, and it 
may be that they have some faith left which belies that 
expenence, and they are only less young than they were. 
I have lived some thuty years on this planet, and I have 
yet to hear the first syllable of valuable or even earnest 
advice from my seniors. They have told me nothing, and 
probably cannot tell me anything to the purpose. Here 
is fife, an expenment to a great extent imtried by me, 
but it does not avail me that they have tned it. If I have 
any expenence which I think valuable, I am sure to 
reflect that this my Mentors said nothing about. 
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One farmer says to me, ‘‘You cannot live on vegetable 
food solely, for it furmshes nothmg to make bones with”, 
and so be rebgiously devotes a part of bis day to supply- 
ing bis system witb tbe raw matenal of bones, walkmg 
all tbe wbde be talks behind bis oxen, wbicb, witb vege- 
table-made bones, ]erk bun and bis lumbermg plough 
along m spite of every obstacle. Some things are really 
necessaries of life in some circles, the most helpless and 
diseased, which m others are luxuries merely, and in. 
others stdl are entirely unknown. 

The whole ground of human life seems to some to 
have been gone over by then predecessors, both the 
heights and the valleys, and all thmgs to have been 
cared for Accordmg to Evelyn, "the wise Solomon pre- 
scnbed ordinances for the very distances of trees, and 
the Roman praetors have decided how often you may 
go mto yoin neighbor’s land to gather the acorns which 
fall on it without trespass, and what share belongs to 
that neighbor.” Hippocrates has even left dnections how 
we should cut our nads, that is, even with the ends of 
the fingers, neither shorter nor longer. Undoubtedly the 
very tedium and ennm which presume to have exhausted 
the variety and the joys of life are as old as Adam But 
man’s capacities have never been measured, nor are we 
to judge of what he can do by any precedents, so httle 
has been tried. Whatever have been thy failures hitherto, 
"be not a£3icted, my child, for who shall assign to thee 
what thou hast left undone?” 

We might try our hves by a thousand simple tests, as, 
for instance, that the same sun which npens my beans 
illummes at once a system of earths like ours If I had 
remembered this it would have prevented some mis- 
takes. This was not the hght m which I hoed them The 
stars are the apexes of what wonderful triangles! What 
distant and different bemgs m the various mansions of 
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tibe universe are contemplating the same one at the 
same momenti Nature and human hfe are as vanous as 
our several constitutions. Who shall say what prospect 
life offers to another? Could a greater muracle take place 
than for us to look tlirough each otlier’s eyes for an in- 
stant? We should hve m all the ages of the world m an 
houTj ay, in all the worlds of the ages. History, Poetry, 
Mythologyl — I know of no reading of another’s e’^eri- 
ence so startling and mforming as tlus would be. 

The greater part of what my neighbors call good I 
beheve in my soul to be bad, and if I repent of anything, 
it is very hkely to be my good behavior. WTiat demon 
possessed me that I behaved so well? You may say the 
wisest thmg you can, old man-r-you who have hved 
seventy years, not without honor of a land — 1 hear an 
irresistible voice which invites me av'ay from all that. 
One generation abandons ffie enterpnses of another hke 
stranded vessels. 

I think that we may safely trust a good deal more 
than we do We may waive just so much care of our- 
selves as we honestly bestow elsewhere. Nature is as 
well adapted to our weakness as to our strength The in- 
cessant anxiety and strain of some is a well-mgh mcur- 
able form of disease We are made to exaggerate the 
importance of what work we do, and yet how much is 
not done by us! or, what if we had been taken sick? 
How vigilant we are! determmed not to live by faith if 
we can avoid it, all the day long on the alert, at night 
we unwilhngly say our prayers and commit ourselves to 
uncertainties So thoroughly and' smcerely are we com- 
pelled to hve, reverencing our life, and denying the pos- 
sibihty of change. This is the only way, we say, but 
there are as many ways as there can be drawn radu from 
one center. All change is a nuracle to contemplate, but 
it is a nuracle which is takmg place every mstant. Con- 
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fucius said, “To know that we know what we know, and 
that we do not know what we do not know, that is true 
knowledge.” When one man has reduced a fact of the 
imagmation to be a fact to his understanding, I foresee 
that all men will at length estabhsh their hves on that 
basis. 

Let us consider for a moment what most of the trouble 
and anxiety which I have referred to is about, and how 
much it IS necessary that we be troubled, or at least care- 
ful It would be some advantage to hve a primitive and 
frontier hfe, though in the midst of an outward civiliza- 
tion, if only to learn what are the gross necessaries of 
life and what methods have been taken to obtain them; 
or even to look over the old daybooks of the merchants, 
to see what it was that men most commonly bought at 
the stores, what they stored, that is, what are the grossest 
groceries. For the improvements of ages have had but 
httle influence on the essential laws of man s existence; 
as our skeletons, probably, are not to be distmgmshed 
from those of our ancestors. 

By the words, necessary of life, 1 mean whatever, of 
all that man obtains by his own exertions, has been from 
the first, or from long use has become, so important to 
human hfe that few, if any, whether from savageness, 
or poverty, or philosophy, ever attempt to do without it. 
To many creatures there is in this sense but one neces- 
sary of life. Food To the bison of the prairie it is a few 
inches of palatable grass, with water to dnnk, unless he 
seeks the Shelter of the forest or the mountain s shadow. 
None of the brute creation requires more than Food and 
Shelter. The necessanes of hfe for man m this chmate 
may, accurately enough, be distributed under the several 
heads of Food, Shelter, Clothmg, and Fuel, for not till 
We have secured these are we prepared to entertain the 
true problems of hfe with freedom and a prospect of 
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success Man has invented not only houses but clothes 
and cooked food, and possibly from the accidental dis- 
covery of the warmth of fire, and the consequent use of 
it, at first a luxury, arose tlie present necessity to sit by 
it. We observe cats and dogs acquirmg the same second 
nature. By proper Shelter and Clotlung we legitimately 
retam our own internal heat; but with an excess of these, 
or of Fuel, that is, with an external heat greater than 
our own mtemal, may not cookery properly be said to 
begm? Darwin, the naturalist, says of tlie inhabitants of 
Tierra del Fuego, tliat while his own party, who were 
well clothed and sittmg close to a fire, were far from too 
warm, these naked savages, who were farther off, were 
observed, to his great surpnse, *‘to be streammg with 
perspiration at undergoing such a roasting.” So, we are 
told, the New Hollander goes naked with impumty, 
while the European shivers m his clothes. Is it impos- 
sible to combine the hardmess of these savages with the 
intellectualness of the civilized man? According to Lie- 
big, man’s body is a stove, and food the fuel which 
keeps up the mtemal combustion in the lungs In cold 
weather we eat more, m warm less The animal heat is 
the result of a slow combusfaon, and disease and death 
take place when this is too rapid, or for want of fuel, or 
from some defect m the draught, the fire goes out. Of 
course the vital heat is not to be confounded with fire; 
but so much for analogy. It appears, therefore, from the 
above hst, that the expression, animal life, is nearly syn- 
onymous "With the expression, animal heat; for while 
Food may be regarded as the Fuel which keeps up the 
fire withm us and Fuel serves only to prepare that 
Food or to mcrease the warmth of our bodies by addi- 
tion from Without — Shelter and Clothmg also serve only 
to retam the heat thus generated and absorbed. 

The grand necessity, then, for our bodies, is to keep 
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■warm, to keep the vital heat in us. What pains we ac- 
cordingly take, not only with our Food, and Clothing, 
and Shelter, but with our beds, which are our night- 
clothes, robbing the nests and breasts of birds to pre- 
pare this shelter within a shelter, as the mole has its bed 
of grass and leaves at the end of its burrowl The poor 
man is wont to complam that this is a cold world, and to 
cold, no less physical than social, we refer directly a 
great part of our ails. The summer, in some climates, 
makes possible to man a sort of Elysian hfe. Fuel, except 
to cook his Food, is then unnecessary, the sun is his fire, 
and many of the fruits are sufBaently cooked by its 
rays; while Food generally is more various, and more 
easily obtamed, and Clod^g and Shelter are wholly or 
half unnecessary. At the present day, and m this coun- 
try, as I find by my own experience, a few implements, a 
knife, an axe, a spade, a wheelbarrow, etc , and for the 
studious, lamph^t, stationery, and access to a few 
books, rank next to necessaries, and can all be obtained 
at a trifling cost. Yet some, not wise, go to the other side 
of the globe, to barbarous and unhealthy regions, and 
devote themselves to trade for ten or twenty years, in 
order that they may hve — ^that is, keep comfortably 
warm — and die in New England at last. The luxunously 
rich are not simply kept comfortably warm, but un- 
naturally hot, as I implied before, they are cooked, of 
course k la mode. 

Most of the luxuries, and many of the so-ealled com- 
forts of life, are not only not mdispensable, but positive 
hindrances to the elevation of mankmd With respect to 
luxuries and comforts, the wisest have ever hved a more 
simple and meager life than the poor. The ancient phi- 
losophers, Chinese, Hmdu, Persian, and Greek, were a 
class than which none has been poorer in outward nches, 
none so nch m mward. We know not much about them. 
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It is remarkable that we know so much of them as we 
do. The same is true of the more modern reformers and 
benefactors of their race. None can be an impartial or 
wise observer of human hfe but from the vantage ground 
of what we should call voluntary poverty. Of a life of 
luxury the frmt is luxury, whether in agnculture, or 
commerce, or hterature, or art. There are nowadays pro- 
fessors of philosophy, but not philosophers. Yet it is 
admirable to profess because it was once admirable to 
hve. To be a philosopher is not merely to have subtle 
thoughts, nor even to found a school, but so to love 
wisdom as to live according to its dictates, a life of sim- 
phcity, independence, magnanimity, and trust. It is to 
solve some of the problems of hfe, not only theoreti- 
cally, but practically The success of great scholars and 
thinkers is commonly a courtier-hke success, not kingly, 
not manly They m^e shift to hve merely by conform- 
ity, practically as their fathers did, and are m no sense 
the progenitors of a nobler race of men. But why do 
men degenerate ever? What makes famih'es run out? 
What is the nature of the luxury which enervates and 
destroys nations? Are we sure that there is none of it in 
our own hves? The philosopher is in advance of his age 
even m the outward form of his hfe He is not fed, shel- 
tered, clothed, warmed, hke his contemporaries How 
can a man be a philosopher and not maintam his vital 
heat by better methods than other men? 

When a man is warmed by the several modes which 
I have described, what does he want next? Surely not 
more warmth of the same kmd, as more and ncher food, 
larger and more splendid houses, finer and more abun- 
dant clothmg, more numerous mcessant and hotter fires, 
and the hke When he has obtained those thin gs which 
are necessary to hfe, there is another alternative than to 
obtam the superflmties, and that is, to adventure on hfe 
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now, his vacation from humbler toil having commenced. 
The soil, it appears, is suited to the seed, for it has sent 
its radicle downward, and it may now send its shoot 
upward also with confidence Why has man rooted him- 
self thus firmly m the earth, but that he may rise in the 
same proportion mto the heavens above? — ^for the nobler 
plants are valued for the fruit they bear at last in the 
air and hght, far from the ground, and are not treated 
like the humbler esculents, which, though they may be 
biennials, are cultivated only till they have perfected 
their root, and often cut down at top for this purpose, so 
that most would not know them m their flowermg sea- 
son 

I do not mean to prescribe rules to strong and vahant 
natures, who will mind their own affairs whether in 
heaven or hell, and perchance build more magnificently 
and spend more lavishly than the nchest, without ever 
impovenshing themselves, not knowmg how they hve — 
if, mdeed, there are any such, as has been dreamed, nor 
to those who find their encouragement and mspiration 
m precisely the present condition of thmgs, and chensh 
it with the fondness and enthusiasm of lovers — and, to 
some extent, I reckon myself m this number, I do not 
speak to those who are well employed, m whatever cir- 
cumstances, and they know whether they are well em- 
ployed or not, but mamly to the mass of men who are 
discontented, and idly complaimng of the hardness of 
their lot or of the times, when they might improve them. 
There are some who complain most energetically and 
mconsolably of any, because they are, as they say, domg 
their duty. I also have in my mmd that seemmgly 
wealthy, but most terribly impovenshed class of all, who 
have accumulated dross, but know not how to use it, or 
get nd of it, and thus have forged their own golden or 
Silver fetters. 
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If I should attempt to tell how I have desired to 
spend my life m years past, it would probably surpnse 
those of my readers who are somewhat acquainted with 
its actual history, it would certainly astonish those who 
know nothing about it I will only lunt at some of the 
enterpnses which I have chenshed 

In any weatlier, at any hour of tlie day or night, I 
have been anxious to improve the nick of time, and 
notch it on my stick too, to stand on tlie meeting of two 
eternities, tlie past and future, winch is precisely the 
present moment, to toe that hne. You will pardon some 
obscurities, for tliere are more secrets in my trade than 
in most men s, and yet not voluntarily kept, but msepa- 
rable from its very nature. I w'ould gladly tell all that I 
know about it, and never pamt “No Admittance*' on my 
gate. 

I long ago lost a hound, a bay horse, and a turtle- 
dove, and am still on their trail. Many are the travelers 
I have spoken concerning them, descnbmg their tracks 
and w'hat calls they ans\vered to. I have met one or two 
who had heard the hound, and the tramp of the horse, 
and even seen the dove disappear behind a cloud, and 
diey seemed as anxious to recover them as if they had 
lost them themselves. 

To anticipate, not the sunrise and the dawm merely, 
but, if possible. Nature herself! How many mornings, 
summer and wmter, before yet any neighbor was stir- 
ring about his busmess, have I been about mine! No 
doubt, many of my towmsmen have met me returning 
from this enterprise, farmers startmg for Boston in the 
twihght, or woodchoppers going to their work. It is true, 
I never assisted the sun materially m his rismg, but, 
doubt not, it was of the last importance only to be 
present at it 

So many autumn, ay, and winter days, spent outside 
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the town, trying to hear what was in the wind, to hear 
and carry it-expressl I well-mgh sunk all my capital m 
it, and lost my own breath into the bargain, runmng m 
the face of it. If it had concerned either of the pohtical 
parties, depend upon it, it would have appeared m the 
Gazette with the earhest intelhgence. At other times 
watchmg from the observatory of some chff or tree, to 
telegraph any new arrival, or waitmg at evenmg on the 
hilltops for the sky to fall, that I might catch somethmg, 
though I never caught much, and that, manna-wise, 
would dissolve agam m the sun. 

For a long time I was reporter to a journal, of no very 
wide circulation, whose editor has never yet seen fit to 
prmt the bulk of my contributions, and, as is too com- 
mon with wnters, I got only my labor for my pains. 
However, m this case my pams were their own reward. 

For many years I was self-appomted inspector of 
snowstorms and rainstorms, and did my duty faithfully; 
surveyor, if not of highways, then of forest paths and 
all across-lot routes, keepmg them open, and ravmes 
bridged and passable at aU seasons, where the pubHc 
heel had testified to their utihty. 

I have looked after the wild stock of the town, which 
give a faithful herdsman a good deal of trouble by leap- 
ing fences, and I have had an eye to the unfrequented 
nooks and comers of the farm, though I did not always 
know whether Jonas or Solomon worked m a particu- 
lar field today, that was none of my busmess. I have 
watered the red huckleberry, the sand cherry and the 
nettle tree, the red pme and the black ash, the white 
grape and the yellow violeh which might have withered 
else m dry seasons. 

In short, I went on thus for a long time (I may say it 
without boastmg), faithfully nundmg my busmess, till 
it became more and more evident that my townsmen 
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would not after all admit me into the list of town ojQBcers, 
nor make my place a sinecure with a moderate allow- 
ance. My accounts, which I can swear to have kept 
faithfully, I have, indeed, never got audited, still less 
accepted, still less paid and settled. However, I have not 
set my heart on tliat. 

Not long since, a strollmg Indian went to sell baskets 
at the house of a well-known lawyer in my neighbor- 
hood. “Do you wish to buy any baskets?” he asked. “No, 
we do not want any,” was the reply. “Whatl” exclaimed 
the Indian as he went out the gate, “do you mean to 
starve us?” Havmg seen his industnous white neighbors 
so well oj0F — that the lawyer had only to weave argu- 
ments, and by some magic wealth and standmg fol- 
lowed — ^he had said to himself; I \vill go into business; 
I Will weave baskets, it is a thmg which I can do. Think- 
ing that when he had made the baskets he would have 
done his part, and then it would be the white man’s to 
buy them. He had not discovered that it was necessary 
for him to make it worth the other’s while to buy them, 
or at least make him thmk that it was so, or to make 
somethmg else which it would be worth his while to 
buy. I too had woven a land of basket of a delicate tex- 
ture, but I had not made it worth anyone’s while to buy 
them. Yet not the less, m my case, did I think it worth 
my while to weave them, and mstead of studymg hoW 
to make it worth men’s while to buy my baskets, I 
studied rather how to avoid the necessity of selhng 
them. The hfe which men praise and regard as success- 
ful is but one kmd. Why should we exaggerate any one 
kind at the expense of the others? 

Fmdmg that my fellow-citizens were not likely to 
offer me any room m the courthouse, or any curacy or 
hvmg anywhere else, but I must shift for myself, I 
turned my face more exclusively than ever to the woods. 
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wliere I was better known. I determined to go mto busi- 
ness at once, and not wait to acquire tbe usual capital, 
usmg such slender means as I bad already got. My pur- 
pose m gomg to Walden Pond was not to bve cheaply 
nor to bve dearly there, but to transact some private 
business with the fewest obstacles; to be hmdered from 
accomphshmg which for want of a htde common sense, 
a htde enterpnse and busmess talent, appeared not so 
sad as foohsh. 

I have always endeavored to acquire strict busmess 
habits, they are mdispensable to every man. If your 
trade is with the Celestial Empue, then some small 
countmg-house on the coast, m some Salem harbor, will 
be .fiicture enough. You will export such articles as the 
country affords, purely native products, much ice and 
pme timber and a htde granite, always in native bot- 
toms These will be good ventures. To oversee all the 
details yourself in person, to be at once pilot and captam, 
and owner and underwriter, to buy and sell and keep 
the accounts, to read every letter received, and write or 
read every letter sent, to superintend the discharge of 
imports mght and day, to be upon many parts of the 
coast almost at the same time — often the richest freight 
will be discharged upon a Jersey shore, to be your own 
telegraph, unweane^y sweepmg the horizon, speakmg 
all passmg vessels bound coastwise, to keep up a steady 
despatch of commodities, for the supply of such a dis- 
tant and exorbitant market, to keep yourself informed 
of the state of the markets, prospects of war and peace 
everywhere, and anticipate the tendencies of trade and 
civilization — ^taking advantage of the results of all ex- 
plormg expeditions, usmg new passages and all im- 
provements m navigation, charts to be studied, the posi- 
tion of reefs and new hghts and buoys to be ascertamed, 
and ever, and ever, the loganthmic tables to be cor- 
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rected, for by the error of some calculator the vessel 
often sphts upon a rock that should have reached a 
fnendly pier — there is the untold fate of La Perouse; 
umversal science to be kept pace with, studying the hves 
of aU great discoverers and navigators, great adven- 
tures and merchants, from Hanno and the Phoemcians 
down to our day, m fine, account of stock to be taken 
from tune to time, to know how you stand. It is a labor 
to task the faculties of a man — such problems of profit 
and loss, of mterest, of tare and tret, and gaugmg of all 
kinds m it, as demand a umversal knowledge 

I have thought that Walden Pond would be a good 
place for busmess, not solely on account of the railroad 
and the ice trade, it oflFers advantages which it may not 
be good pohcy to divulge, it is a good post and a good 
foundation No Neva marshes to be filled, though you 
must everywhere bmld on piles of your own dnvmg. It 
is said that a flood-tide, with a westerly wmd, and ice 
m the Neva, would sweep St. Petersburg from the face 
of the earth. 

As this busmess was to be entered into without the 
usual capital, it may not be easy to conjecture where 
those means, that will shll be mdispensable to every 
such undertakmg, were to be obtamed. As for Clothmg, 
to come at once to the practical part of the question, 
perhaps we are led oftener by the love of novelty and a 
regard for the opmions of men, m procurmg it, than by 
a true utility Let him who has work to do recollect that 
the object of clothmg is, first, to retam the vital heat, 
and secondly, m this state of society, to cover nakedness, 
and he may judge how much of any necessary or im- 
portant work may be accomphshed without addmg to 
his wardrobe. Kmgs and queens who wear a suit but 
once, though made by some tailor or dressmaker to their 
majesties, cannot know the comfort of wearmg a suit 
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that fits. They are no better than wooden horses to 
hang the clean clothes on. Every day our garments be- 
come more assimilated to ourselves, receiving the im- 
press of the wearer s character, until we hesitate to lay 
them aside, without such delay and medical apphances 
and some such solemmty even as our bodies. No man 
ever stood the lower m my estimation for havmg a patch 
in his clothes, yet I am sure that there is greater anxiety, 
eommonly, to have fashionable, or at least clean and un- 
patched clothes, than to have a sound conscience But 
even if the rent is not mended, perhaps the worst vice 
betrayed is improvidence. I sometimes try my acquaint- 
ances by such tests as this Who could wear a patch, or 
two extra seams ‘only, over the knee? Most behave as if 
they beheved that their prospects for hfe would be 
rumed lE they should do it. It would be easier for them 
to hobble to town with a broken leg than with a broken 
pantaloon. Often if an accident happens to a gentleman's 
legs, they can be mended, but if a similar accident hap- 
pens to the legs of his pantaloons, there is no help for it, 
for he considers, not what is truly respectable, but what 
is respected. We know but few men, a great many coats 
and breeches. Dress a scarecrow m your last shift, you 
standmg shiftless by, who would not soonest salute the 
scarecrow? Passmg a cornfield the other day, close by 
a hat and coat on a stake, I recognized the owner of the 
farm. He was only a httle more weather-beaten than 
when I saw him last. I have heard of a dog that barked 
at every stranger who approached his master's premises 
with clothes on, but was easily qmeted by a naked thief. 
It IS an interestmg question how far men would retam 
their relative rank if they were divested of their clothes. 
Could you, in such a case, tell surely of any company of 
•civihzed men which belonged to the most respected 
class? When Madam Pfeiffer, m her adventurous travels 
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round the world, from east to west, had got so near 
home as Asiatic Russia, she says that she felt the neces- 
sity of wearmg other than a travehng dress, when she 
went to meet the authonties, for she "was now m a 
civilized country, where . . . people are judged of by 
their clothes.” Even in our democratic New England 
towns the acadental possession of wealth, and its mam- 
festation m dress and eqmpage alone, obtain for the 
possessor almost umversal respect. But they who yield 
such respect, numerous as they are, are so far heathen, 
and need to have a missionary sent to them Besides, 
clothes mtroduced sewing, a land of work which you 
may call endless, a woman’s dress, at least, is never 
done. 


A man who has at length found somethmg to do will 
not need to get a new suit to do it m, for him the old 
will do, that has lam dusty m the garret for an mdeter- 
mmate period. Old shoes will serve a hero longer than 
they have served his valet — if a hero ever has a valet- 
bare feet are older t han shoes, and he can make them 
do. Only they who go to soirees and legislative halls 
must have new coats, coats to change as often as the 
man changes m them But if my jacket and trousers, my 
hat and shoes, are fit to worship God in, they will do; 
will they not? Who ever saw his old nlothes — his old 


coat, actually worn out, resolved into its primitive ele- 
ments, so that it was not a deed of chanty to bestow it 
on some poor boy, by h i m perchance to be bestowed on 
some poorer still, or shall we say ncher, who could do 
with less? I say, beware of all enterpnses that require 
new clothes, and not rather a new wearer of clothes. If 
there is not a new man, how can the new clothes be 
made to fit? If you have any enterprise before you, try 
\t m your old clothes All men want, not somethmg to 
do With, but somethmg to do, or rather somethmg to h6> 
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Perhaps we should never procure a new suit, however 
ragged or dirty the old, until we have so conducted, so 
enterpnsed or sailed m some way, that we feel like new 
men m the old, and that to retam it would be like keep- 
ing new wme m old bottles. Our moultmg season, hke 
that of the fowls, must be a crisis m our hves. The loon 
retires to sohtary ponds to spend it. Thus also the shake 
casts its slough, and the caterpillar its wormy coat, by 
an mtemal mdustry and expansion, for clothes are but 
our outmost cuticle and mortal coil. Otherwise we shall 
be found sailing under false colors, and be mevitably 
cashiered at last by our own opmion, as well as that of 
mankmd. 

We don garment after garment, as if we grew hke 
exogenous plants by addition without. Our outside and 
often thm and fanciful clothes are our epidermis, or 
false skm, which partakes not of our hfe, and may be 
stripped ofE here and there without fatal injury, our 
thicker garments, constantly worn, are our cellular in- 
tegument, or cortex, but our shirts are our hber, or true 
bark, which cannot be removed without girdling and so 
destroymg the man. I beheve that all races at some sea- 
sons wear something eqmvalent to the shirt. It is desir- 
able that a man be clad so simply that he can lay his 
hands on himself m the dark, and that he hve in all re- 
spects so compactly and preparedly, that, if an enemy 
take the town, he can, hke the old philosopher, walk out 
the gate empty-handed without anxiety. While one thick 
garment is, for most purposes, as good as three thm 
ones, and cheap clothing can be obtamed at pnces 
really to smt customers, while a thick coat can be bought 
for five dollars, which will last as many years, thick pan- 
taloons for two dollars, cowhide boots for a dollar and a 
half a pair, a summer hat for a quarter of a dollar, and 
a wmter cap for sixty-two and a half cents, or a better 
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be made at home at a nominal cost, where is he so poor 
that, clad in such a suit, of his own earning, there will 
not be found wise men to do him reverence? 

When I ask for a garment of a particular form, my 
tailoress tells me gravely, "They do not make them so 
now,” not emphasizmg the "They” at all, as if she quoted 
an authority as impersonal as the Fates, and I find it 
difficult to get made what I want, simply because she 
cannot beheve that I mean what I say, that I am so rash. 
When I hear this oracular sentence, I am for a moment 
absorbed in thought, emphasizmg to myself each word 
separately that I may come at the meanmg of it, that I 
may find out by what degree of consangumity They are 
related to me, and what authority they may have m an 
affair which affects me so nearly, and, finally, I am m- 
clmed to answer her with equal mystery, and without 
any more emphasis of the "they” — ^Tt is true, they did 
not make them so recently, but they do now.” Of what 
use this measuring of me if she does not measure my 
character, but only the breadth of my shoulders, as it 
were a peg to hang the coat on? We worship not the 
races, nor the Parcae, but Fashion. She spms and 
weaves and cuts with fuU authonty. The head monkey 
at ans puts on a traveler s cap, and all the monkeys m 
Amenca do the same. I sometimes despair of gettmg 
i, ^ simple and honest done in this world 
y e help of men. They would have to be ^passed 
oug a powerful press fest, to squeeze their old no- 
ons out of them, so that they would not soon get upon 
eir egs again; aud then there would be someone in 
e company with a maggot m his head, hatched from 
^ deposited there nobody knows when, for not 
these thmgs, and you would have lost your 
iabor. Nevertheless, we wiU not forget that some Egyp- 
au wheat was handed down to us by a mummy. 
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On the whole, I tibmk that it cannot be maintained 
that dressmg has m this or any country risen to the 
digmty of an art At present men make shift to wear 
what they can get. Like shipwrecked sailors, they put 
on what they can find on the beach, and at a httle dis- 
tance, whether of space or time, laugh at each other’s 
masquerade. Every generation laughs at the old fash- 
ions, but follows rehgiously the new We are amused at 
beholding the costume of Henry VIII, or Queen Eliza- 
beth, as much as if it was that of the Kmg and Queen 
of the Cannibal Islands All costume off a man is pitiful 
or grotesque It is only the serious eye peermg from 
and the sincere hfe passed within it which restram 
laughter and consecrate the costume of any people Let 
Harlequm be taken with a fit of the cohc and his 
trappings will have to serve that mood too. When the 
soldier is hit by a cannonball rags are as becommg as 
purple. 

The childish and savage taste of men and women for 
new patterns keeps how many shakmg and sqmntmg 
through kaleidoscopes that they may discover the par- 
ticular figure which this generation requires today. The 
manufacturers have learned that this taste is merely 
whimsical. Of two patterns which differ only by a few 
threads more or less of a particular color, the one will be 
sold readily, the other he on the shelf, though it fre- 
quently happens that after the lapse of a season the 
latter becomes the most fashionable Comparatively, 
tattoomg IS not the hideous custom which it is called It 
IS not barbarous merely because the pnntmg is skm- 
deep and unalterable. 

I caimot beheve that our factory system is the best 
mode by which men may get clothmg. The condition 
of the operatives is becommg every day more hke that 
of the Enghsh, and it cannot be wondered at, smce, as 
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far as I have heard or observed, the principal object is 
not that mankind may be well and honestly clad but, 
imquestionably, that the corporations may be ennched. 
In the long run men hit only what tliey aim at. There- 
fore, though they should fail immediately, they had 
better aim at somethmg high. 

As for a Shelter, I will not deny tliat this is now a 
necessary of hfe, though there are mstances of men hav- 
ing done without it for long penods in colder countnes 
than this. Samuel Laing says that “the Laplander in his 
slon dress, and in a skin bag which he puts over his head 
and shoulders, wiU sleep night after night on the snow 
... in a degree of cold which would extinguish the hfe 
of one exposed to it in any woollen clotlung." He had 
seen them asleep thus Yet he adds, “They are not 
hardier than other people." But, probably, man did not 
hve long on the earth without discovenng the conven- 
ience which there is in a house, the domestic comforts, 
which phrase may have ongmally signified the satis- 
factions of the house more than of the family, though 
these must be extremely partial and occasional in those 
chmates where the house is associated m our thoughts 
with wmter or the rainy season chiefly, and two thirds 
of the year, except for a parasol, is unnecessary. In our 
chmate, m the summer, it was formerly almost solely a 
covermg at mght. In the Indian gazettes a wigwam was 
the symbol of a day’s march, and a row of them cut or 
pamted on the bark of a tree signified that so many 
times they had camped Man was not made so large 
limbed and robust but that he must seek to narrow his 
world, and wall m a space such as fitted him He was at 
first bare and^ out of doors, but though this was pleas- 
^ serene and warm weather, by daylight, 
the rainy season and the winter, to say nothmg of the 
tomd sun, would perhaps have mpped his race m the 
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bud if be bad not made baste to clotbe bimself witb 
the shelter of a bouse Adam and Eve, according to tbe 
fable, wore the bower before other clothes Man wanted 
a home, a place of warmth, or comfort, first of physical 
warmth, then the warmth of the affections 

We may imagme a time when, m the infancy of the 
human race, some enterprising mortal crept mto a hol- 
low m a rock for shelter. Every child begins the world 
again, to some extent, and loves to stay outdoors, even 
in wet and cold. It plays house, as well as horse, havmg 
an mstmct for it. Who does not remember the mterest 
with which, when young, he looked at shelving rocks, or 
any approach to a cave? It was the natural yearmng of 
that portion o^ our most primitive ancestor which still 
survived m us From the cave we have advanced to 
roofs of palm leaves, of bark and boughs, of Imen woven 
and stretched, of grass and straw, of boards and shin- 
gles, of stones and tiles. At last, we know not what 
it is to hve m the open air, and our hves are domestic m 
more senses than we think From the hearth the field is 
a great distance. It would be weU, perhaps, if we were 
to spend more of our days and mghts without any ob- 
struction between us and the celestial bodies, if the poet 
did not speak so much from under a roof, or the samt 
dwell there so long Birds do not smg m caves, nor do 
doves cherish their innocence m dovecots. 

However, if one designs to construct a dwelhng 
house, it behooves him to exercise a httle Yankee 
shrewdness, lest after all he find himself m a workhouse, 
a labyrmth without a clue, a museum, an almshouse, a 
pnson, or a splendid mausoleum mstead Consider first 
how shght a shelter is absolutely necessary. I have seen 
Penobscot Indians, m this town, hvmg m tents of thm 
cotton cloth, while the snow was nearly a foot deep 
around them, and I thought that they would be glad to 
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have it deeper to keep out the wind. Formerly, when 
how to get my hvmg honestly, with freedom left for my 
proper pursmts, was a question winch vexed me eveii 
more than it does now, for unfortunately I am become 
somewhat callous, I used to see a large box by the rail- 
road, six feet long by three wide, in which the laborers 
locked up their tools at mght, and it suggested to me 
that every man who was hard pushed might get such a 
one for a dollar, and, havmg bored a few auger holes in 
it, to adimt the air at least, get mto it when it ramed and 
at mght, and hook down the hd, and so have freedom 
in his love, and m his soul be free Tins did not appear 
the worst, nor by any means a despicable alternative. 
You could sit up as late as you pleased, and, whenever 
you got up, go abroad without any landlord or house- 
lord doggmg you for rent. Many a man is harassed to 
death to pay the rent of a larger and more luxurious 
box who would not have frozen to death m such a box 
as this. I am far from jesting. Economy is a subject 
which admits of bemg treated with levity, but it cannot 
so be disposed of. A comfortable house for a rude and 
hardy race, that hved mostly out of doors, was once 
made here almost entirely of such materials as Nature 
:femshed ready to their hands. Gookm, who was super- 
intendent of the Indians subject to the Massachusetts 
Colony, wntmg m 1674, says, “The best of their houses 
are covered very neatly, tight and warm, with barks of 
trees, shpped from their bodies at those seasons when 
the sap IS up, and made mto great flakes, with pres- 
sure of weighty timber, when they are green. . . . The 
covered with mats which they make of 
a kmd of bulrush, and are also mdiflerently tight and 
warm, but not so good as the former. . . . Some I 
ave seen, sixty or a hundred feet long and thirty feet 
roa .... I have often lodged m their wigwams, and 
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found them as warm as the best Enghsh bouses.” He 
adds that they were commonly carpeted and Imed 
wi thin with well-wrought embroidered mats, and were 
furmshed with vanous utensils. The Indians had ad- 
vanced so far as to regulate the effect of the wmd by a 
mat suspended over the hole in the roof and moved 
by a strmg. Such a lodge was in the first mstance con- 
structed m a day or two at most, and taken down and 
put up in a few hours; and every family owned one, or 
its apartment in one. 

In the savage state every family owns a shelter as 
good as the best, and suJBBcient for its coarser and sim- 
pler wants, but I think that I speak withm bounds 
when I say that, though the birds of the air have their 
nests, and the foxes their holes, and the savages their 
wigwams, in modem civilized society not more than one 
half the families own a shelter In the large towns and 
cities, where avilization especially prevails, the number 
of those who own a shelter is a very small fraction of 
the whole. The rest pay an annual tax for this outside 
garment of all, become mdispensable summer and wm- 
ter, which would buy a village of Indian wigwams, but 
now helps to keep them poor as long as they hve I do 
not mean to insist here on the disadvantage of hinng 
compared with owmng, but it is evident that the savage 
owns his shelter because it costs so htde, while the civi- 
lized man hires his commonly because he cannot afford 
to own it, nor can he, m the long run, any better afford 
to hire. But, answers one, by merely paymg this tax the 
poor civihzed man secures an abode which is a palace 
compared with the savage’s An armual rent of from 
twenty-five to a hundred dollars (these are the country 
rates) entitles him to the benefit of the improvements 
of centuries, spacious apartments, clean paint and pa- 
per, Rumford Replace, back plastermg, Venetian bhnds. 
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copper pump, spring lock, a commodious cellar, and 
many otiier thmgs But how happens it that he who is 
said to enjoy these tlungs is so commonly a poor civi- 
lized man, while the savage, who has them not, is rich 
as a savage? If it is asserted that civihzation is a real ad- 
vance in the condition of man — and I think that it is, 
though only the wise improve their advantages — it must 
be shown that it has produced better dwellmgs witliout 
makmg them more costly, and the cost of a dung is the 
amount of what I will call life which is required to be 
exchanged for it, immediately or in the long run. An 
average house m this neighborhood costs perhaps eight 
hundred dollars, and to lay up this sum wiU take from 
ten to fifteen years of the laborer’s life, even if he is not 
encumbered with a family — estimating the pecuniary 
value of every man’s labor at one dollar a day, for if 
some receive more, otliers receive less — so that he must 
have spent more than half his life commonly before his 
wigwam will be earned. If we suppose him to pay a rent 
mstead, this is but a doubtful choice of ewls. Would the 
savage have been wise to exchange his wigwam for a 
palace on these terms? 

It may be guessed that I reduce almost the whole ad- 
vantage of holdmg this superfluous property as a fund 
in store agamst the future, so far as the individual is 
concerned, mamly to the defraymg of funeral expenses. 
But perhaps a man is not required to bury himself. 
Nevertheless this pomts to an important distinction be- 
tween the civilized man and the savage, and, no doubt, 
they have designs on us for our benefit, in makmg the 
life of a civilized people an institution, in which the life 
of the mdividual is to a great extent absorbed, in order 
to preserve and perfect that of the race. But I wish to 
show at what a sacrifice this advantage is at present 
obtamed, and to suggest that we may possibly so live 
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as to secure all tlie advantage without sufiFering any of 
the disadvantage. What mean ye by saymg that the 
poor ye have always with you, or that the fathers have 
eaten sour grapes, and the children s teeth are set on 
edge? 

“As I live, saith the Lord God, ye shall not have oc- 
casion any more to use this proverb m Israel.” 

“Behold all souls are mine, as the soul of the father, 
so also the soul of the son is mme: the soul that sinneth 
it shall die.” 

When I consider my neighbors, the farmers 6f Con- 
cord, who are at least as well oflF as the other classes, 
I find that for the most part they have been toihng 
twenty, thirty, or forty years, that iiiey may become the 
real owners of their farms, which commonly they have 
inherited with encumbrances, or else bought with hned 
money — and we may regard one thnd of that toil as 
the cost of their houses — ^but commonly they have not 
paid for them yet It is true, the encumbrances some- 
times outweigh the value of the farm, so that the farm 
itself becomes one great encumbrance, and still a man 
is found to inhent it bemg well acquamted with it as 
he says. On applying to the assessors, I am surprised to 
learn that they cannot at once name a dozen in the town 
who own their farms free and clear. If you would know 
the history of these homesteads, mqmre at the bank 
where they are mortgaged The man who has actually 
paid for his farm -with labor on it is so rare that every 
neighbor can point to him. I doubt if there are three 
such men m Concord. What has been said of the mer- 
chants, that a very large majority, even mnety-seven in 
a hundred, are sure to fail, is equally true of the farmers. 
With regard to the merchants, however, one of them 
says pertmently that a great part of then failures are 
not genume pecumaiy failures, but merely failures to 
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fulfill their engagements, because it is inconvenient, that 
IS, it IS the moral character that breaks down. But this 
puts an infinitely worse face on the matter, and sug- 
gests, besides, that probably not even the other three 
succeed in saving tlieir souls, but are perchance bank- 
rupt in a worse sense than tliey who fail honestly. Bank- 
ruptcy and repudiation are the springboards from which 
much of our civihzation vaults and turns its somersets, 
but the savage stands on the unelasbc plank of famine. 
Yet the Middlesex Cattle Show goes off here with 6clat 
annually, as if all the joints of the agricultural machine 
were suent. 

The fanner is endeavonng to solve the problem of 
a livehhood by a formula more compheated than the 
problem itself. To get lus shoesfcrmgs he speculates in 
herds of cattle. With consummate skill he has set his 
trap with a hair springe to catch c6mfort and independ- 
ence, and then, as he turned away, got his own leg into 
it This IS the reason he is poor; and for a similar reason 
we are all poor in respect to a thousand savage comforts, 
though surrounded by luxunes. As Chapman sings, 

“The false society of men — 

— ioT earthly greatness 
All heavenly comforts rarefies to air.” 

And when the fanner has got his house, he may not 
be the richer but the poorer for it, and it be the house 
that has got him As I understand it, that was a vahd 
objection urged by Momus agamst the house which 
Mmerva made, that she ‘had not made it movable, by 
which means a bad neighborhood might be avoided’ ; 
and it may still be urged, for our houses are such un- 
wieldy property that we are often impnsoned rather 
than housed m them, and the bad neighborhood to be 
avoided is our own scurvy selves. I know one or two 
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families; at least, in this town, who for nearly a gener- 
ation have been wishmg to sell their houses m the out- 
sbxts and move into the village, but have not been able 
to accomphsh it, and only death will set them free. 

Granted that the majority are able at last either to 
own or hire the modem house witibi all its improvements. 
While civilization has been improving our houses, it has 
not equally improved the men who are to inhabit them. 
It has created palaces, 'but it was not so easy to create 
noblemen and kmgs. And 1/ the civilized maris pursuits 
are no worthier than the savages, if he is employed the 
greater part of his life in obtaining gross necessaries and 
comforts merely, why should he have a better dwelling 
than the former? 

But how do the poor minority fare? Perhaps it wiH 
be found that just m proportion as some have been 
placed in outward circumstances above the savage, 
others have been degraded below him. The luxury of 
one class is coimterbalanced by the mdigence of an- 
other. On the one side is the palace, on the other are 
the almshouse and “silent poor ” The myriads who bmlt 
the pyramids to be the tombs of the Pharaohs were fed 
on garhc, and it may be were not decently buned them- 
selves. The mason who fimshes the cornice of the palace 
returns at mght perchance to a hut not so good as a 
wigwam. It is a mistake to suppose that, m a country 
where the usual evidences of civilization exist, the con- 
dition of a very large body of the inhabitants may not 
be as degraded as that of savages. I refer to the de- 
graded poor, not now to the degraded nch To know 
this I should not need to look farther than to the shan- 
ties which eveiywhere border our railroads, that last 
improvement m civilization, where I see m my daily 
walks human bemgs hvmg in sties, and all wmter with 
an open door, for die sake of hght, without any visible. 
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often imaginable, wood pile, and tlic forms of both old 
and young are permanently contracted by the long habit 
of shnnking from cold and misery, and the development 
of all their bmbs and faculties is checked. It certainly 
is fair to look at tliat class by whose labor the works 
which disbnguish tliis generation arc accomplished. 
Such too, to a greater or less extent, is tlie condition of 
the operatives of every denomination in England, which 
is the great workliouse of tlic world. Or I could refer 
you to Ireland, which is marked as one of the white 
or enhghtened spots on tlie map. Contrast the physical 
condition of the Irish with tliat of the North American 
Indian, or the South Sea Islander, or any otlier savage 
race before it was degraded by contact with the civi- 
lized man. Yet I have no doubt that that people’s rulers 
are as wise as the average of civilized rulers. Their con- 
dition only proves what squahdness may consist with 
civihzabon. I hardly need refer now to the laborers in 
our Southern States who produce the staple exports of 
this country, and are tliemselves a staple production of 
the South But to confine myself to tliose who are said 
to be in moderate circumstances. 

Most men appear never to have considered what a 
ouse is, and are actually though needlessly poor all 
their lives because they think that tliey must have such 
a One as their neighbors have. As if one were to wear 
any sort of coat which the tailor might cut out for him, 
or, gradually leaving off palmleaf hat or cap of wood- 
c uc sfcm, complain of hard fames because he could 
not afford to buy him a crown! It is possible to invent 
a ouse still more convenient and luxurious tlian we 
ave, which yet all would admit that man could not 
f always study to obtain more 

p n somefames to be content with 

ess a the respectable citizen thus gravely teach. 
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by precept and example, the necessity of tbe young 
man’s providmg a certain number of superfluous glow- 
shoes, and umbrellas, and empty guest chambers for 
empty guests, before he dies? Why should not our 
furniture be as simple as the Arab’s or the Indian’s? 
When I think of the benefactors of the race, whom we 
have apotheosized as messengers from heaven, bearers 
of divme gifts to man, I do not see in my mmd any 
retmue at their heels, any carload of fashionable furm- 
ture Or what if I were to allow — would it not be a 
singular allowance? — ^that our furmture should be more 
complex than the Arab’s, m proportion as we are mor- 
ally and mtellectually his supenorsl At present our 
houses are cluttered and defiled with it, and a good 
housewife would sweep out the greater part mto the 
dust hole, and not leave her morning’s work undone. 
Mormng workl By the blushes of Aurora and the music 
of Memnon, what should be man’s mormng work m 
this world? I had three pieces of limestone on my desk, 
but I was terrified to find that they reqmred to be 
dusted daily, when the furmture of my mmd was all 
undusted still, and I threw them out the wmdow in 
disgust. How, then, could I have a furnished house? I 
would rather sit m the open air, for no dust gathers on 
the grass, unless where man has broken ground 
It IS the luxurious and dissipated who set the fashions 
which the herd so dihgently follow. The traveler who 
stops at the best houses, so called, soon discovers this, 
for the pubhcans presume him to be a Sardanapalus, 
and if he resigned himself to their tender mercies he 
would soon be completely emasculated. I think that in 
the railroad car we are mclmed to spend more on luxury 
than on safety and convemence, and it threatens With- 
out attammg these to become no better than a modem 
drawmg-room, with its divans and ottomans and sun- 
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shades and a hundred other oriental things, which we 
are taking west with us, invented for the ladies of the 
harem and the effemmate natives of the Celestial Em- 
pire, which Jonathan should be ashamed to know the 
names of. I would rather sit on a pumpkin and have 
it all to myself than be crowded on a velvet cushion. 

I would radier nde on earth m an oxcart, with a free cir- 
culation, than go to heaven in the fancy car of an ex- 
cursion tram and breadie a malaria all the way. 

The very simphcity and nakedness of mans hfe in 
the primitive ages imply this advantage, at least, that 
they left him still but a sojourner in nature. When he 
was refreshed with food and sleep he contemplated his 
journey agam. He dwelt, as it were, in a tent in this 
world, and was either threadmg the valleys, or crossmg 
the plams, or chmbing the mountam tops. But lol men 
have become the tools of their tools. The man who in- 
dependently plucked the fruits when he was hungry 
is become a farmer, and he who stood under a tree for 
shelter, a housekeeper. We now no longer camp as for 
a mght, but have settled down on earth and forgotten 
heaven. We have adopted Christiamty merely as an im- 
proved method of ngn-culture. We have built for this 
world a family mansion, and for the next a family tomb. 
The best works of art are the expression of man’s strug- 
gle to free himself from this condition, but the effect of - 
our art is merely to make this low state comfortable and 
that higher state to be forgotten. There is actually no 
place m this village for a work of f,ne art, if any had 
come down to us, to stand, for our hves, our houses, and 
streets furmsh no proper pedestal for it. There is not a 
n^ to hang a picture on, nor a shelf to receive the bust 
of a hero or a samt. When I consider how our houses 
are built and paid for, or not paid for, and their mtemal 
economy managed and sustamed, I wonder that the 
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floor does not give way under the visitor while he is 
admiring the gewgaws upon the mantelpiece, and let 
him through into the cellar, to some sohd and honest 
though earthy foundation. I cannot but perceive that 
this so-called rich and refined hfe is a thing jumped at, 
and I do not get on in the enjoyment of the -fine arts 
which adorn it, my attention being wholly occupied 
with the jump, for I remember that the greatest genume 
leap due to human muscles alone, on record, is that of 
certam wandermg Arabs, who are said to have cleared 
twenty-five feet on level ground. Without factitious 
support, man is sure to come to earth agam beyond that 
distance. The first question which I am tempted to put 
to the proprietor of such great impropnety is. Who 
bolsters you? Are you one of the nmety-seven who fail, 
or die three who succeed? Answer me these questions, 
and then perhaps I may look at your baubles and find 
them ornamental. The cart before the horse is neither 
beautiful nor usefuL Before we can adorn our houses 
with beautiful objects the walls must be stnpped, and 
our hves must be stopped, and beautiful housekeepmg 
and beautiful hvmg be laid for a foundation now, a 
taste for the beautiful is most cultivated out of doors, 
where there is no house and no housekeeper. 

Old Johnson, m his 'Wonder-Working Providence,’* 
speakmg of the first settlers of this town, with whom 
he was contemporary, tells us that "they burrow them- 
selves m the earth for their first shelter under some hill- 
side, and, castmg the sod aloft upon timber, they make 
a smoky fire agamst the earth, at the highest side.” 
They did not “provide them houses,” says he, “till the 
earth, by the Lord’s blessmg, brought forth bread to 
feed them,” and the first year’s crop was so hght that 
"they were forced to cut their bread very thm for a 
long season.” The secretary of the Province of New 
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Netherland, wntuig in Dutch, in 1650, for the informa- 
tion of those who wished to take up land there, states 
more particularly that "those m New Netherland, and 
especially m New England, who have no means to build 
farmhouses at first accordmg to their wishes, dig a 
square pit in the ground, cellar fashion, six or seven 
feet deep, as long and as broad as they think proper, 
case the earth mside with wood aU round the wall, and 
Ime the wood with the bark of trees or somethmg else 
to prevent the cavmg m of the earth, floor this cellar 
With plank, and wainscot it overhead for a ceilmg, raise 
a roof of spars clear up, and cover the spars widi bark 
or green sods, so that they can hve dry and warm m . 
these houses with their entire famihes for two, three, 
and four years, it being understood that partitions are 
run through those cellars which are adapted to the size 
of the family. The wealthy and prmcipal men in New 
England, m the begmnmg of the colomes, commenced 
their first dwellmg houses in this fashion for two rea- 
sons. firstly, m order not to waste time m building, and 
not to want food the next season, secondly, in order 
not to discourage poor labonng people whom they 
brought over m numbers from Fatherland. In the course 
of three or four years, when the country became adapted 
to agriculture, they bmlt themselves handsome houses, 
spending on them several thousands.” 

In this course which our ancestors took there was a 
show of prudence at least, as if their principle were to 
satisfy the more pressmg wants first But are the more 
pressmg wants satisfied now? When I think of acqumng 
for myself one of our luxunous dwellmgs^ I am deterred, 
for, so to speak, the country is not yet adapted to human 
culture, and we are still forced to cut our spiritual bread 
far thinner than our forefathers did their wheaten. Not 
that all architectural ornament is to be neglected even 
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in the rudest penods, but let our houses first be lined 
with beauty, where they come in contact with our hves, 
like the tenement of the shellfish, and not overlaid with 
it. But, alasl I have been inside one or two of them, and 
know what they are Imed with. 

Though we are not so degenerate but that we might 
possibly live m a cave or a wigwam or wear skins today, 
it certainly is better to accept the advantages, though 
so dearly bought, which the mvention and industry of 
mankmd ofiFer. In such a neighborhood as this, boards 
and shmgles, lime and bricks, are cheaper and more 
easily obtamed than smtable caves, or whole logs, or 
bark m suflScient quantities, or even weU-tempered clay 
or flat stones I speak understandmgly on this subject, 
for I have made myself acquamted with it both theo- 
retically and practically. With a httle more wit we might 
use these matenals so as to become ncher than the 
richest now are, and make our civilization a blessmg. 
The civilized man is a more experienced and wiser sav- 
age. But to make haste to my own experiment. 

Near the end of March, 1845, 1 borrowed an axe and 
went down to the woods by Walden Pond, nearest to 
where I mtended. to build my house, and began to cut 
down some tail arrowy white pmes, still m their youth, 
for timber. It is difficult to begm without borrowmg, but 
perhaps it is the most generous course thus to permit 
your fellow-men to have an mterest in your enterpnse. 
The owner of the axe, as he released his hold on it, said 
that it was the apple of his eye, but I returned it sharper 
than I received it. It was a pleasant hiUside where I 
worked, covered with pine woods, through which I 
looked out on the pond, and a small open field m the 
woods where pmes and hickories were sprmging up 
The ice m the pond was not yet dissolved, though there 



296 WALDEN 

were some open spaces, and it was all dark colored and 
saturated with water. There were some shght flumes of 
snow during the days that I worked there, but for the 
most part when I came out onto the railroad, on my way 
home, its yeUow sand heap stretched away gleaming m 
the hazy atmosphere, and the rails shone in the spnng 
sun, and I heard the lark and pewee and other birds 
already come to commence another year with us. They 
were pleasant spring days, in which the winter of man’s 
discontent was thawing as well as the earth, and the 
life that had lam torpid began to stretch itself. One day, 
when my axe had come off and I had cut a green 
hickory for a wedge, driving it witli a stone, and had 
placed the whole to soak m a pond hole in order to s^vell 
the wood, I saw a stnped snake run into the water, and 
he lay on the bottom, apparently without inconvemence, 
as long as I stayed there, or more than a quarter of an 
hour, perhaps because he had not yet fairly come out of 
the torpid state. It appeared to me that for a like reason 
men remam m their present low and primitive con- 
dition, but if they should feel the influence of the spnng 
of sprmgs arousing them, they would of necessity nse to 
a higher and more ethereal life. I had previously seen 
the snakes m frosty mommgs m my path with portions 
of their bodies sfali numb and inflexible, waitmg for the 
sun to maw them On the 1st of April it rained and 
melted the ice, and m the early part of the day, which 
was very foggy, I heard a stray goose gropmg about 
over the pond and cackhng as if lost, or like the spirit 
of the fog. 

So I went on for some days cuttmg and hewing tim- 
ber, and also studs and rafters, all with my narrow axe, 

not havmg many cominumcable or scholar-hke thoughts, 
smgmg to myself. 
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Men say they know many things. 

But lol they have taken wmgs — 

The arts and sciences. 

And a thousand apphances; 

The wmd that blows 
Is all that anybody knows. 

I hewed the mam timbers six mches square, most of the 
studs on two sides only, and the rafters and floor timbers 
on one side, leavmg the rest of the bark on, so that they 
were just as straight and much stronger than sawed 
ones. Each stick was carefully mortised or tenoned by 
its stump, for I had borrowed other tools by this time. 
My days m the woods were not very long ones, yet I 
usually carried my dmner of bread and butter, and read 
the newspaper in which it was wrapped, at noon, sittmg 
amid the green pme boughs which I had cut off, and to 
my bread was imparted some of their fragrance, for my 
hands were covered with a thick coat of pitch Before I 
had done I was more the friend than the foe of the pme 
tree, though I had cut dovra some of them, havmg be- 
come better acquainted with it. Sometimes a rambler in 
the wood was attracted by the sound of my axe, and we 
chatted pleasantly over the chips which I had made. 

By the middle of Apnl, for I made no haste m my 
work, but rather made the most of it, my house was 
framed and ready for the raismg I had already bought 
the shanty of James Colhns, an Irishman who worked 
on the Fitchburg Railroad, for boards. James Colhns^ , 
shanty was considered an imcommonly fine one When 
I called to see it he was not at home. I walked about the 
outside, at first unobserved from withm, the wmdow 
was so deep and high. It was of small dimensions, with 
a peaked cottage roof, and not much else to be seen, the 
dirt bemg raised five feet all around as if it were a com- 
post heap. The roof was the soundest part, though a 
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good deal warped and made britde by die sun. Doorsill 
there was none, but a perennial passage for the hens 
under the door board. Mrs. C. came to the door and 
asked me to view it from the inside. The hens were 
driven in by my approach. It was dark, and had a dirt 
floor for the most part, dank, clammy, and aguish, only 
here a board and there a board which would not bear 
removal. She hghted a lamp to show me the inside of 
the roof and the walls, and also that the board floor ex- 
tended under the bed, warmng me not to step into the 
cellar, a sort of dust hole two feet deep. In her own 
words, they were “good boards overhead, good boards 
all around, and a good window” — of two whole squares 
ongmally, only the cat had passed out that way lately. 
There was a stove, a bed, and a place to sit, an infant m 
the house where it was bom, a silk parasol, gilt-framed 
loobng-glass, and a patent new coffee-mill nailed to an 
oak sapling, all told The bargain was soon concluded, 
for James had m the meanwhile returned. I to pay four 
dollars and twenty-five cents tomght, he to vacate at five 
tomorrow mommg, selhng to nobody else meanwhile I 
to take possession at six. It were well, he said, to be 
there early, and anticipate certain indistmct but wholly 
unjust claims on the score of ground rent and fuel. This 
he assured me was the only encumbrance. At six I passed 
him and his family on the road. One large bundle held 
their all ^bed, coffee-mdl, lookmg-glass, hens — ^all but 
the cat, she took to the woods and became a wild cat 
and, as I learned afterward, trod m a trap set for wood- 
chucks, and so became a dead cat at last. 

I took down this dwelhng the same morning, drawing 
the nails, and removed it to the pond side by small cart- 
loads, spreadmg the boards on the grass there to bleach 
and warp back agam in the sun One early thrush gave 
me a note or two as I drove along the woodland path. I 
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was informed treacherously by a young Patnck that 
neighbor Seeley, an Irishman, in ihe mtervals of the 
carting, transferred the still tolerable, straight, and 
dnvable nails, staples, and spikes to his pocket, and then 
stood when I came back to pass the time of day, and 
look freshly up, unconcerned, with sprmg thoughts, at 
the devastation, there bemg a dearth of work, as he said. 
He was there to represent spectatordom, and help make 
this seemmgly msignificant event one with the removal 
of the gods of Troy. 

I dug my cellar m ihe side of a hiU slopmg to the 
south, where a woodchuck had formerly dug his bur- 
row, down through sumach and blackberry roots, and 
the lowest stam of vegetation, six feet square by seven 
deep, to a fine sand where potatoes would not freeze in 
any wmter. The sides were left shelving, and not stoned, 
but the sun havmg never shone on them, the sand stiU 
keeps Its place. It was but two hours’ work, I took par- 
ticular pleasure m this breakmg of ground, for m almost 
all latitudes men dig mto the earth for an equable tem- 
perature Under the most splendid house in the city is 
still to be found the cellar where they store then roots as 
of old, and long after the superstructure had disappeared 
postenty remark its dent m the earth. The house is still 
but a sort of porch at the entrance of a burrow. 

At length, m the begmnmg of May, with the help of 
some of my acquamtances, rather to improve so good an 
occasion for neighborhness than from any necessity, I set 
up the frame of my house No man was ever more 
honored m the character of his raisers than I. They are 
destmed, I trust, to assist at the raismg of loftier struc- 
tures one day. I began to occupy my house on the 4th 
of July, as soon as it was boarded and roofed, for the 
boards were carefully feather-edged and lapped, so that 
it was perfectly impervious to ram, but before board- 
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ing I laid die foimdatioii of a clumney at one end, bring- 
ing two cartloads of stones up the hill from the pond in 
my arms. I built the chimney after my hoemg in the 
fall, before a fire became necessary for warmth, domg my 
cookmg m the meanwhile out of doors on the ground, 
early m the mormng. which mode I stdl think is m some 
respects more convement and agreeable than the usual 
one. When it stormed before my bread was baked, I 
fixed a few boards over the fire, and sat under them to 
watch my loaf, and passed some pleasant hours m that 
way. In those days, when my hands were much em- 
ployed, I read but htde, but the least scraps of paper 
which lay on the ground, my holder, or tablecloth, 
afforded me as much entertainment, in fact answered 
the same purpose as the Ihad. 

It would be worth the while to build stdl more de- 
liberately than I did, considering, for instance, what 
foundation a door, a wmdow, a cellar, a garret, have m 
the nature of man, and perchance never raismg any 
superstructure untd we found a better reason for it than 
our temporal necessities even. There is some of the same 
fitness m a man's buildmg his own house that there is m 
a bird’s buildmg its own nest. Who knows but if men 
constructed their dwellmgs with their own hands, and 
provided food for themselves and famihes simply and 
honestly enough, the poetic faculty would be umversally 
developed, as birds universally smg when they are so 
engaged? But alas! we do like cowbuds and cuckoos, 
which lay their eggs in nests which other birds haVe 
built, and cheer no traveler with their chattermg and 
unmusical notes. Shall we forever resign the pleasure of 
construction to the carpenter? What does architecture 
amount to m the ei^erience of the mass of men? I never 
in all my walks came across a man engaged m so simple 
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and natural an occupation as building bis bouse We be- 
long to tbe community It is not the tailor alone who is 
the mntb part of a man, it is as much tbe preacher, and 
tbe merchant, and the farmer Where is this division of 
labor to end^ and what object does it finally serve? No 
doubt another may also think for me, but it is not there- 
fore desirable that he should do so to the exclusion of 
my thinkmg for myself. 

True, there are architects so called m this country, and 
I have heard of one at least possessed with the idea of 
makmg architectural ornaments have a core of truth, a 
necessity, and hence a beauty, as if it were a revelation 
to him. All very well perhaps from his pomt of view, 
but only a httle better than &e common dilettantism A 
sentimental reformer in architecture, he began at the 
cormce, not at the foundation. It was only now to put a 
core of truth withm the ornaments, that every sugar 
plum m fact might have an almond or caraway seed m 
it — though I hold that almonds are most wholesome 
without the sugar — ^and not how the inhabitant, the in- 
dweller, might bmld truly withm and without, and let 
the ornaments take care of themselves. What reasonable 
man ever supposed that ornaments were somethmg out- 
ward and m the skm merely, that the tortoise got his 
spotted shell, or the shellfish its mother-o’-pearl tmts, by 
such a contract as the inhabitants of Broadway their 
Tnmty Church? But a man has no more to do with the 
style of architecture of his house than a tortoise with 
that of its shell, nor need the soldier be so idle as to try 
to pamt the precise color of his virtue on his standard. 
The enemy find it out. He may turn pale when the 
trial comes This man seemed to me to lean over the 
cormce, and timidly whisper his half truth to the rude 
occupants who really knew it better than he. What of 
architectural beauty I now see, I know has gradually 
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grown from within outward, out of die necesaties 
character of the indweller, who is the only builder— out f 
of some unconscious truthfulness, and nobleness,> wi&“ ^ „ , 
out ever a thought for the appearance; and whatever^ 'i 
additional beauty of this kmd is destined to be produced v 
wiU be preceded by a like unconscious beauty of Hfel^^- 
The most interestmg dwelhngs in this country, as th^ 
pamter knows, are the most unpretending, humble log * 
huts and cottages of the poor commonly; it is the life of' ^ 
the inhabitants whose shells they are, and not any pecii- ^ ^ 
hanty m their surfaces merely, which makes them' pic-’ 
iuresque; and equally mterestmg will be the citizens ' 
suburban box, when his life shall be as simple and 
agreeable to the imagmation, and there is as htde strain- ' ^ 
mg after efiEect in the style of his dwelhng. A great pror^ - 
portion of architectural ornaments are literally hoHow,' 
and a September gale would strip them o£E, like bor-“; - 
rowed plumes, without infury to die substandals. They ' 
can do without archttecture who have no olives nor 
wmes m the cellar. What if an equal ado were made < 
about the ornaments of style in hterature, and the archi- '; ' 


n 


tects of our bibles spent as much time about their cor-_^ 
mces as the architects of our churches do? So are made ^ ; 


the belles-lettres and die beaux-arts and their professors; 
Much it concerns a man, forsooth, how a few sticks are * 
slanted over him or under him, and what colors are , 
daubed upon his box. It would signify somewhat, if, in 
any earnest sense, he slanted them and daubed it; but 
the spmt havmg departed out of the tenant, it is ef a , 
piece with constractmg his own cofBn — ^the architecturer;> 
of the grave, and "carpenter,” is but another name for ^ 
"cofiBn-maker.” One man says, in his despair or indif- , 
ference to hfe, take up a handful of the earth at your 
feet, and paint your house that color. Is he thinkmg of 
' his last and narrow house? Toss up a copper for it as 
' well. What an abundance of leisure he must havel ’^A^y 
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do you take up a handful of dirt? Better paint your 
house your own complexion, let it turn pale or blush for 
you. An enterpnse to improve the style of cottage archi- 
tecture! When you have got my ornaments ready I will 
wear them. 

Before wmter I built a chimney, and shmgled the 
sides of my house, which were already impervious to 
ram, with imperfect and sappy shmgles made of the first 
shoe of the log, whose edges I was obhged to straighten 
with a plane. 

I have thus a tight shingled and plastered house, ten 
feet wide by fifteen long, and eight-feet posts, with a 
garret and a closet, a large wmdow on each side, two 
trap doors, one door at the end, and a bnck fireplace 
opposite. The exact cost of my house, paymg the usual 
price for such materials as I used, but not countmg the 
work, all of which was done by myself, was as follows, 
and I give the details because very few are able to tell 
exactly what their houses cost, and fewer still, if any, the 
separate cost of the various materials which compose 
them. 

Boards 

Refuse shingles for roof and 

sides ...... 

Laths 

Two second-hand windows 

with glass . 

One thousand old brick . 

Two casks of lime 

Hair 

Mande-tree iron . 

Nails 

Hinges and screws 

Lat^ 

Chalk 

Transportation .... 


$8 03/2, mosdy shanty boards. 

400 

125 


2 43 
4 00 

2 40 
0 31 
015 

3 90 
014 
010 
0 01 

140 


That was high. 

More than I needed. 


I earned a good part 
on my back. 


In all . . 


$28 m 
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These are all ihe materials excepting the timber, 
stones, and sand, which I claimed by squatter s right. I 
have also a small woodshed adjoimng, made chiefly of 
the stuff which was left after building the house. 

I intend to build me a house which will surpass any 
on the main street m Concord m grandeur and luxury, 
as soon as it pleases me as much and will cost me no 
more tihan my present one. 

I thus found that die student who wishes for a shelter 
can obtain one for a lifetime at an expense not greater 
than the rent which he now pays annually. If I seem to 
boast more than is becoming, my excuse is that I brag 
for humamty rather than for myself; and my shortcom- 
ings and mconsistencies do not affect the truth of my 
statement Notwithstandmg much cant and hypocrisy — 
chaff which I find it difficult to separate from my wheat, 
but for which I am as sorry as any man — I will breathe 
freely and stretch myself m dus respect, it is such a re- 
hef to both the moral and physical system; and I am 
resolved that I will not through humihty become the 
devils attorney. 1 will endeavor to speak a good word 
for the truth. At Cambridge College the mere rent of a 
student’s room, which is only a htde larger than my oivn, 
is thirty dollars each year, though the corporation had 
the advantage of building thirty-two side by side and 
under one roof, and the occupant suffers the incon- 
venience of many and noisy neighbors, and perhaps a 
residence in the fourth story. I cannot but think that if 
we had more true wisdom m these respects, not only less 
education would be needed, because, forsooth, more 
would already have been acquired, but the pecumaiy 
expense of gettmg an education would in a great meas- 
ure vamsh. Those convemences which the student re- 
quires at Cambndge or elsewhere cost him or somebody 
else ten times as great a sacrifice of life as they would 
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■with proper management on both sides. Those things for 
which the most money is demanded are never the thmgs 
which the student most wants Tmtion, for instance, is 
an important item m the term bill, while for the far more 
valuable education which he gets by associatmg with 
the most cultivated of his contemporanes no charge is 
made. The mode of foundmg a college is, commonly, to 
get up a subscription of dollars and cents, and then fol- 
lowmg bhndly the prmciples of a division of labor to its 
extreme, a prmciple which should never be followed 
but with circumspection, to call in a contractor who 
makes this a subject of speculation, and he employs 
Irishmen or other operatives actually to lay the founda- 
tions, while the students that are to be are said to be 
fittmg themselves for it, and for these oversights suc- 
cessive generations have to pay. I think that it would be 
better than this, for the students, or those who desire to 
be benefited by it, even to lay the foundation them- 
selves. The student who secures his coveted leisure and 
retuement by systematically shirkmg any labor neces- 
sary to man obtains but an ignoble and unprofitable 
leisure, debrauding himself of the experience which 
alone can make leisure frmtful. "But,” says one, "you 
do not mean that the students should go to work with 
their hands mstead of their heads?” I do not mean that 
exactly, but I mean something which he might thmk 
a good deal hke that, I mean ^at they should not filay 
life, or study it merely, while the commumty supports 
them at this eiipensive game, but earnestly live it from 
begmnmg to end. How could youths better learn to hve 
than by at once trymg the experiment of hvmg? Me- 
thmks this would exercise then minds as much as mathe- 
matics. If I wished a boy to know something about the 
arts and sciences, for mstance, I would not pursue the 
common course, which is merely to send him mto 
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the neighborhood of some professor, where anything is 
professed and practiced but the art of hfe; to survey the 
world through a telescope or a microscope, and never 
with his natural eye, to study chemistry, and not learn 
how his bread is made, or mechamcs, and not learn how 
it is earned, to discover new satelhtes to Neptune, and 
not detect the motes in his eyes, or to what vagabond he 
IS a satelhte himself, or to be devoured by the monsters 
that swarm all around him, while contemplatmg the 
monsters in a drop of vmegar. Which would have ad- 
vanced the most at the end of a month — ^the boy who 
had made his own jackknife from the ore which he had 
dug and smelted, readmg as much as would be neces- 
sary for this — or the boy who had attended the lectures 
on metallurgy at the Institute m the meanwhile, and 
had received a Rogers’ penknife from his father? Which 
would be most likely to cut his fingers? ... To my as- 
tomshment I was mformed on leavmg college that I had 
studied navigation! — ^why, if I had taken one turn down 
the harbor I should have known more about it. Even 
the poor student studies and is taught only political 
economy, while that economy of hvmg which is synon- 
ymous with philosophy is not even smcerely professed 
m our colleges. The consequence is, that while he is 
readmg Adam Smith, Ricardo, and Say, he runs his 
father m debt irretrievably. 

As 'With our colleges, so with a himdred "modem im- 
provements”, there is an illusion about them, there is 
not always a positive advance The devil goes on exact- 
ing compound mterest to the last for his early share and 
numerous succeedmg mvestments m them. Our inven- 
tions are wont to be pretty toys, which distract our atten- 
tion from serious things They are but improved means 
to an unimproved end, an end which it was already but 



ECONOMY 307 

too easy to amve at, as railroads lead to Boston or New 
York We are m great haste to construct a magnetic tele- 
graph from Marne to Texas, but Marne and Texas, it 
may be, have nothing important to commumcate Either 
IS m such a predicament as the man who was earnest to 
be introduced to a distmguished deaf woman, but when 
he was presented, and one end of her ear trumpet was 
put mto his hand, had nothing to say. As if the mam 
object were to talk fast and not to talk sensibly We are 
eager to tunnel under tlie Atlantic and brmg the old 
world some weeks nearer to the new, but perchance the 
first news that will leak through mto the broad, flappmg 
American ear will be that the Pnncess Adelaide has the 
whooping cough. After all, the man whose horse trots a 
mile m a mmute does not carry the most important mes- 
sages, he is not an evangehst, nor does he come round 
eatmg locusts and wild honey. I doubt if Flymg Childers 
ever earned a peck of com to mill. 

One says to me, ‘T wonder that you do not lay up 
money, you love to travel, you might take the cars and 
go to Fitchburg today and see the country.” But I am 
Wiser than that. I have learned that the swiftest traveler 
is he that goes afoot. I say to my fnend, Suppose we try 
who wiU get there first. The distance is thuty miles, the 
fare mnety cents. That is almost a day’s wages I remem- 
ber when wages were sixty cents a day for laborers on 
this very road. Well, I start now on foot, and get there 
before mght, I have traveled at that rate by the week 
together You wiH m the meanwhile have earned your 
fare, and arrive there some time tomorrow, or possibly 
this evemng, if you are lucky enough to get a job in sea- 
son Instead of gomg to Fitchburg, you wiU be working 
here the greater part of the day And so, if the railroad 
reached round the world, I think that I should keep 
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ahead of you, and as for seeing the country and getting 
ej^erience of that kmd, I should have to cut your ao 
quamtance altogether 

Such is the umversal law, which no man can ever 
outwit, and with regard to the railroad even we may say 
it IS as broad as it is long To make a railroad round the 
world available to all mankmd is eqmvalent to grading 
the whole surface of the planet Men have an indistmct 
notion that if they keep up this activity of jomt stocks 
and spades long enough all will at length nde some- 
where, m next to no time, and for no thin g, but though 
a crowd rushes to the depot, and the conductor shouts 
All aboardl” when the smoke is blown away and the 
vapor condensed, it wiU be perceived that a few are 
ridmg, but the rest are run over — and it ivill be called, 
and will be, "A melancholy accident/^ No doubt they 
can nde at last who shall have earned their fare, that is, 
if they survive so long, but they will probably have lost 
their elasticity and desire to travel by that time This 
spendmg of the best part of one’s life eammg money m 
order to enjoy a questionable hberty during the least 
valuable part of it, remmds me of the Enghshman who 
went to India to make a fortune first, in order that he 
might return to England and hve the life of a poet. He 
should have gone up garret at once ‘Whatl” exclaim a 
million Inshmen startmg up from all the shanties m the 
land, IS not this railroad which we have built a good 
thmg? Yes, I answer, comparatively good, that is, you 
might have done worse, but I ■wash, as you are brothers 
oi mme, that you could have spent your time better 
than digging m this dirt. 

Before I fimshed my house, wishing to earn ten or 
t\TC ve dollars by some honest and agreeable method, m 
or er to meet my unusual expenses, I planted about two 
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acres and a half of hght and sandy soil near it chiefly 
with beans, but also a small part with potatoes, corn, 
peas, and turnips. The whole lot contains eleven acres, 
mostly growmg up to pmes and hickones, and was sold 
the precedmg season for eight dollars and eight cents 
an acre. One farmer said that it was “good for nothmg 
but to raise cheepmg squirrels on.” I put no manure 
whatever on this land, not bemg the owner, but merely 
a squatter, and not expectmg to cultivate so much agam, 
and I did not qmte hoe it all once I got out several cords 
of stumps m ploughing, which supplied me widi fuel for 
a long time, and left small circles of virgm mould, easily 
distmgmshable through the summer by the greater luxuri- 
ance of the beans there. The dead and for the most part 
unmerchantable wood behmd my house, and the drift- 
wood from the pond, have supphed the remamder of my 
fuel I was obhged to hire a team and a man for the 
ploughmg, though I held the plough myself My farm 
outgoes for the first season were, for implements, seed, 
work, etc., $14.7212. The seed com was given me. This 
never costs anythmg to speak of, unless you plant more 
than enough. I got twelve bushels of beans, and eight- 
een bushels of potatoes, besides some peas and sweet 
com. The yellow com and turmps were too late to come 
to anything. My whole income hrom the farm was 

$23 44 

Deducting the outgoes • • • 14 72?2 

There are left 8 71/i, 

beside produce consumed and on hand at the time this 
estimate was made of the value of $4 50 — ^the amount 
on hand much more than balancmg a httle grass which 
I did not raise. All thmgs considered, that is, consider- 
ing the importance of a man's soul and of today, not- 
AVithstandmg the short time occupied by my experiment, 
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nay, partly even because of its transient character, I be- 
heve that that was doing better than any farmer m Con- 
cord did that year. 

The next year I did better still, for I spaded up all the 
land which I reqmred, about a thud of an acre, and I 
learned from the experience of both years, not bemg in 
the least awed by many celebrated works on husbandry, 
Arthur Young among the rest, that if one would hve 
simply and eat only the crop which he raised, and raise 
no more than he ate, and not exchange it for an m- 
sufficient quantity of more luxurious and expensive 
thmgs, he would need to cultivate only a few rods of 
ground, and that it would be cheaper to spade up that 
than to use oxen to plough it, and to select a fresh spot 
from tune to time than to manure the old, and he could 
do all his necessary farm work as it were with his left 
hand at odd hours m the summer; and thus he would 
not be tied to an ox, or horse, or cow, or pig, as at pres- 
ent. I desire to speak impartially on this point, and as 
one not mterested m the success or failure of the pres- 
ent economical and social arrangements. I was more 
independent than any farmer m Concord,' for I was not 
anchored to a house or farm, but could follow the bent 
of my gemus, which is a very crooked one, every mo- 
ment. Besides bemg better off than they already, if my 
house had been burned or my crops had failed, I should 
have been nearly as well off as before. 

I am wont to think that men are not so much the 
keepers of herds as herds are the keepers of men, the 
former are so much the freer. Men and oxen exchange 
work, but if we consider necessary work only, the oxen 
Will be seen to have greatly the advantage, theu farm is 
so much the larger Man does some of his part of the 
exchange work in his six weeks of haying, and it is no 
boys play. Certainly no nation that hved simply in all 
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respects, that is, no nation of plulosophers, would com- 
mit so great a blunder as to use the labor of animals. 
True, there never was and is not hkely soon to be a na- 
tion of philosophers, nor am I certain it is desirable that 
there should be However, I should never have broken 
a horse or bull and taken him to board for any work he 
might do for me, for fear I should become a horse-man 
or a herds-man merely, and if society seems to be the 
gamer by so domg, are we certain that what is one 
man’s gain is not another’s loss, and that the stableboy 
has equal cause with his master to be satisfied? Granted 
that some pubhc works would not have been constructed 
without this aid, and let man share the glory of such 
with the ox and horse, does it follow that he could not 
have accomphshed works yet more worthy of himself m 
that case? When men begin to do, not merely unneces- 
sary or artistic, but luxunous and idle work, with their 
assistance, it is inevitable that a few do all the exchange 
work with the oxen, or, m other words, become the 
slaves of the strongest Man thus not only works for the 
ammal within him but, for a symbol of this, he works for 
the animal without him. Though we have many sub- 
stantial houses of bnck or stone, the prospenty of the 
farmer is still measured by the degree to which the barn 
overshadows the house. This town is said to have the 
largest houses for oxen, cows, and horses hereabouts, 
and It is not behindhand m its pubhc bmldings, but 
there are very few halls for free worship or free speech 
m this county. It should not be by their architecture, but 
why not even by dieir power of abstract thought, that 
nations should seek to commemorate themselves? How 
much more adnurable the Bhagvat-Geeta than all the 
rums of the Eastl Towers and temples are the luxury 
of pnnces A simple and independent mind does not toil 
at the bidding of any prince Genius is not a retamer to 
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any emperor, nor is its material silver, or gol^ or marble, 
except to a trifling extent To what end, pray, is so much 
stone hammered? In Arcadia, when I was there, I did 
not see any hammermg stone. Nations are possessed 
with an msane ambition to perpetuate the memory of 
themselves by the amount of hammered stone they 
leave What if equal pains were taken to smooth and 
pohsh their manners? One piece of good sense would be 
more memorable than a monument as high as the moon. 
I love better to see stones m place. The grandeur of 
Thebes was a vulgar grandeur. More sensible is a rod of 
stone wall that bounds an honest man’s field than a 
hundred-gated Thebes that has wandered farther from 
the true end of life The rehgion and civilization which 
are barbanc and heathenish bmld splendid temples, but 
what you might call Chnsbanity does not. Most of the 
stone a nation hammers goes toward its tomb only. It 
bunes itself ahve. As for the Pyramids, there is nothing 
to wonder at in them so much as the fact that so many 
men could be found degraded enough to spend their 
hves constructmg a tomb for some ambitious booby, 
whom it would have been wiser and manher to have 
drowned m the Nile, and then given his body to the 
dogs I might possibly mvent some excuse for them and 
him, but I have no time for it As for the rehgion and 
love of art of the bmlders, it is much the same all the 
world over, whether the building be an Egyptian temple 
or the Umted States Bank It costs more than it comes 
to. The mamspnng is vamty, assisted by the love of 
garhc and bread and butter. Mr. Balcom, a promismg 
young arclutect, designs it on the back of his Vitruvius, 
With hard pencil and ruler, and the job is let out to Dob- 
“^son & Sons, stone-cutters. When the thirty centuries be- 
gm to look down on it, mankmd begm to look up at it. 
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As for your Bigli towers and monuments, there was a 
cra 2 y fellow once in this town who undertook to dig 
through to Chma, and he got so far that, as he said, he 
heard the Chmese pots and kettles rattle, but I think 
that I shall not go out of my way to admire the hole 
which he made Many are concerned about the monu- 
ments of the West and the East, to know who built 
them. For my part, I should like to know who in those 
days did not build them, who were above such tnflmg* 
But to proceed with my statistics. 

By surveymg, carpentry, and day-labor of various other 
lands in the village m the meanwhile, for I have as 
many trades as fingers, I had earned $13 34 The ex- 
pense of food for eight months, namely, from July 4th 
to March 1st, the tune when these estimates were made 
— ^though I hved there more than two years — ^not count- 
mg potatoes, a httle green com, and some peas, which 
I had raised, nor considermg the value of what was on 
hand at the last date, was 

Rice $173^3 

Molasses .... 1.73 Cheapest form of the sac- 

charine. 

Rye meal . . . 1045* 

Indian meal. . . 0 99K Cheaper than rye 

Pork ..... 022 

} Costs more than Indian 
meal, both money and 
trouble. 

Sugar , . . . 0 80 

Lard 0 65 

Apples . . . . 0 25 

Dried apple . . 0 22 

Sweet potatoes . . 0 10 

One pumpkin . . 0 06 

One watermelon . 0 02 

Salt 0 03 
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Yes, I did eat $8.74, all told, but I should not thus un- 


blushingly pubhsh my guilt, if I did not know tliat most 
of my readers were equally guilty with myself, and that 
tlieir deeds would look no befter in print. The next year 
I sometimes caught a mess of fish for my dinner, and 
once I went so far as to slaughter a woodchuck which 
ravaged my beanfield — effect his transmigration, as a 
Tartar would say — and devour him, partly for expen- 
ments sake, but though it afforded me a momentary 
enjoyment, notwithstanding a musky flavor, I saw that 
the longest use would not make that a good practice, 
however it might seem to have your woodchucks ready 
dressed by the village butcher. 

Clotlimg and some incidental expenses within the 
same dates, though httle can be inferred from tlus item, 


amounted to 


$840X 


Oil and some household utensils . . 2 00 


So diat all the pecuniary outgoes, excepting for wash- 
ing and mending, which for tlie most part were done 
out of the house, and their bills have not yet been re- 
ceived — and tliese are all and more than all the ways by 
which money necessanly goes out m this part of the 
world — ^were 


House , . $28 12Ji 

Farm one year 14'72J2 

Food eight montlis 8 74 

Clothing, etc , eight monfiis . , , 8 40X 

Oil, etc , eight montlis .... 2 00 

In all $6l99?i 


I address myself now to those of my readers who have 
a hving to get And to meet this I have 

For farm produce sold . , . . . $23 44 

Earned by day-labor 13 34 

In all $36.78 
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which subtracted from the sum of the outgoes leaves a 
balance of $25.21^ on the one side — this bemg very 
nearly the means with which I started, and the measure 
of expenses to be mcurred — ^and on the other, besides 
the leisure and mdependence and health thus secured, 
a comfortable house for me as long as I choose to oc- 
cupy it. 

These statistics, however accidental and therefore 
unmstructive they may appear, as they have a certam 
completeness, have a certam value also. Nothmg was 
given me of which I have not rendered some account. 
It appears from the above estimate, that my food alone 
cost me m money about twenty-seven cents a week It 
was, for nearly two years after this, rye and Indian meal 
^ without yeast, potatoes, nee, a very httle salt pork, 
molasses, and salt, and my dnnk, water. It was fit that I 
should hve on nee, maml)% who loved so well the phi- 
losophy of India. To meet the objections of some m- 
veterate cavilers, I may as well state, that if I dmed out 
occasionally, as I always had done, and I trust shall have 
opportumties to do agam, it was frequently to the detn- 
ment of my domestic arrangements. But the dimng out, 
being, as I have stated, a constant element, does not m 
the least affect a comparative statement like this. 

I learned from my two years’ expenence that it would 
cost mcredibly httle trouble to obtain one’s necessary 
food, even m this latitude, that a man may use as simple 
a diet as the animals, and yet retam health and strength. 
I have made a satisfactory dmner, satisfactory on several 
accounts, simply off a dish of purslane {Portulaca ole- 
racea) which I gathered m my cornfield, boded and 
salted. I give the Latm on account of the savormess of 
the trivial name. And pray what more can a reasonable 
man desue, m peaceful times, in ordmary noons, than 
a suflBcient number of ears of green sweet-com boiled. 
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with the addition of salt? Even the httle variety which I 
used was a yielding to the demands of appetite, and not 
of health. Yet men have come to such a pass that they 
frequently starve, not for want of necessanes, but for 
want of luxuries, and I know a good woman who diinks 
that her son lost his life because he took to drinking 
water only. 

The reader will perceive that I am treating the sub- 
ject rather from an economic than a dietetic point of 
view, and he wU not venture to put my abstemious- 
ness to the test unless he has a well-stocked larder. 

Bread I at first made of pure Indian meal and salt, 
genuine hoecakes, which I baked before my fire out of 
doors on a shmgle or the end of a stick of timber sawed 
off m bmldmg my house; but it was wont to get smoked 
and to have a piny flavor. I tried flour also; but have at 
last found a mixture of rye and Indian meal most con- 
vement and agreeable. In cold weather it was no httle 
amusement to bake several small loaves of tliis m suc- 
cession, tending and turmng them as carefully as an 
Egyptian his hatchmg eggs. They were a re^ cereal 
hmt which I npened, and they had to my senses a fra- 
grance like that of other noble frmts, wliich I kept in as 
long as possible by wrapping tliem in cloths. I made a 
study of the ancient and mdispensable art of bread- 
making, consulting such authorities as offered, going 
back to the primitive days and first mvention of the un- 
leavened kind, when from the wildness of nuts and 
meats men first reached tlie mildness and refinement of 
this diet, and travelmg gradually down in my studies 
through that accidental souring of die dough which, it 
is supposed, taught the leavemng process, and dirough 
the various fermentations thereafter, till I came to “good, 
sweety wholesome bread,” the staff of life. Leaven, which 
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some deem the soul of bread, the spiritus which fiUs its 
cellular tissue, which is rehgiously preserved like the 
vestal fire — some precious bottleful, I suppose, first 
brought over m the Mayflower, did the busmess for 
America, and its influence is stiU nsmg, swellmg, spread- 
ing, m cereahan billows over the land — ^this seed I reg- 
ularly and faithfully procured from the village, tiU at 
length one mormng I forgot the rules, and scalded my 
yeast; by which accident I discovered that even this was 
not mdispensable — for my discovenes were not by the 
synthetic but analytic process — and I have gladly ormt- 
ted it since, though most housewives earnestly assured 
me that safe and wholesome bread without yeast might 
not be, and elderly people prophesied a speedy decay 
of the vital forces. Yet I find it not to be an essential m- 
gredient, and after going without it for a year am still 
m the land of the hvmg, and I am glad to escape the 
tnvialness of canymg a bottleful in my pocket, which 
would sometimes pop and discharge its contents to my 
discomfiture. It is simpler and more respectable to omit 
it. Man is an animal who more than any other can adapt 
himself to all chmates and circumstances. Neither did 
I put any sal-soda, or other acid or alkah, into my bread. 
It would seem that I made it accordmg to the recipe 
which Marcus Porcius Cato gave about two centunes 
before Christ. ‘Tanem depsUcium sic facito. Manus mor- 
tariumque bene lavato. Fannam in mortarium mdito, 
aquae paulatim addito, subigitoque pulchre. Ubi bene 
subegens, defingito, coqmtoque sub testu.” Which I 
take to mean, “Make kneaded bread thus. Wash your 
hands and trough well. Put the meal into the trough, add 
water gradually, and knead it thoroughly. When you 
have kneaded it well, mould it, and bake it under a 
cover,” that is, m a liakmg-kettle. Not a word about 
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leaven. But I did not always use this staff of Me. At one 
time, owing to the emptiness of my purse, I saw none 
of it for more than a month. 

Every New Englander might easily raise all his own 
breadstuffs m this land of rye and Indian com, and not 
depend on distant and fluctuating markets for tliem. Yet 
so far are we from simphcity and independence that, in 
Concord, fresh and sweet meal is rarely sold in tlie shops, 
and hominy and com in a sbll coarser form are hardly 
used by any For the most part the farmer gives to hiS 
cattle and hogs the gram of his oivn producing, and buys 
flour, whicli IS at least no more wholesome, at a greater 
cost, at tlie store. I saw that I could easily raise my 
bushel or two of rye and Indian com, for tlie former will 
grow on the poorest land, and tlie latter does not re- 
quire the best, and grind them in a hand-mill, and so do 
without nee and pork, and if I must have some concen- 
trated sweet, I found by expenment tliat I could make a 
very good molasses either of pumpkins or beets, and I 
knew that I needed only to set out a few maples to ob- 
tam it more easily still, and while these were growing I 
could use various subsbtutes beside those which I have 
named. “For," as the Forefathers sang, 

“we can make liquor to sweeten our lips 
Of pumpkms and parsnips and walnut-tree chips.” 

Finally, as for salt, that grossest of groceries, to obtain 
this might be a fit occasion for a visit to the seashore, 
or, if I did without it altogether, I should probably drmk 
the less water. I do not leam that the Indians ever 
troubled themselves to go after it. 

Thus I could avoid all trade and barter, so far as my 
food was concerned, and having a shelter already, it 
would only remain to get clothing and fuel. The panta- 
loons which I now wear were woven m a farmer's fam- 
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ily — ^thank Heaven there is so much virtue still m man; 
for I think the fall from the farmer to the operative as 
great and memorable as that from the man to the farmer 
— and m a new country, fuel is an encumbrance. As for 
a habitat, if I were not permitted still to squat, I might 
purchase one acre at the same pnce for which the land 
I cultivated was sold — ^namely, eight dollars and eight 
cents. But as it was, I considered that I enhanced the 
value of the land by squattmg on it. 

There is a certam class of unbehevers who sometimes 
ask me such questions as, if I think that I can hve on 
vegetable food alone, and to strike at tihe root of the 
matter at once — ^for the root is faith — am accustomed 
to answer such, that I can hve on board nails. If they 
cannot understand that, they cannot understand much 
that I have to say. For my part, I am glad to hear of ex- 
periments of this land being tried, as that a young man 
tned for a fortnight to hve on hard, raw com on the ear, 
usmg his teeth for aU mortar. The squirrel tribe tried 
the same and succeeded. The human race is mterested 
in these experiments, though a few old women who 
are incapacitated for them, or who own their thirds m 
miUs, may be alarmed. 

My furniture, part of which I made myself, and the 
rest cost me nothmg of which I have not rendered an 
account, consisted of a bed, a table, a desk, three chairs, 
a lookmg-glass three mches m diameter, a pair of tongs 
and andirons, a kettle, a skillet, and a frymg-pan, a dip- 
per, a wash-bowl, two kmves and forks, three plates, one 
cup, one spoon, a jug for oil, a jug for molasses, and a ja- 
panned lamp. None is so poor that he need sit on a 
pumplon. That is shiftlessness There is a plenty of such 
chairs as I like best m the village garrets to be had for 
takmg them away. Furmturel Tha^ God, I can sit and 
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I can stand without the aid of a furniture warehouse. 
What man but a philosopher would not be ashamed to 
see his furmture packed in a cart and going up country 
exposed to the hght of heaven and the eyes of men, a 
beggarly account of empty boxes? That is Spaulding’s 
furmture. I could never tell from mspecting such a load 
whether it belonged to a so-called rich man or a poor 
one, tlie owner always seemed poverty-stricken. Indeed, 
the more you have of such things the poorer you are. 
Each load looks as if it contained the contents of a 
dozen shanfaes, and if one shanty is poor, this is a dozen 
times as poor. Pray, for what do we move ever but to 
get rid of our furmture, our exuviae; at last to go from 
this world to another newly furnished, and leave this to 
be burned? It is the same as if all tlieSe traps were 
buckled to a man’s belt, and he could not move over 
the rough country where our hues are cast without 
draggmg them — dragging his trap He was a lucky fox 
that left his tail m the trap The muskrat will gnaw his 
third leg off to be free. No wonder man has lost his 
elasticity. How often he is at a dead set! *^Sir, if I may 
be so bold, what do you mean by a dead set?” If you 
are a seer, whenever you meet a man you wiU see all 
that he owns, ay, and much that he pretends to disown, 
behmd him, even to his kitchen furmture and all the 
trumpery which he saves and will not bum, and he will 
appear to be harnessed to it and making what headway 
he can. I think that the man is at a dead set who has 
got through a knot hole or gateway where his sledge 
load of furmture cannot follow him . I cannot but feel 
compassion when I hear some tng, compact-looking 
man, seemmgly free, all girded and ready, speak of his 
"furmture,” as whether it is insured or not. "But what 
shall I do with my furmture?” My gay butterfly is en- 
tangled m a spider s web then. Even those'who seem for 
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a long while not to have any, if you inquire more nar- 
rowly you will find have some stored m somebody’s 
bam. I look upon England today as an old gentleman 
who is travelmg with a great deal of baggage, trumpery 
which has accumulated from long housekeepmg, which 
he has not the courage to bum; great trunk, httle tmnk, 
bandbox, and bundle. Throw away the first three at 
least. It would surpass the powers of a well man nowa- 
days to take up his bed and walk, and I should certainly 
advise a sick one to lay down his bed and mn. When I 
have met an immigrant tottermg under a bundle which 
contamed his all — ^lookmg like an enormous wen which 
had grown out of the nape of his neck — 1 have pitied 
hun, not because that was his all, but because he had all 
that to carry. If I have got to drag my trap, I will take 
care that it be a hght one and do not mp me in a vital 
part But perchance it would be wisest never to put 
one’s paw into it. 

I would observe, by the way, that it costs me nothing 
for curtains, for I have no gazers to shut out but the sun 
and moon, and I am willing that they should look m. 
The moon will not sour milk nor tamt meat of mme, nor 
will the sun injure my furniture or fade my carpet, and 
if he IS sometimes too warm a fnend, I find it still better 
economy to retreat behmd some ciirtam which nature 
has provided, than to add a single item to the details of 
housekeepmg. A lady once offered me a mat, but as I 
had no room to spare withm the house, nor time to spare 
withm or without to shake it, I dechned it, preferring to 
wipe my feet oh the sod before my door. It is best to 
avoid the begmnmgs of evil. 

Not long smce I was present at the auction of a dea- 
con’s effects, for his life had not been meffectual. 

*‘The evil that men do hves after them.” 
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As usual, a great proportion was trumpery which had 
begun to accumulate in his father s day. Among the rest 
was a dned tapeworm. And now, after lying half a cen- 
tury m his ganet and other dust holes, tliese things were 
not burned, instead of a bonfire, or purifying destruc- 
tion of them, there was an auction, or increasing of 
them. The neighbors eagerly collected to view them, 
bought them all, and carefully transported them to their 
garrets and dust holes, to he there till their estates are 
settled, when they will start agam. When a man dies he 
lacks die dust. 

The customs of some savage nations might, per- 
chance, be profitably imitated by us, for they at least 
go through the semblance of castmg their slough an- 
nually, they have the idea of the thing, whether 'they 
have the reahty or not. Would it not be well if we 
were to celebrate such a “busk," or “feast of first fruits,” 
as Bartram descnbes to have been the custom of the 
Mucclasse Indians? ‘When a town celebrates the busk,” 
says he, “having previously provided themselves with 
new clothes, new pots, pans, and other household uten- 
sils and furniture, they collect all their worn-out clothes 
and other despicable things, sweep and cleanse their 
houses, squares, and the whole town, of their filth, which 
with all the remaimng gram and odier old provisions 
they cast together into one common heap, and consume 
it with fire. After havmg taken medicine, and fasted for 
three days, all the fire m the town is extmgmshed. Dur- 
ing this fast they abstam from the gratification of every 
appetite and passion whatever. A general amnesty is 
proclaimed, aU malefactors may return to theiF town.” 

On the fourth morning, the high priest, by rubbing 
dry wood together, produces new fire in the pubhc 
square, from whence every habitation in the town is sup- 
phed With the new and pure flame.” 
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They then feast on the new com and fruits, and 
dance and sing for three days, "and the four following 
days they receive visits and rejoice with their friends 
from neighbormg towns who have in hke manner puri- 
fied and prepared themselves " 

The Mexicans also practiced a similar purification at 
the end of every fifty-two years, m the behef that it was 
time for the world to come to an end. 

I have scarcely heard of a truer sacrament, that is, as 
the dictionary defines it, "outward and visible sign of an 
inward and spintual grace,” than this, and I have no 
doubt that they were ongmally mspired directly from 
Heaven to do thus, though they have no bibhcal record 
of the revelation. 

For more than five years I maintained myself thus 
solely by the labor of my hands, and I found, that by 
workmg about six weeks m a year, I could meet aU the 
expenses of hvmg The whole of my wmters, as well as 
most of my summers, I had free and clear for study. I 
have thoroughly tned school-keeping, and found that 
my expenses were in proportion, or rather out of pro- 
portion, to my mcome, for I was obhged to dress and 
tram, not to say think and beheve, accordmgly, and I 
lost my time mto the bargam. As I did not teach for the 
good of my fellow-men, but simply for a hvehhood, this 
was a failure. I have tried trade, but I found that it 
would take ten years to get under way in that, and that 
then I should probably be on my way to the devil. I was 
actually afraid that I might by that tame be domg what 
is called a good busmess When formerly I was looking 
about to see what I could do for a hvmg, some sad ex- 
perience in conformmg to the wishes of fnends bemg 
fresh m my mmd to tax my mgenmty, I thought often 
and senously of pickmg hucldebemes, that surely I 
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could do, and its small profits might suffice — for my 
greatest slall has been to want but httle — so little capital 
it required, so httle distraction from my wonted moods, 

I foohshly thought While my acquaintances went un- 
hesitatingly into trade or the professions, I contemplated 
this occupation as most hke theirs; ranging the hills all 
summer to pick the bemes which came m my way, and 
thereafter carelessly dispose of tliem, so, to keep the 
flocks of Admetus I also dreamed that I might gather 
the wild herbs, or carry evergreens to such villagers as 
loved to be reminded of the woods, even to the city, by 
hay-cart loads. But I have since learned that trade curses 
everything it handles; and though you trade m messages 
from heaven, the whole curse of trade attaches to the 
busmess. 

As I preferred some things to others, and especially 
valued my freedom, as I could fare hard and yet suc- 
ceed well, I did not wish to spend my time in earning 
nch carpets or other fine furmture, or dehcate cookery, 
or a house in the Grecian or the Gothic style just yet. If 
there are any to whom it is no interruption to acquire 
these thmgs, and who know how to use them when ac- 
quired, I relmqmsh to them the pursuit. Some are “m- 
dustnous,” and appear to love labor for its own sake, or 
perhaps because it keeps diem out of worse mischief, 
to such I have at present nothing to say. Those who 
would not know what to do with more leisure than they 
now enjoy, I might advise to work twice as hard as they 
do ^work tfll they pay for themselves, and get their free , 
papers. For myself I found that the occupation of a day- 
laborer was the most mdependent of any, especially as 
it required only thirty or forty days m a year to support 
one. The laborer’s day ends with the gomg down of the 
sun, and he is then free to devote himself to his chosen 
pursmt, mdependent of his labor, but his employer, who 
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speculates from month to month, has no respite from 
one end of the year to the other. 

In short, I am convmced, both by faith and experi- 
ence, that to maintam ones self on this earth is not a 
hardship but a pastime, if we will hve simply and wisely, 
as the pursmts of the simpler nations are still the sports 
of the more artificial. It is not necessary that a man 
should earn his hvmg by the sweat of his brow, unless 
he sweats easier than I do. 

One young man of my acquaintance, who has in- 
herited some acres, told me that he thought he should 
hve as I did, if he had the means I would not have any- 
one adopt my mode of hving on any account, for, be- 
sides that before he has fairly learned it I may have 
found out another for myself, I desire that there may be 
as many different persons m the world as possible, but I 
would have each one be very careful to find out and 
pursue his own way, and not his father s or his mother’s 
or his neighbor s mstead. The youth may build or plant 
or sail, only let him not be hmdered from domg that 
which he tells me he would like to do. It is by a mathe- 
matical pomt only that we are wise, as the sailor or the 
fugitive slave keeps the polestar in his eye, but that is 
sufficient gmdance for all our hfe. We may not amve at 
our port within a calculable penod, but we would pre- 
serve the true course. 

Undoubtedly, in this case, what is true for one is 
truer sfali for a thousand, as a large house is not propor- 
tionally more expensive than a small one, smce one roof 
may cover, one cellar imderhe, and one wall separate 
several apartments. But for my part, I preferred the soh- 
tary dwellmg. Moreover, it will commonly be cheaper 
to build the whole yourself than to convmce another of 
the advantage of the common wall, and when you have 
done this, the common partition, to be much cheaper. 
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must be a thin one, and that other may prove a bad 
neighbor, and also not keep his side in repair. The only 
co-operation which is commonly possible is exceedingly 
partial and superficial, and what httle true co-operation 
there is, is as if it were not, being a harmony inaudible 
to men If a man has faith, he will co-operate with equal 
faith everywhere, if he has not faith, he will contmue to 
hve like the rest of the world, whatever company he is 
jomed to. To co-operate in the highest as well as the 
lowest sense, means to get our living together I heard it 
proposed lately that two young men should travel to- 
gether over the world, the one without money, earmng 
his means as he went, before the mast and behmd the 
plough, the other carrymg a bill of exchange in his 
pocket. It was easy to see that they could not long be 
compamons or co-operate, smce one would not operate 
at all They would part at the fib*st mterestmg cnsis m 
dieir adventures. Above all, as I have imphed, the man 
who goes alone can start today, but he who travels with 
another must wait till that other is ready, and it may be 
a long time before they get off. 

But all this is very selfish, I have heard some of my 
townsmen say. I confess that I have hitherto mdulged 
very httle m philanthropic enterpnses I have made 
some sacrifices to a sense of duty, and among others 
have sacrificed this pleasure also. There are those who 
have used all their arts to persuade me to undertake the 
support of some poor family in the town, and if I had 
nothmg to do — for the devil finds employment for the 
idle I might try my hand at some such pastime as that. 
However, when I have thought to mdulge myself m this 
respect, and lay their Heaven under an obhgation by 
mamtainmg certam poor persons in all respects as com- 
fortably as I maintam myself, and have even ventured 
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SO far as to make them the offer, they have one and 
all unhesitatingly preferred to remam poor. While my 
townsmen and women are devoted m so many ways 
to the good of their fellows, I trust that one at least may 
be spared to other and less humane pursmts You must 
have a gemus for chanty as well as for anythmg else. As 
for Domg-good, that is one of the professions which are 
full. Moreover, I have tned it fairly, and, strange as it 
may seem, am satisfied that it does not agree with my 
constitution. Probably I should not consciously and de- 
hberately forsake my particular callmg to do the good 
which society demands of me, to save the umverse from 
annihilation, and I beheve that a like but infimtely 
greater steadfastness elsewhere is all that now preserves 
it But I would not stand between any man and his gen- 
ius, and to him who does this work, which I declme, 
with his whole heart and soul and life, I would say, Per- 
severe, even if the world call it domg evil, as it is most 
likely they wilL 

I am far from supposmg that my case is a pecuhar 
one, no doubt many of my readers would make a similar 
defense At domg somethmg — will not engage that 
my neighbors shall pronounce it good — do not hesi- 
tate to say that I should be a capital fellow to hire, but 
what that is, it is for my employer to find out What good 
I do, m the common sense of that word, must be aside 
from my mam path, and for the most part wholly unm- 
tended. Men say, practically, Begm where you are and 
such as you are, without aiimng mainly to become of 
more worth, and with kmdness aforethought go about 
domg good. If I were to preach at all m this stram, I 
should say rather, Set about bemg good As if the sun 
should stop when he had kmdled his fires up to the 
splendor of a moon or a star of the sixth magmtude, and 
go about like a Kobm Goodfellow, peepmg m at every 
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cottage window, inspiring lunatics, and tainting meats, 
and making darkness visible, instead of steadily increas- 
ing his genial heat and beneficence till he is of such, 
brightness that no mortal can look him in the face, and 
then, and in the meanwhile too, going about the world 
in his ov/n orbit, doing it good, or rather, as a truer phi- 
losophy has discovered, the world going about him get- 
ting good. When Phaeton, -wishing to prove his heavenly 
birth by his beneficence, had the sun’s chariot but one 
day, and drove out of the beaten track, he burned sev- 
eral blocks of houses in the lov/er streets of heaven, and 
scorched the surface of the earth, and dried up every 
spring, and made the great desert of Sahara, till at 
length Jupiter hurled him headlong to the earth with a 
thunderbolt, and the sun, through gnef at his death, did 
not shine for a year. 

There is no odor so bad as that which arises from 
goodness tainted. It is human, it is divine, camon. If I 
knew for a certainty that a man was coming to my house 
with the conscious design of doing me good, I should 
run for my fife, as from that dry and parching wind of 
the Afncan deserts called the simoom, which fills the 
mouth and nose and ears and eyes with dust till you are 
suffocated, for fear that I should get some of his good 
done to me, some of its virus mingled with my blood. 
No, in this case I would rather suffer e-val the natural 
way. A man is not a good TTtan to me because he will 
feed me if I should be starving, or warm me if I should 
be freezmg, or pull me out of a ditch if I should ever 
fall into one, I can find you a Newfoundland dog that 
Will do as much. Philanthropy is not love for one’s fellow- 
man in the broadest sense, Howard was no doubt an ex- 
ceedingly kind and worthy man in his way, and has his 
reward; but, comparatively speaking, what are a hun- 
dred Howards to if their philanthropy do not help 
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us in our best estate, wben we are most worthy to be 
helped? I never heard of a philanthropic meeting in 
which it was smcerely proposed to do any good to me 
or the like of me. 

The Jesmts were qmte balked by those Indians who, 
being burned at the stake, suggested new modes of tor- 
ture to their tormentors Bemg superior to physical suf- 
fermg, it sometimes chanced that they were supenor to 
any consolation which the missionaries could offer, and 
the law to do as you would be done by fell with less per- 
suasiveness on the ears of those who, for their part, did 
not care how they were done by, who loved their ene- 
mies after a new fashion, and came very near freely for- 
giving them all they did 

Be sure that you give the poor the aid they most need, 
though it be your example which leaves them far be- 
hmd. If you give money, spend yourself with it, and do 
not merely abandon it to them We make curious mis- 
takes sometimes. Often the poor man is not so cold and 
hungry as he is dirty and ragged and gross It is partly 
his taste, and not merely his misfortune. If you give him 
money, he will perhaps buy more rags with it. I was 
wont to pity the clumsy Irish laborers who cut ice on 
the pond, m such mean and ragged clothes, whde I 
shivered m my more tidy and somewhat more fashion- 
able garments, till, one bitter cold day, one who had 
shpped mto the water came to my house to warm him, 
and I saw him stnp off three pairs of pants and two 
pairs of stockmgs ere he got down to the skm, though 
they were dirty and ragged enough, it is true, and that 
he could afford to refuse the extra garments which I 
offered him, he had so many intra ones. This duckmg 
was the very thing he needed Then I began to pity my- 
self, and I saw that it would be a greater charity to be- 
stow on me a flannel shirt than a whole slop-shop on 
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him. There are a thousand hacking at the branches of 
evil to one who is staking at the root, and it may be that 
he who bestows the largest amount of tune and money 
on the needy is domg the most by his mode of hfe to 
produce that misery which he staves m vam to reheve. 
It IS the pious slave-breeder devotmg the proceeds of 
every tenth slave to buy a Sunday’s hberty for the rest. 
Some show their kmdness to the poor by employing 
them m theiir kitchens Would they not be I^der if they 
employed themselves there? You boast of spendmg a 
tenth part of your mcome m chanty, maybe you should 
spend the mne tenths so, and have done with it Society 
recovers only a tenth part of the property then. Is this 
owmg to the generosity of him in whose possession it is 
found, or to the renussness of the officers of justice? 

Philanthropy is almost the only virtue winch is suffi- 
ciently appreciated by mankmd Nay, it is greatly over- 
rated, and it IS our selfishness winch overrates it A 
robust poor man, one sunny day here m Concord, 
praised a fellow-townsman to me, because, as he said, 
he was kmd to the poor, meamng himself. The kmd 
uncles and aunts of the race are more esteemejd than its 
true spiritual fathers and mothers. I once heard a rev- 
erend lecturer on England, a man of lea rnin g and intel- 
hgence, after enumerating her scientific, hterary, and 
pohtical worthies, Shakespeare, Bacon, Cromwell, Mil- 
ton, Newton, and others, spe^ next of her Christian 
heroes, whom, as if his profession reqmred it of him, he 
elevated to a place far above all the rest, as the greatest 
of the great. They were Penn, Howard, and Mrs. Fry. 
Everyone must feel the falsehood and cant of this. The 
last were not England’s best men and women, only, per- 
haps, her best philanthropists. 

I would not subtract anythmg from the praise that 
is due to philanthropy, but merely demand justice for 
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all who by their lives and works are a blessing to man- 
land. I do not value chiefly a man’s upnghtness and be- 
nevolence, which are, as it were, his stem and leaves. 
Those plants of whose greenness withered we make herb 
tea for the sick serve but a humble use, and are most 
employed by quacks. I want the flower and fruit of a 
man, that some fragrance be wafted over from him to 
me, and some ripeness flavor our mtercourse His good- 
ness must not be a partial and transitory act, but a con- 
stant superflmty, which costs him nothmg and of which 
he IS unconscious. This is a chanty that hides a multi- 
tude of sins. The philanthropist too often surrounds 
mankmd with the remembrance of his own cast-off 
gnefs as an atmosphere, and calls it sympathy. We 
should impart our courage, and not our despair, our 
health and ease, and not our disease, and take care that 
this does not spread by contagion From what southern 
plams comes up the voice of wailing? Under what lati- 
tudes reside the heathen to whom we would send hght? 
Who IS that mtemperate and brutal man whom we 
would redeem? If anythmg ail a man, so that he does 
not perform his functions, if he have a pam m his bowels 
even — ^for that is the seat of sympathy — ^he forthwith 
sets about refonmng — the world Bemg a microcosm 
himself, he discovers — and it is a true discovery, and he 
IS the man to make it — ^that the world has been eatmg 
green apples, to his eyes, m fact, the globe itself is a 
great green apple, which there is danger awful to think 
of that the children of men will mbble before it is npe; 
and straightway his drastic philanthropy seeks out the 
Esquimaux and the Patagoman, and embraces the popu- 
lous Indian and Chinese villages, and thus, by a few 
years of philanthropic activity, the powers m the mean- 
while using him for their own ends, no doubt, he cures 
himself of his dyspepsia, the globe acquires a famt blush 
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on one or both of its cheeks, as if it were beginning to 
be ripe, and life loses its crudity and is once more 
sweet and wholesome to live. I never dreamed of any 
enormity greater than I have committed. I never knew, 
and never shall know, a worse man than myself. 

I beheve that what so saddens the reformer is not hiS 
sympathy with his fellows m distress, but, though he be 
the hohest son of God, is his private ail. Let this be 
lighted, let the sprmg come to him, the mormng nse 
over his couch, and he will forsake his generous com- 
pamons without apology. My excuse for not lecturmg 
agamst the use of tobacco is, that I never chewed it> 
that IS a penalty which reformed tobacco-chewers have 
to pay; though there are thmgs enough I have chewed 
which I could lecture agamst. If you should ever be be- 
trayed mto any of these philanthropies, do not let your 
left hand know what your nght hand does, for it is not 
worth knowmg. Rescue the drowmng and tie your shoe- 
strmgs. Take your time, and set about some free labor. 

Our manners have been corrupted by commumcation 
With the samts. Our hymn books resound with a melo- 
dious cursing of God and endurmg him forever. One 
would say that even the prophets and redeemers had 
rather consoled the fears than confirmed the hopes of 
man. There is nowhere recorded a simple and irrepress- 
ible satisfaction with the gift of life, any memorable 
praise of God. All health and success does me good, 
however far off and withdrawn it may appear, all dis- 
ease and failure helps to make me sad and does me 
evil, however much sympathy it may have with me or I 
With it. If, then, we would mdeed restore mankmd by 
truly Indian, botamc, magnetic, or natural means, let 
us first be as simple and well as Nature ourselves, dispel 
the clouds which hang over our own brows, and take 
up a httle life mto our pores. Do not stay to be an over- 
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seer of the poor, but endeavor to become one of the 
worthies of the world. 

I read m the Guhstan, or Flower Garden, of Sheilc 
Sadi of Shiraz, that ^‘They asked a wise man, saying. Of 
the many celebrated trees which the Most High God has 
created lofty and umbrageous, they call none azad, or 
free, excepting the cypress, which bears no fruit, what 
mystery is there in this? He rephed. Each has its ap- 
propriate produce, and appomted season, durmg the 
contmuance of which it is fresh and bloommg, and dur- 
ing their absence dry and withered, to neither of which 
states is the cypress exposed, bemg always flounshing; 
and of this nature are &e azads, or rehgious independ- 
ents — ^Fix not thy heart on that which is transitory, 
for the Dijlah, or Tigris, wiU contmue to flow through 
Bagdad after the race of cahphs is extmct. if thy hand 
has plenty, be hberal as the date tree, but if it affords 
nothing to give away, be an azad, or free man, like the 
cypress” 


COMPLEMENTAL VERSES 

THE PEETENSIONS OF POVERTY 

Thou dost presume too much, poor needy wretch. 
To claim a station m the firmament 
Because thy humble cottage, or thy tub. 

Nurses some lazy or pedantic vutue 
In the cheap sunshme or by shady sprmgs. 

With roots and pot-herbs, where thy ngnt hand, 
Teanng those humane passions from the mmd. 
Upon whose stocks fau blooming virtues flourish, 
DeCTadeth nature, and benumbeth sense. 

And, Gorgon-hke, turns active men to stone. 

We not reqmre the dull society 
Of your necessitated temperance. 

Or that unnatural stupidity 

That knows nor py nor sorrow, nor your forc’d 

Falsely exalted passive fortitude 
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Above the active This low abject brood, 

That fix their seats in mediocnty. 

Become your servile minds, but we advance 
Such virtues only as admit excess. 

Brave, bounteous acts, regal magnificence, 

All-seeing prudence, magnanimity 

That knows no bound, and that heroic virtue 

For which anbgmty hath left no name. 

But patterns only, such as Hercules, 

Achilles, Theseus Back to thy loath’d cell. 

And when thou seest the new enlightened sphere. 
Study to know but what those woruues were. 

T. Carew. 


WHERE I LIVED, AND WHAT I LIVED FOR 

At a certain season of our life we are accustomed to 
consider every spot as the possible site of a house. I 
have thus surveyed the country on every side vwthin 
a dozen miles of where I hve. In imagmation I have 
bought aU the farms m succession, for all were to be 
bought, and I knew their pnce. I walked over each 
farmer’s premises, tasted his wild apples, discoursed on 
husbandry Math him, took his farm at his price, at any 
pnce, mortgagmg it to him m my mmd, even put a 
higher pnce on it — ^took everything but a deed of it — 
took his word for his deed, for I dearly loved to talk — 
cultivated it, and him too to some extent, I trust, and 
Malhdrew when I had enjoyed it long enough, leavmg 
him to cany it on. This expenence entitled me to be 
regarded as a sort of real-estate broker by my fnends. 
Wherever I sat, there I might hve, and the landscape 
radiated frorii me accordmgly. What is a house but a 
sedes, a seat? — ^better if a country seat. I discovered 
many a site for a house not hkely to be soon improved, 
which some might have thought too far from the village, 
but to my eyes the village was too far from it. Well, 
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there I might hve, I said, and diere I did hve, for an 
hour, a summer and a wmter life, saw how I could let 
the years run oflF, buffet the wmter through, and see the 
sprmg come in. The future inhabitants of this region, 
wherever they may place their houses, may be sure that 
they have been anticipated. An afternoon sufficed to 
lay out the land mto orchard, woodlot, and pasture, and 
to deade what fine oaks or pmes should be left to stand 
before the door, and whence each blasted tree could 
be seen to the best advantage, and then I Jet it he, fal- 
low perchance, for a man is nch m proportion to die 
number of thmgs which he can afford to let alone. 

My imagination earned me so far that I even had the 
refusal of several farms — ^the refusal was all I wanted — 
but I never got my fingers burned by actual possession. 
The nearest that I came to actual possession was when I 
bought the Hollowell place, and had begun to sort my 
seeds, and collected matenals with which to make a 
wheelbarrow to carry it on or off with, but before the 
owner gave me a deed of it, his wife — every man has 
such a wife — changed her mmd and wished to keep it, 
and he offered me ten dollars to release him Now, to 
speak the truth, I had but ten cents m the world, and it 
surpassed my anthmetic to tell, if I was that man who 
had ten cents, or who had a farm, or ten dollars, or all 
together. However, I let him keep the ten dollars and 
the farm too, for I had earned it far enough, or rather, 
to be generous, I sold him the farm for just what I 
gave for it, and, as he was not a nch man, made him a 
present of ten dollars, and still had my ten cents, and 
seeds, and materials for a wheelbarrow left I found thus 
that I had been a nch man without any damage to my 
poverty. But I retamed the landscape, and I have since 
annually earned off what it yielded without a wheel- 
barrow. With respect to lan(^capes. 
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“I am monarch of all I survey. 

My right there is none to dispute.” 

I have frequently seen a poet withdraw, having en- 
joyed the most valuable part of a farm, while tlie crusty 
farmer supposed that he had got a few wild apples only. 
Why, the owner does not know it for many years when 
a poet has put his farm in rhyme, the most admirable 
kind of invisible fence, has fairly impounded it, milked 
it, skimmed it, and got all the cream, and left the farmer 
only the skimmed milk. 

The real attractions of the HoUowell farm, to me, 
were its complete retirement, being about two miles 
from the village, half a mile from the nearest neighbor, 
and separated from the highway by a broad field, its 
bounding on the nver, which the owner said protected 
it by its fogs from frosts in the spring, though that was 
nothing to me, the gray color and ruinous state of the 
house and bam, and the dilapidated fences, which put 
such an mterval between me and the last occupant; 
the hollow and hchen-covered apple trees, gnawed by 
rabbits, showmg what kmd of neighbors I should have; 
but above all, the recollection I had of it from my eaf- 
hest voyages up the nver, when the house was con- 
cealed behmd a ^ense grove of red maples, through 
which I heard the !house-dog bark. I was in haste to buy 
it, before the propnetor fimshed gettmg out some rocks, 
cuttmg down the hollow apple frees, and gmbbmg up 
some young birches wliich had sprung up in the pasture, 
or, m short, had made any more of his improvements. 
To enjoy these advantages I was ready to carry it on; 
like Atlas, to take the world on my shoulders — I never 
heard what compensation he received for that — and do 
all those things which had no other motive or excuse 
but that I might pay for it and be unmolested m 
my possession of it, for I knew all the while that it 
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would yield tlie most abundant crop of the kmd I 
wanted if I could only afford to let it alone. But it turned 
out as I have said. 

All that I could say, then, with respect to farmmg on 
a large scale (I have always cultivated a garden), wafe, 
that I had had my seeds ready. Many think that seeds 
improve with age. I have no doubt that time discrimi- 
nates between the good and the bad, and when at last 
I shall plant, I shall be less likely to be disappomted. 
But I would say to my fellows, once for all. As long as 
possible hve free and uncommitted It makes but httle 
difference whether you are comimtted to a farm or the 
county ]ail. 

Old Cato, whose De Re Rushed is my ‘'Cultivator,’* 
says, and the only translation I have seen makes sheer 
nonsense of the passage, “Vl^hen you think of gettmg a 
farm turn it thus m your mmd, not to buy greedily, nor 
spare your pains to look at it, and do not think it 
enough to go round it once. The oftener you go there 
the more it wiU please you, if it is good.” I think I shall 
not buy greedily, but go roxmd and round it as long as 
I hve, and be buned m it first, that it may please me the 
more at last. 

The present was my, next experiment of this kmd, 
which I purpose to describe more at length, for con- 
venience, puttmg the experience of two years mto one. 
As I have said, I do not propose to write an ode to de- 
jection, but to brag as lustily as chanticleer m the'mom- 
mg, standmg on Ins roost, if only to wake my neighbors 
up. 

When first I took up my abode in the woods, that is, 
began to spend my mghts as well as days there, which, 
by accident, was on Independence Day, or the Fourth 
of July, 1845, my house was not finished for wmter. 
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but was merely a defense against the rain, without plas- 
tering or chimney, the walls being of rough weather- 
stained boards, with wide chinks, which made it cool at 
mght The upnght white hewn studs and freshly planed 
door and window casmgs gave it a clean and airy look, 
especially m the mommg, when its timbers were satu- 
rated with dew, so that I fancied that by noon some 
sweet gum would exude from them. To my imagination 
it retained throughout the day more or less of this au- 
roral character, remindmg me of a certain house on a 
mountain which I had visited a year before. This was 
an airy and unplastered cabin, fit to entertain a travel- 
ing god, and where a goddess might trail her garments. 
The winds which passed over my dwelhng were such as 
sweep over the ndges of mountains, bearing the broken 
strains, or celestial parts only, of terrestnal music. The 
mommg wind forever blows, the poem of creation is un- 
mterrupted, but few are the ears that hear it. Olympus 
is but die outside of the earth everywhere. 

The only house I had been the owner of before, if I 
except a boat, was a tent, which I used occasionally 
when making excursions in the summer, and this is still 
rolled up in my garret, but the boat, after passing from 
hand to hand, has gone dovm the stream of time. With 
this more substantial shelter about me, I had made some 
progress toward settlmg m the world This frame, so 
shghdy clad, was a sort of crystallization around me, 
and reacted on the bmlder. It was suggestive somewhat 
as a picture in outhnes. I did not need to go outdoors 
to take the air, for the atmosphere within had lost none 
of its freshness. It was not so much within doors as be- 
hind a door where I sat, even m the rainiest weather. 
The Hanvansa says, “An abode without birds is like a 
meat without seasomng.” Such was not my abode, for I 
found myself suddenly neighbor to the birds, not by 



WHERE I LIVED, AND WHAT I LIVED FOR 339 

having impnsoned one, but having caged myself near 
them. I was not only nearer to some of those which com- 
monly frequent the garden and the orchard, but to those 
wilder and more thnllmg songsters of the forest which 
never, or rarely, serenade a villager — the wood-thrush, 
the veery, the scarlet tanager, the field-sparrow, the 
whippoorwill, and many others. 

I was seated by the shore of a small pond, about a 
mile and a half south of the village of Concord and 
somewhat higher than it, in the midst of an extensive 
wood between that town and Lincoln, and about two 
miles south of tliat our only field known to fame, Con- 
cord Battle Ground, but I was so low in the woods that 
the opposite shore, half a mile off, like the rest, covered 
with wood, was my most distant horizon. For the first 
week, whenever I looked out on the pond it impressed 
me hke a tarn high up on the side of a mountain, its 
bottom far above the surface of other lakes, and, as the 
sun arose, I saw it throwmg off its nightly clothing of 
mist, and here and there, by degrees, its soft ripples or 
its smooth reflecting surface was revealed, while the 
mists, hke ghosts, were stealthily withdrawing in every 
direchon into the woods, as at the breaking up of some 
nocturnal convenbcle The very dew seemed to hang 
upon tlie trees later into the day than usual, as on the 
sides of mountains. 

This small lake was of most value as a neighbor in 
the intervals of a gentle rainstorm in August, when, 
both air and water bemg perfectly still, but the sky 
overcast, mid-afternoon had all the seremty of evening, 
and the wood-thrush sang around, and was heard from 
shore to shore. A lake hke this is never smootlier than at 
such a time; and the clear portion of tlie air above it bemg 
shallow and darkened by clouds, the water, full of light 
and reflections, becomes a lower heaven itself so much 
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the more important. From a hilltop near by, where the 
wood had been recently cut off, there was a pleasmg 
vista southward across the pond, through a wide inden- 
tation m the hills which form the shore there, where 
their opposite sides sloping toward each other suggested 
a stream flowmg out in that direction through a wooded 
valley, but stream there was none. That way I looked 
between and over the near green hills to some distant 
and higher ones in the horizon, tinged with blue. In- 
deed, by standmg on tiptoe I could catch a glimpse of 
some of the peaks of the shU bluer and more distant 
mountam ranges in the northwest, those true-blue corns 
from heaven s own mint, and also of some portion of the 
village But m other directions, even from this pomt, I 
could not see over or beyond the woods which sur- 
rounded me. It IS well to have some water m your neigh- 
borhood, to give buoyancy to and float the earth. One 
value even of the smallest well is, that when you look 
into it you see that earth is not contment but msular. 
This IS as important as that it keeps butter cool. When I 
looked across the pond from this peak toward the Sud- 
bury meadows, which m tune of flood I distmgmshed 
elevated perhaps by a mirage in their seethmg valley, 
hke a com m a basm, all the earth beyond the pond ap- 
peared like a thin crust msulated and floated even by 
this small sheet of mtervemng water, and I was re- 
mmded that this on which I dwelt was but dry land 
Though the view from my door was still more con- 
tracted, I did not feel crowded or confined m the least. 
There was pasture enough for my imagmation. The low 
shrub-oak plateau to which the opposite shore arose, 
stretched away toward the praines of the West and the 
steppes of Tartary, affordmg ample room for all the rov- 
ing famihes of men. “There are none happy m the world 
but bemgs who enjoy freely a vast horizon,” said Damo- 
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dara, when his herds required new and larger pastures. 

Both place and time were changed, and I dwelt 
nearer to those parts of the universe and to those eras 
m history which had most attracted me. Where I hved 
was as far oflF as many a region viewed mghtly by astron- 
omers. We are wont to imagme rare and delectable 
places in some remote and more celestial comer of the 
system, behmd the constellation of Cassiopeia’s Chair, 
far from noise and disturbance. I discovered that my 
house actually had its site in such a withdrawn, but for- 
ever new and unprofaned, part of the umverse. If it 
were worth the while to settle m those parts near to the 
Pleiades or the Hyades, to Aldebaran or Altair, then I 
was really there, or at an equal remoteness from the life 
which I had left behmd, dwmdled and twmldmg with 
as fine a ray to my nearest neighbor, and to be seen only 
in moonless nights by him Such was that part of crea- 
tion where I had squatted, 

‘There was a shepherd that did hve, 

And held his thoughts as high 
As were the mounts whereon his flocks 
Did hourly feed him by.” 

What should we think of the shepherd’s hfe if his flocks 
always wandered to higher pastures than jbs thoughts? 

Every mommg was a cheerful invitation to make my 
hfe of equal simphcity, and I may say innocence, with 
Nature herself I have been as smcere a worshiper of 
Aurora as the Greeks. I got up early and bathed m the 
pond, that was a rehgious exercise, and one of the best 
thi n gs which I did. They say that characters were en- 
graven on the bathing tub of Kmg Tchmg-thang to this 
effect. “Renew thyself completely each day, do it agam, 
and agam, and forever agam.” I can understand that. 
Mommg bnngs back the heroic ages. I was as much 
affected by the famt hum of a mosqmto makmg its m- 
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Viable and unimaginable tour through my apartment 
at earhest dawn, when I was sittmg with door and win- 
dows open, as I could be by any trumpet that ever sang 
of fame. It was Homer’s reqmem; itself an Iliad and 
Odyssey in the air, smging its own wrath and wander- 
ings. There was something cosmical about it; a standing 
advertisement, fall forbidden, of the everlasting vigor 
and fertihty of the world. The mormng, which is the 
most memorable season of the day, is the awakemng 
hour. Then there is least somnolence in us, and for an 
hour, at least, some part of us awakes which slumbers 
all the rest of the day and mght. Little is to be expected 
of that day, if it can be called a day, to which we are 
not awakened by our Genius, but by the mechamcal 
nudgmgs of some servitor, are not awakened by our own 
newly acqmred force and aspuafaons from within, ao 
compamed by the undulations of celestial music, mstead 
of factory bells, and a fragrance fiUmg the air — ^to a 
higher life than we fell asleep from, and thus the dark- 
ness bear its frmt, and prove itself to be good, no less 
than the hght. That man who does not beheve that each 
day contains an earher, more sacred and auroral hour 
than he has yet profaned, has despaued of life, and is 
pursmng a descendmg and darkemng way After a par- 
tial cessation of his sensuous life, the soul of man, or its 
organs rather, are reinvigorated each day, and his Gemus 
tries agam what noble life it can make All memorable 
events, I should say, transpue in mormng fame and m a 
moimng atmosphere. The Vedas say, “All mtelhgences 
awake with the morning ” Poetry and art, and the fairest 
and most memorable of the actions of men, date from 
such an hour. All poets and heroes, hke Memnon, are 
the children of Aurora, and emit their music at sunrise. 
To him whose elastic and vigorous thought keeps pace 
With the sun, the day is a perpetual mormng It matters 
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not what the clocks say or the attitudes and labors of 
men. Morning is when I am awake and there is a dawn 
in me. Moral reform is the efFort to throw off sleep. Why 
is it that men give so poor an account of their day if they 
have not been slumbenng? They are not such poor cal- 
culators. If they had not been overcome with drowsi- 
ness they would have performed something. The millions 
are awake enough for physical labor; but only one m a 
milhon is awake enough for effective mtellectual exer- 
tion, only one in a hundred millions to a poetic or di\me 
hfe To be awake is to be ahve. I have never yet met a 
man who was quite awake. How could I have looked 
him in the face? 

We must leam to reawaken and keep ourselves awake, 
not by mechanical aids, but by an infinite expectation 
of the dawn, which does not forsake us m our soundest 
sleep I know of no more encouraging fact than the un- 
questionable abihty of man to elevate his hfe by a con- 
scious endeavor It is something to be able to pamt a 
particular picture, or to carve a statue, and so to make a 
few objects beautiful, but it is far more glorious to carve 
and paint the very atmosphere and medium tlirough 
which we look, which morally we can do. To affect the 
quahty of the day, that is the highest of arts. Every man 
is tasked to make his hfe, even in its details, wortliy of 
the contemplation of his most elevated and critical hour. 
If we refused, or rather used up, such paltry information 
as we get, the oracles would distincdy iifform us how 
this might be done. 

I went to the woods because I wshed to hve deliber- 
ately, to front only the essential facts of hfe, and see if I 
could not leam what it had to teach, and not, when I 
came to die, discover that I had not lived. I did not vwsh 
to live what was not life, living is so dear, nor did I wish 
to practice resignation, unless it was quite necessary. I 
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wanted to live deep and suck out all the marrow o£ life, 
to live so sturdily and Spartan-like as to put to rout all 
that was not life, to cut a broad swath and shave close, 
to dnve life mto a comer, and reduce it to its lowest 
terms, and, if it proved to be mean, why then to get the 
whole and genmne meanness of it, and publish its mean- 
ness to the world, or if it were subhme, to know it by 
expenence, and be able to give a tme account of it in 
my next excursion. For most men, it appears to me, are 
in a strange uncertamty about it, whether it is of the 
devil or of God, and have somewhat hastily concluded 
that it is the chief end of man here to “glorify God and 
enjoy him forever.” 

Still we hve meanly, like ants, ihough the fable tells 
us that we were long ago changed mto men, like 
pygmies we fight vwth cranes, it is error upon error, and 
clout upon dout, and our best virtue has for its occasion 
a superfluous and evitable wretchedness. Our life is frit- 
tered away by detail. An honest man has hardly need to 
count more than his ten fingers, or m extreme cases he 
may add his ten toes, and lump the rest. Sunphcify, sim- 
phcity, sunphcify! I say, let your affaus be as two or 
three, and not a hundred or a thousand, instead of a 
milhon count half a dozen, and keep your accounts on 
your thumb naiL In the midst of this choppmg sea of 
cmhzed life, such are the clouds and storms and quick- 
sands and thousand-and-one items to be allowed for, 
that a man has to hve, if he would not founder and go 
to the bottom and not make his port at all, by dead 
reckomng, and he must be a great calculator mdeed 
who succeeds. Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals 
a day, if it be necessary eat but one, instead of a hun- 
dred dishes, five, and reduce other thin gs m proportion. 
Our hfe is like a German Confederacy, made up of petty 
states, with its boundary forever fluctuatmg, so that 
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even a German cannot tell you how it is bounded at any 
moment. The nation itself, with all its so-called mtemal 
improvements, which, by the way are all external and 
superficial, is just such an unwieldy and overgrown 
establishment, cluttered with furmture and tripped up 
hy its own traps, rmned by luxury and heedless ex- 
pense, by want of calculation and a worthy aim, as the 
mifiion households m the land, and the only cure for it 
as for them is in a ngid economy, a stem and more than 
Spartan simplicity of life and elevation of purpose. It 
lives too fast. Men think that it is essential that the 
Nation have commerce, and export ice, a d talk through 
a telegraph, and nde thirty miles an hour, without a 
doubt, whether they do or not, but whether we should 
live like baboons or hke men, is a httle imcertam. If we 
do not get out sleepers, and forge rails, and devote days 
and mghts to the work, but go to tinkermg upon our 
lives to improve them, who wdl build raJroads? And if 
railroads are not bmlt, how shall we get to heaven in 
season? But if we stay at home and mmd our busmess, 
who will want railroads? We do not nde on the railroad, 
it ndes upon us. Did you ever think what those sleepers 
are that underhe the railroad? Each one is a man, an 
Inshman, or a Yankee man The rails are laid on them, 
and they are covered with sand, and the cars run 
smoothly over them They are sound sleepers, I assure 
you And every few years a new lot is laid down and run 
over, so that, if some have the pleasure of riding on a 
rail, others have the misfortune to be ndden upon And 
when they run over a man that is walkmg m his sleep, a 
supernumerary sleeper m the wrong position, and wake 
him up, they suddenly stop the cars, and make a hue 
and cry about it, as if this were an exception. I am glad 
to know that it takes a gang of men for every five miles 
to keep the sleepers down and level m then beds as it 
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is, for this is a sign that they may sometime get up 

again. 

Why should we live with such hurry and waste of 
life? We are determmed to be starved before we are 
hungry. Men say that a sbtch m time saves nine, and so 
they take a thousand stitches today to save rune tomor- 
row. As for work, we haven’t any of any consequence. 
We have the Saint Vitus’ dance, and cannot possibly 
keep OUT heads still. If I should only give a few pulls at 
the parish beU-rope, as for a fire, that is, without settmg 
the bell, there is hardly a man on his farm m the out- 
skirts of Concord, notwithstanding that press of engage- 
ments which was his excuse so many times this morning, 
nor a boy, nor a woman, I might almost say, but would 
forsake all and follow that sound, not mamly to save 
property from the flames, but, if we will confess the 
truth, much more to see it burn, smce bum it must, and 
we, be it known, did not set it on fire — or to see it put 
out, and have a hand m it, if that is done as handsomely; 
yes, even if it were the pansh church itself Hardly a 
man takes a half hour’s nap after dinner, but when he 
wakes he holds up his head and asks, ‘What’s the 
news?” as if the rest of mankmd had stood his sentmels. 
Some give directions to be waked every half hour, 
doubtless for no other purpose, and then, to pay for it, 
they teU what they have dreamed. After a nighfs sleep 
the news is as mdispensable as the breakfast. ‘Tray tell 
me anything new that has happened to a man anywhere 
on this globe” — and he reads it over his coffee and rolls, 
that a man has had ius eyes gouged out this mormng on 
the Wachito River, never dreammg the while that he 
fives in the dark unfathomed mammoth cave of this 
world, and has but the rudiment of an eye himself 
For my part, I could easily do without the post-office. 
I thmk that there are very few important commumca- 
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tions made through iL To speak cntically, I never re- 
ceived more than one or two letters m my life — I 'wrote 
this some years ago — ^that were worth the postage. The 
penny-post is, commonly, an mstitution through which 
you senously offer a man that penny for his thoughts 
which is so often safely offered m jest. And I am sure 
that I never read any memorable news in a newspaper. 
If we read of one man robbed, or murdered, or killed by 
accident, or one house burned, or one vessel wrecked, 
or one steamboat blown up, or one cow run over on the 
Western Railroad, or one mad dog lolled, or one lot of 
grasshoppers m the -winter — we never need read of an- 
other. One IS enough If you are acquamted with the 
prmciple, what do you care for a mynad mstances and 
apphcations? To a philosopher all news, as it is called, 
is gossip, and they who edit and read it are old women 
over their tea. Yet not a few are greedy after this gossip. 
There was such a rush, as I hear, the other day at one of 
the offices to learn the foreign news by the last arrival, 
that several large squares of plate glass belongmg to the 
establishment were broken by the pressure — ^news which 
I senously think a ready -wit nught -wnte a twelvemonth 
or twelve years beforehand with sufficient accuracy. As 
for Spain, for instance, if you know how to throw m Don 
Carlos and the Infanta, and Don Pedro and Seville and 
Granada, from time to tune m the nght proportions — 
they may have changed the names a httle smce I saw 
the papers — and serve up a bull-fight when other enter- 
tainments fail, it 'Will be true to the letter, and give us 
as good an idea of the exact state or rum of things in 
Spam as the most succinct and lucid reports under this 
head in the newspapers* and as for England, almost the 
last significant scrap of news from that quarter was the 
revolution of 1649, and if you have learned the history 
of her crops for an average year, you never need attend 
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to iliat tiling again, unless your speculations are of a 
merely pecumary character. If one may judge who 
rarely looks mto the newspapers, nothing new does ever 
happen in foreign parts, a French revolution not ex- 
cepted. 

What newsi how much more important to know what 
that is which was never oldl “Kieou-he-yu (great digni- 
tary of the state of Wei) sent a man to Klioung-tseu to 
know his news Khoung-tseu caused the messenger to be 
seated near him, and questioned him in these terms; 
What is your master doing? The messenger answered 
with respect My master desires to dimimsh the number 
of his faults, but he cannot come to the end of them. 
The messenger being gone, tlie philosopher remarked: 
What a worthy messenger! What a worthy messenger!’* 
The preacher, instead of vexmg the ears of drowsy 
farmers on their day of rest at the end of the week — ^for 
Sunday is the fit conclusion of an ill-spent week, and 
not the fresh and brave beginning of a new one — with 
this one other draggle-tail of a sermon, should shout 
with thundering voice — '“Pause! Avast! Why so seeming 
fast, but deadly slow?” 

Shams and delusions are esteemed for soundest truths, 
while reahty is fabulous. If men would steadily observe 
reahties only, and not allow themselves to be deluded, 
life, to compare it with such things as we know, would 
be like a fairy tale and the Arabian Nights’ Entertain- 
ments. If we respected only what is inevitable and has 
a right to be, music and poetry would resound along the 
streets. When we are unhurried and wise, we perceive 
that only great and worthy dungs have any permanent 
and absolute existence — ^that petty fears and petty 
pleasures are but the shadow of the reahty. This is al- 
ways exhilarating and subhme. By closmg the eyes and 
slumbermg, and consentmg to be deceived by shows. 
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men establish and confirm their daily life of routine and 
habit everywhere, which still is bmlt on purely illusory 
foundations. Children, who play life, discern its true law 
and relations more clearly than men, who fail to hve it 
worthily, but who think that they are wiser by experi- 
ence, that is, by failure. I have read in a Hindu book 
that “there was a long’s son, who, bemg expelled m m- 
fancy from his native city, was brought up by a forester, 
and, growmg up to maturity in Aat state, imagmed 
himself to belong to the barbarous race with which he 
hved. One of his father’s ministers, havmg discovered 
him, revealed to him what he was, and the misconcep- 
tion of his character was removed, and he knew himself 
to be a prmce. So soul,” contmues the Hmdu philoso- 
pher, "from the circumstances in which it is placed, mis- 
takes its own character, imtd the truth is revealed to it 
by some holy teacher, and then it knows itself to be 
Brahme ” I perceive that we inhabitants of New Eng- 
land live this mean life that we do because our vision 
does not penetrate the surface of things. V^e think that 
that ts which appears to be. If a man should walk 
through this town and see only the reahty, where, think 
you, would the “Mill-dam” go to? If he should give us 
an account of the reahties he beheld there, we should 
not recognize, the place in his description. Look at a 
meetmg-house, or a courthouse, or a jail, or a shop, or a 
dwellmg-house, and say what that thmg really is before 
a true gaze, and they would all go to pieces m your 
account of them. Men esteem truth remote, in the out- 
skirts of the system, behmd the farthest star, before 
Adam and after the last man. In eternity there is mdeed 
somethmg true and sublime. But all these tunes and 
places and occasions are now and here. God himself 
culmmates m the present moment, and wiU never be 
more divme m the lapse of all the ages. And we are 
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•enabled to apprehend at all what is subhme and noble 
only by die perpetual instillmg and drenching of die 
xeahty that surrounds us. The universe constandy and 
obediendy answers to our conceptions; whether we 
travel fast or slow, the track is laid for us. Let us spend 
our hves in conceiving then The poet or the artist never 
yet had so fair and noble a design but some of his poster- 
ity at least could accomplish it. 

Let us spend one day as dehberately as Nature, and 
not be thrown off the track by every nutshell and mos- 
qmto’s wing that falls on the rails Let us rise early and 
fast, or break fast, gendy and without perturbation, let 
company come and let company go, let the bells nng 
and the children cry — determined to make a day of it. 
Why should we knock under and go with the stream? 
Let us not be upset and overwhelmed in that temble 
rapid and whirlpool called a dinner, situated m the me- 
ri^an shallows. Weather this danger and you are safe, 
for the rest of the way is down hill. With unrelaxed 
nerves, with mormng vigor, sad by it, looking another 
way, tied to the mast like Ulysses. If the engine whis- 
des, let it whisde tiH it is hoarse for its pains. If the bell 
rings, why should we run? We will consider what land 
of music they are like. Let us setde ourselves, and work 
and wedge our feet downward through the mud and 
slush of opmion, and prejudice, and tradition, and de- 
lusion, and appearance, that alluvion which covers the 
globe, through Pans and London, through New York 
and Boston and Concord, through church and state, 
through poetry and philosophy and rehgion, tJl we 
come to a hard bottom and rocks in place, which we 
can call reality^ and say. This is, and no mistake, and 
then begin, havmg a point dappui, below freshet and 
frost and fire, a place where you might found a wall or 
a state, or set a lamppost safely, or perhaps a gauge, not 
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a Niloraeter, but a Realometer, that future ages might 
know how deep a freshet of shams and appearances had 
gathered from time to tune If you stand right frontmg 
and face to face to a fact, you will see the sun glimmer 
on both its surfaces, as if it were a cimeter, and feel its 
sweet edge dividmg you through the heart and marrow, 
and so you wiU happily conclude your mortal career. 
Be it hfe or death, we crave only reahty. If we are really 
dying, let us hear the rattle in our throats and feel cold 
m the extremities, if we are ahve, let us go about our 
busmess. 

Tune IS but the stream I go a-fishmg in. I drmk at it; 
but while I drink I see the sandy bottom and detect how 
shallow it is. Its thin current shdes away, but eternity 
remams I would dnnk deeper, fish in the slty, whose 
bottom is pebbly with stars I cannot count one. I know 
not the first letter of the alphabet I have always been 
regretting that I was not as wise as the day I was bom. 
The intellect is a cleaver, it discerns and nfts its way 
mto the secret of thmgs. I do not wish to be any more 
busy with my hands than is necessary. My head is hands 
and feet I feel all my best faculties concentrated m it 
My mstmct tells me that my head is an organ for bur- 
rowmg, as some creatures use their snout and forepaws, 
and with it I would mme and burrow my way through 
these hills. I think that the richest vein is somewhere 
hereabouts; so by the divinmg rod and thin nsmg vapors 
I judge, and here I will begm to mme. 

READING 

' With a htde more dehberation in the choice of their 
pursmts, aU men would perhaps become essentially stu- 
dents and observers, for certainly their nature and des- 
tmy are interestmg to all alike. In accumulatmg property 
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for ourselves or our postenty, in founding a family or a 
state, or acquinng fame even, we are mortal, but in 
dealing with truth we are immortal, and need fear no 
change nor accident. The oldest Egyptian or Hmdu phi- 
losopher raised a comer of the veil firom the statue of 
the divinity; and shll the tremblmg robe remains raised, 
and I gaze upon as fresh a glory as he did, since it was I 
in him that was then so bold, and it is he in me that now 
reviews the vision. No dust has settled on that robe; no 
time has elapsed smce that divinity was revealed. That 
time which we really improve, or which is improvable, 
is neither past, present, nor future. 

My residence was more favorable, not only to thought, 
but to serious readmg, than a umversity; and though I 
was beyond the range of the ordmary cuculatmg hbrary, 
I had more than ever come withm the influence of those 
books which cuculate roimd the world, whose sentences 
were first written on bark, and are now merely copied 
from time to time onto Imen paper. Says the poet Mir 
Camar Uddin Mast, “Bemg seated to run through the 
region of the spuitual world, I have had this advantage 
in books. To be intoxicated by a smgle glass of wme, I 
have expenenced this pleasure when I have drunk the 
hquor of the esotenc doctrines.” I kept Homers Ihad 
on my table through the summer, though I looked at his 
page only now and then. Incessant labor with my hands, 
at first, for I had my house to fimsh and my beans to hoe 
at the same time, made more study impossible. Yet I 
sustamed myself by the prospect of such reading in 
future. I read one or two shallow books of travel in the 
intervals of my work, tdl that employment made me 
ashamed of myself, and I asked where it was then that 
Z hved. 

The student may read Homer or Aeschylus in the 
Greek without danger of dissipation or luxunousness, for 
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it implies that he in some measure emulate their heroes, 
and consecrate mommg hours to their pages. The heroic 
hooks, even if prmted in the character of our mother 
tongue, will always be m a language dead to degenerate 
times, and we must laboriously seek the meanmg of 
each word and Ime, conjecturmg a larger sense than 
common use penmts out of what wisdom and valor and 
generosity we have. The modem cheap and fertile press, 
with aU its translations, has done httle to bring us nearer 
to the heroic writers of antiqmty. They seem as'sohtaiy, 
and the letter m which they are prmted as rare and curi- 
ous, as ever. It is worth the e3q)ense of youthful days 
and costly hours, if you leam only some words of an 
ancient language, which are raised out of the triviahiess 
of the street, to be perpetual suggestions and provoca- 
tions. It IS not in vain that the farmer remembers and 
repeats the few Latm words which he has heard. Men 
sometimes speak as if the study of the classics would at 
length make way for more modem and practical studies; 
but the adventurous student will always study classics, 
in whatever language they may be written and however 
ancient they may be. For what are the classics but the 
noblest recorded thoughts of man? They are the only 
oracles which are not decayed, and there are such an- 
swers to the most modem mquiry in them as Delphi and 
Dodona never gavp. We might as well omit to study 
Nature because she is old. To read well, that is, to read 
true books m a trae spirit, is a noble exercise, and one 
that wiU task the reader more than any exercise which 
the customs of the day esteem. It requires a trammg 
such as the athletes underwent, the steady mtenbon 
almost of the whole life to this object. Books must be 
read as dehberately and reservedly as they were written. 
It IS not enough even to be able to speak the language 
of that nation by which they are written, for there is a 
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memorable interval between the spoken and the written 
language, the language heard and die language read. 
The one is commonly transitory, a sound, a tongue, a 
dialect merely, almost brutish, and we learn it uncon- 
sciously, hke the brutes, o£ our mothers. The other is the 
maturity and expenence of that; if that is our mother 
tongue, this is our father tongue, a reserved and select 
expression, too significant to be heard by the ear, which 
we must be born again in order to speak. The crowds of 
men who merely spoke the Greek and Latin tongues in 
the middle ages were not entided by the accident of 
birth to read the works of genius wntten in those lan- 
guages, for these were not written in that Greek or 
Latm which they knew, but m the select language of 
hterature They had not learned the nobler dialects of 
Greece and Rome, but the very matenals on which they 
were wntten were waste paper to them, and they prized 
instead a cheap contemporary hterature. But when the 
several nations of Europe had acquired distinct though 
rude wntten languages of their own, suflBcient for the 
purposes of then: rising hteratures, then first learning re- 
vived, and scholars were enabled to discern from that 
remoteness the treasures of antiquity. What the Roman 
and Grecian multitude could not hear, after the lapse of 
ages a few scholars read, and a few scholars only are 
still readmg it. 

However much we may admire the orator’s occasional 
bursts of eloquence, the noblest wntten words are com- 
monly as far behind or above the fleeting spoken lan- 
guage as the firmament with its stars is behmd the 
clouds. There are the stars, and they who can may read 
them The astronomers forever comment on and observe 
them. They are not exhalations like our daily colloquies 
and vaporous breath What is called eloquence m the 
forum is commonly found to be rhetonc m the study. 
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The orator yields to the inspiration of a transient occa- 
sion, and speahs to the mob before him, to those who 
can hear him, but the writer, whose more equable life 
IS his occasion, and who would be distracted by the 
event and the crowd which mspire the orator,, speaks to 
the mteUect and heart of mankind, to all m any age who 
can understand him. 

No wonder that Alexander carried the Ihad with him 
on his expeditions m a precious casket. A written word 
is the choicest of rehcs. It is somethmg at once more m- 
timate with us and more universal than any other work 
of art It IS the work of art nearest to life itself It may be 
translated mto every language, and not only be read but 
actually breathed from all human hps, not be repre- 
sented on canvas or in marble only, but be carved out of 
the breath of life itself. The symbol of an ancient man’s 
thought becomes a modem man’s speech Two thousand 
summers have imparted to the monuments of Grecian 
hterature, as to her marbles, only a maturer golden and 
autumnal tmt, for they have earned their own serene 
and celestial atmosphere mto all lands to protect them 
against the corrosion of time. Books are Ae treasured 
wealth of the world and the fit inhentance of genera- 
tions and nations. Books, the oldest and the best, stand 
naturally and rightfully on the shelves of every cottage. 
They have no cause of their own to plead, but while 
tiiey enhghten and sustam the reader his common sense 
will not refuse them. Their authors are a natural and 
irresistible anstocracy m every society, and, more than 
kmgs or emperors, exert an influence on mankmd When 
the ilhterate and perhaps scornful trader has earned by 
enterpnse and mdustry his coveted leisure and mde- 
pendence, and is admitted to the circles of wealth and 
fashion, he turns mevitably at last to those still higher 
but yet inaccessible circles of mtellect and gemus, and 
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IS sensible only of the imperfection of his culture and 
the vamty and insufficiency of all his riches, and further 
proves his good sense by the pains which he takes to 
secure for his children that intellectual culture whose 
want he so keenly feels, and thus it xs that he becomes 
the founder of a family. 

Those who have not learned to read the ancient 
classics m the language m which they were written must 
have a very imperfect knowledge of the history of the 
human race, for it is remarkable that no transcnpt of 
them has ever been made into any modem tongue, un- 
less our civilization itself may be regarded as such a 
transcnpt Homer has never yet been printed in English, 
nor Aeschylus, nor Virgil even, works as refined, as 
sohdiy done, and as beautiful almost as the morning it- 
self, for later wnters, say what we will of their gemus, 
have rarely, if ever, equaled the elaborate beauty and 
fimsh and the lifelong and heroic hterary labors of the 
ancients. They only talk of forgetting them who never 
knew them. It will be soon enough to forget them when 
we have the leammg and the gemus which will enable 
us to attend to and appreciate them. That age will be 
rich indeed when those relics which we caU Classics, 
and the still older and more than classic but even less 
known Scriptures of the nations, shall have still further 
accumulated, when the Vaticans shall be filled with 
Vedas and Zendavestas and Bibles, with Homers and 
Dantes and Shakespeares, and all the centuries to come 
shall have successively deposited their trophies in the 
forum of the world. By such a pile we may hope to scale 
heaven at last. 

The works of the great poets have never yet been 
read by mankind, for only great poets can read them. 
They have only been read as the multitude read the 
stars, at most astrologically, not astronomically. Most 
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men have learned to read to serve a paltry convenience, 
as they have learned to cipher m order to keep accounts 
and not be cheated m trade, but of reading as a noble 
intellectual exercise they know httle or nothmg, yet this 
only is readmg, in a high sense, not that which lulls us 
as a luxury and suffers the nobler faculties to sleep the 
while, but what we have to stand on tiptoe to read and 
devote our most alert and wakeful hours to. 

I think that havmg learned our letters we should read 
the best that is in hterature, and not be forever repeat- 
ing our a b abs, and words of one syllable, m the fourth 
or fifth classes, sittmg on the lowest and foremost form 
all our hves. Most men are satisfied if they read or hear 
read, and perchance have been convicted by the wis- 
dom of one good book, the Bible, and for the rest of 
their hves vegetate and dissipate their faculties m what 
is called easy readmg. There is a work in several vol- 
umes in our Circulating Library entitled Little Readmg, 
which I thought referred to a town of that name which I 
had not been to. There are those who, hke cormorants 
and ostriches, can digest all sorts of this, even after the 
fullest dinner of meats and vegetables, for they suffer 
nothmg to be wasted. If others are the machmes to pro- 
vide this provender, they are the machmes to read it. 
They read the nme thousandth tale about Zebulon and 
Sephroma, and how they loved as none had ever loved 
before, and neither did the course of their true love run 
smooth — at any rate, how it did run and stumble, and 
get up again and go onl how some poor unfortunate got 
up onto a steeple, who had better never have gone up 
as far as the belfry, and then, havmg needlessly got him 
up there, the happy novelist rmgs the bell for all the 
world to come together and hear, O dearl how he did 
get down agaml For my part, I think that they had 
better metamorphose all such aspmng heroes of um- 
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versal noveldom into man weathercocks, as they used to 
put heroes among the constellations, and let them swing 
round there till they are rusty, and not come down at all 
to bother honest men with their pranks. The next time 
the novehst rmgs the bell I will not stir tliough the meet- 
mg-house bum down. "The Skip of the Tip-Toe-Hop, a 
Romance of the Middle Ages, by tlie celebrated author 
of ‘Tittle-Tol-Tan,’ to appear in monthly parts; a great 
rush, don’t all come together.” All this they read with 
saucer eyes, and erect and pnmitive cunosity, and with 
imwearied gizzard, whose corrugations even yet need 
no sharpemng, just as some httle four-year-old bencher 
his two-cent gilt-covered edition of Cinderella — ^uathout 
any improvement, that I can see, m the pronunciation, 
or accent, or emphasis, or any more skill m extracting or 
inserting the moral. The result is dullness of sighb a 
stagnation of the vital circulations, and a general dehqu- 
lum and sloughing off of all the intellectual faculties. 
This sort of gingerbread is baked daily and more sedu- 
lously than pure wheat or rye-and-Indian in almost every 
oven, and finds a surer market. 

The best books are not read even by those who are 
called good readers. What does our Concord culture 
amount to? There is in this town, with a very few excep- 
tions, no taste for the best or for very good books even 
in English literature, whose words all can read and spell. 
Even the college-bred and so-called hberally educated 
men here and elsewhere have really httle or no acquamt- 
ance with the Enghsh classics, and as for the recorded 
wisdom of mankmd, the ancient classics and Bibles, 
which are accessible to all who wiU know of them, there 
are the feeblest efforts anywhere made to become ac- 
quainted with them. I know a woodchopper, of middle 
age, who takes a French paper, not for news as he says, 
for he IS above that, but to "keep himself m practice,” 
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lie being a Canadian by birth, and when I ask him what 
he considers the best thmg he can do m this world, he 
says, beside this, to keep up and add to his Enghsh. This 
is about as much as the college-bred generally do or 
aspire to do, and they take an Enghsh paper for the pur- 
pose One who has just come from readmg perhaps one 
of the best English books will find how many with 
whom he can converse about it? Or suppose he comes 
from readmg a Greek or Latm classic m the ongmal, 
whose praises are familiar even to the so-called ilhter- 
ate, he will find nobody at all to speak to, but must keep 
silence about it Indeed, there is hardly the professor in 
our colleges, who, if he has mastered the difficulties of 
the language, has proportionally mastered the difficulties 
of the wit and poetry of a Greek poet, and has any sym- 
pathy to impart to the alert and heroic reader, and as 
for the sacred Scnptures, or Bibles of mankmd, who m 
this town can tell me even their titles? Most men do not 
know that any nation but the Hebrews have had a scrip- 
ture. A man, any man, will go considerably out of his 
way to pick up a silver dollar, but here are golden words, 
which the wisest men of antiqmty have uttered, and 
whose worth the wise of every succeedmg age have 
assured us of, and yet we learn to read only as far as 
Easy Readmg, the primers and classbooks, and when 
we leave school, the “Little Readmg,” and storybooks, 
which are for boys and beginners, and our readmg, our 
conversation and thmkmg, are all on a very low level, 
worthy only of pygmies and mamkms 

I aspue to be acquamted with wiser men than this our 
Concord soil has produced, whose names are hardly 
known here. Or shall I hear the name of Plato and never 
read his book? As if Plato were my townsman and I 
never saw him — ^my next neighbor and I never heard 
him speak or attended to the wisdom of his words But 
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tow actually is it? His Dialogues, wtich contain what 
was immortal m him, he on the next shelf, and yet I 
never read them. We are underbred and low-hved and 
ilhterate, and m this respect I confess I do not make 
any very broad distinction between tlie ilhterateness of 
my townsman who cannot read at all and the ilhterate- 
ness of him who has learned to read only what is for 
children and feeble mtellects. We should be as good as 
the worthies of antiquity, but partly by first knowmg 
how good they were. We are a race of tit-men, and soar 
but httle higher m our mtellectual flights than the coh 
umns of the daily paper. 

It is not all books tliat are as dull as their readers. 
There are probably words addressed to our condition 
exactly, which, if we could really hear and understand, 
would be more salutary than the mormng or the spnng 
to our hves, and possibly put a new aspect on the face 
of thmgs for us. How many a man has dated a new era 
in his hfe from the reading of a book! The book exists 
for us perchance which will explam our miracles and 
reveal new ones. The at present unutterable thmgs we 
may find somewhere uttered These same questions tliat 
disturb and puzzle and confound us have in them turn 
occurred to aU the wise men, not one has been omitted, 
and each has answered them, accordmg to his abihty, 
by his words and his life. Moreover, with wisdom we 
shall learn hberahty. The sohtary hued man on a farm 
in the outskirts of Concord, who has had his second 
birth and peculiar rehgious eiqienence, and is driven 
as he beheves mto silent gravity and exclusiveness by 
his faith, may think it is not true, but Zoroaster, thou- 
sands of years ago, traveled the same road and had the 
same expenence, but he, being wise, knew it to be um- 
versal, and treated his neighbors accordmgly, and is 
even said to have mvented and established worship 
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■among men. Let him humbly commune with Zoroaster 
• then, and through the hberalizing influence of all the 
worthies, with Jesus Christ himself, and let "our church” 
go by the board. 

We boast that we belong to the nineteenth century 
and are making the most rapid stndes of any nation. But 
consider how httle this village does for its own culture. 
I do not wish to flatter my townsmen, nor to be flattered 
by them, for that will not advance either of us We need 
to be provoked — goaded like oxen, as we are, into a trot. 
We have a comparatively decent system of common 
schools, schools for infants only, but exceptmg the half- 
starved Lyceum in the wmter, and latterly the puny 
begmmng of a hbrary suggested by the state, no school 
for ourselves. We spend more on almost any article of 
bodily aliment or ailment than on our mental aliment. 
It IS tune that we had uncommon schools, that we did 
not leave off oiu education when we begm to be men 
and women It is time that villages were umversities, 
and then elder inhabitants the fellows of umversities, 
with leisure — ^if they are mdeed so well off — ^to pursue 
hberal studies the rest of then hves Shall the world be 
confined to one Pans or one Oxford forever? Cannot 
students be boarded here and get a hberal education 
imder the slues of Concord? Can we not hue some Abe- 
lard to lecture to us? Alas! what with f oddermg the cattle 
and tending the store, we are kept from school too long, 
and our education is sadly neglected In this country, 
the village should in some respects take the place of the 
nobleman of Europe It should be the patron of the fine 
arts It IS nch enough. It wants only the magnanimity 
and refinement. It can spend money enough on such 
things as farmers and traders value, but it is thought 
Utopian to propose spendmg money for thin gs which 
more mtelhgent men know to be of far more worth. This 
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town has spent seventeen thousand dollars on a town 
house, thank fortune or pohtics, but probably it will not 
spend so much on hvmg wit, the true meat to put mto 
that shell, m a himdred years. The one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars annually subscribed for a Lyceum 
in the wmter is better spent than any other equal sum 
raised m the town. If we hve m the mneteenth century, 
why should we not enjoy the advantages which the nine- 
teenth century offers? Why should our life be m any 
respect provmaal? If we will read newspapers, why 
not slap the gossip of Boston and take the best news- 
paper m the world at once^ — ^not be suckmg the pap 
of ‘neutral family” papers, or browsing “Ohve-Branches” 
here m New England Let the reports of all the learned 
societies come to us, and we will see if they know any- 
thmg Why should we leave it to Harper & Brothers and 
Reddmg & Co to select our readmg^ As the nobleman 
of cultivated taste surrounds him self with whatever con- 
duces to his culture gemus — ^learning — ^wit — books — ■ 
pamtmgs — statuary — ^music — ^philosophical instruments, 
and the like, so let the village do — ^not stop short at 
a pedagogue, a parson, a sexton, a pansh hbrary, and 
three selectmen, because our pilgrim forefathers got 
through a cold wmter once on a bleak rock with these. 
To act collectively is accordmg to the spirit of our msti- 
tutions, and I am confident that, as our circumstances 
are more flounshmg, our means are greater than the 
nobleman’s. New England can hire all the wise men in 
the world to come and teach her, and board them round 
the while, and not be provmcial at aU That is the un- 
common school We want. Instead of noblemen, let us 
have noble villages of men If it is necessary, omit one 
bridge over the river, go round a htde there, and throw 
one arch at least over the darker gulf of ignorance which 
surrounds us. 
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But wbile we are confined to boolcs, though the most 
select and classic, and read only particular written lan- 
guages, which are themselves but dialects and provm- 
cial, we are in danger of forgettmg the language which 
aU thmgs and events speak without metaphor, which 
alone is copious and standard. Much is published, but 
httle printed The rays which stream through the shut- 
ter will be no longer remembered when the shutter is 
wholly removed No method nor disciphne can super- 
sede the necessity of bemg forever on the alert. What is 
a course of history or philosophy, or poetry, no matter 
how well selected, or the best society, or the most ad- 
mirable routme of life, compared with the disciphne of 
lookmg always at what is to be seen? Will you be a 
reader, a student merely, or a seer? Read your fate, see 
what IS before you, and walk on into futurity. 

I did not read books the first summer; I hoed beans. 
Nay, I often did better than this There were times 
when I could not afford to sacrifice the bloom of the 
present moment to any work, whether of the head or 
hands I love a broad margm to my life. Sometimes, in 
a summer mommg, havmg taken my accustomed bath, 
I sat m my sunny doorway from sunrise till noon, rapt 
in a revery, amidst the pines and hickories and su- 
machs, m undisturbed sohtude and stillness, while the 
birds sang around or flitted noiseless through the house, 
imtil by the sun falling m at my west window, or the 
noise of some traveler’s wagon on the distant highway, I 
was remmded of the lapse of tune. I grew in those sea- 
sons hke com in the mght, and they were far better 
than any work of the hands would have been They 
were not tune subtracted hrom my life, but so much over 
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and above my usual allowance. I realized what the 
Onentals mean by contemplation and the forsakmg of 
works For the most part, I minded not how the hours 
went. The day advanced as if to hght some work of 
mine; it was morning, and 3o, now it is evening, and 
nothmg memorable is accomplished. Instead of singing 
like the birds, I silently smiled at my incessant good 
fortune. As the sparrow had its tnll, sitting on the hick- 
ory before my door, so had I my chuckle or suppressed 
warble winch he might hear out of my nest. My days 
were not days of the week, bearmg tlie stamp of any 
heathen deity, nor were they minced into hours and 
fretted by the ticking of a clock, for I hved like die Puri 
Indians, of whom it is said tliat “for yesterday, today, 
and tomorrow they have only one word, and they ex- 
press the vanety of meaning by pointing backward for 
yesterday, fonvard for tomorrow, and overhead for the 
passing day.” This was sheer idleness to my fellow- 
townsmen, no doubt, but if die birds and flowers had 
tried me by their standard, I should not have been 
found wantmg A man must find Ins occasions in him- 
self, it is true. The natural day is very calm, and will 
hardly reprove his indolence. 

I had this advantage, at least, in my mode of life, 
over those who were obhged to look abroad for amuse- 
ment, to society and die dieater, diat my life itself was 
become my amusement and never ceased to be novel. 
It was a drama of many scenes and without an end. If 
we were always mdeed gettmg our hving, and regulat- 
ing our hves accordmg to the last and best mode we had 
learned, we should never be troubled vuth ennui. Fol- 
low your gemus closely enough, and it will not fail to 
show you a fresh prospect every hour. Housework was 
a pleasant pastime When my floor was dirty, I rose 
early, and, settmg all my furniture out of doors on the 
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grass, bed and bedstead maldng but one budget, dashed 
water on the floor, and spnnlded white sand from the 
pond on it, and then with a broom scrubbed it clean and 
white, and by the time the villagers had broken their 
fast the morning sun had dried my house sufficiently to 
allow me to move m agam, and my meditations were 
almost unmtemipted. It was pleasant to see my whole 
household effects out on the grass, makmg a htde pile 
hke a gypsy’s pack, and my three-legged table, from 
which I did not remove the books and pen and ink, 
standmg amid the pines and hickories. They seemed 
glad to get out themselves, and as if unwilhng to be 
brought m. I was sometimes tempted to stretch an awn- 
ing over them and take my seat there. It was worth the 
while to see the sun shme on these thin gs, and hear the 
free wind blow on them, so much more mterestmg most 
farmhar ob]ects look out of doors than m the house A 
bird sits on the next bough, hfe-everlastmg grows under 
the table, and blackberry vines run round its legs, pme 
cones, chestnut burs, and strawberry leaves are strewn 
about. It looked as if this was the way these forms came 
to be transferred to our furmture, to tables, chairs, and 
bedsteads — ^because they once stood m their midst. 

My house was on the side of a hill, immediately on 
the edge of the larger wood, m the midst of a young 
forest of pitch pmes and hickories, and half a dozen rods 
from the pond, to which a narrow footpath led down the 
hill. In my front yard grew the strawberry, blackberry, 
and hfe-everlastmg, johnswort and goldeurod, shrub- 
oaks and sand cherry, blueberry and groundnut Near 
the end of May, the sand cherry {cerasus purmla) 
adorned the sides of the path with its dehcate flowers 
arranged in umbels cyhndncally about its short stems, 
which last, in the fall, weighed down with good-sized 
and handsome cherries, fell over m wreaths hke rays 
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on every side. I tasted them out of compliment to 
Nature, though they were scarcely palatable. The su- 
mach {rhus glabra) grew luxunantly about the house, 
pushing up through the embankment which I had made, 
and growing five or six feet the first season Its broad 
pinnate tropical leaf was pleasant tliough strange to 
look on. The large buds, suddenly pushing out late in 
the sprmg from dry stacks which had seemed to be dead, 
developed themselves as by magic into graceful green 
and tender boughs, an inch m diameter, and sometimes, 
as I sat at my window, so heedlessly did they grow and 
tax their weak joints, I heard a fresh and tender bough 
suddenly fall like a fan to the ground, when there was 
not a breath of air stamng, broken off by its own weight. 
In August, the large masses of berries, which, when in 
flower, had attracted many wild bees, gradually assumed 
their bnght velvety crimson hue, and by their weight 
agam bent down and broke the tender hmbs. 

As I sit at my wmdow this summer afternoon, hawks 
are circhng about my clearmg, the tantivy of \vild 
pigeons, flymg by twos and tlirees athwart my view, or 
perchmg restless on the white-pine boughs behind my 
house, gives a voice to the air, a fish hawk dimples the 
glassy surface of the pond and bnngs up a fish, a mmk 
steals out of the marsh before my door and seizes a frog 
by the shore, the sedge is bending under the weight of 
the reed-birds flittmg hither and thither, and for the 
last half hour I have heard the rattle of railroad cars, 
now dying away and then revivmg hke the beat of a 
partridge, conveying travelers from Boston to the coun- 
try For I did not hve so out of the world as that boy, 
who, as I hear, was put out to a farmer m the east part 
of the town, but ere long ran away and came' home 
agam, qmte down at the heel and homesick. He had 
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never seen such a dull and out-of-the-way place; the 
folks were all gone oflF; why, you couldn’t even hear the 
whistle! I doubt if there is such a place in Massachusetts 
now: 

‘Tn truth, our village has become a butt 
For one of those fleet railroad shafts, and o’er 
Our peaceful plam its soothmg sound is — Concord.” 

The Fitchburg Railroad touches the pond about a 
hundred rods south of where I dwell. I usually go to the 
village along its causeway, and am, as it were, related 
to society by this link The men on the freight trams, 
who go over the whole length of the road, bow to me as 
to an old acquamtance, they pass me so often, and 
apparently they take me for an employee, and so I am. 
I too would fam be a track-repairer somewhere m the 
orbit of the earth. 

The whistle of the locomotive penetrates my woods 
summer and winter, soundmg like the scream of a hawk 
sailmg over some farmer’s yard, mformmg me that many 
restless city merchants are amvmg withm the circle of 
the town, or adventurous country traders from the other 
side. As they come under one horizon, they shout their 
wammg to get off the track to the other, heard some- 
times through the circles of two towns. Here come your 
groceries, country, your rations, countrymen! Nor is 
there any man so mdependent on his farm that he can 
say them nay And here’s your pay for them! screams 
the countryman’s whistle, timber like long battermg 
rams gomg twenty miles an hour agamst the city’s 
walls, and chairs enough to seat all the weary and heavy 
laden that dwell within them With such huge and 
lumbermg civihty the country hands a chair to the city. 
AU the Indian huckleberry hills are stopped, all the 
cranberry meadows are raked mto the city Up comes 
the cotton, down goes the woven doth, up comes the 
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silk, down goes the woolen; np come the books, but 

down goes the wit that wntes them. 

When I meet the engine with its train o£ cars moving 
off with planetary motion — or, rather, like a comet, for 
the beholder knows not if with that velocity and with 
that direction it will ever revisit this system, smce its 
orbit does not look like a returning curve — ^with its 
steam cloud like a banner streaming behmd in golden 
and silver wreaths, like many a downy cloud which I 
have seen, high m the heavens, unfolding its masses to 
the hght — as if this travelmg demigod, this cloud-com- 
peller, would ere long take the sunset sky for the livery 
of his tram, when I hear the iron horse make the hills 
echo with his snort like thunder, shakmg the earth with 
his feet, and breathmg fire and smoke from his nostrils 
(what kmd of wmged horse or fiery dragon diey will 
put mto the new Mythology I don’t know), it seems as 

the earth had got a race now worthy to inhabit it. If 
all were as it seems, and men made the elements their 
servants for noble endsl If the cloud that hangs over the 
engine were the perspiration of heroic deeds, or as be- 
neficent as that which floats over the farmer’s fields, then 
the elements and Nature herself would cheerfully accom- 
pany men on their errands and be their escort. 

I watch the passage of the mommg cars with the 
same feehng that I do the nsing of the sxm, which is 
hardly more regular. Their tram of clouds stretching far 
behmd and nsmg higher and higher, gomg to heaven 
while the cars are gomg to Boston, conceals the sun for 
a mmute and casts my distant field into the shade, a 
celestial tram beside which the petty train of cars which 
hugs the earth is but the barb of the spear. The stabler 
of the iron horse was up early this wmter mommg by 
the hght of the stars amid the mountains, to fodder and 
harness his steed. Fire, too, was awakened thus early to 
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put the vital heat in him and get him off. If the enter- 
pnse were as innocent as it is earlyl If the snow hes 
deep, they strap on his snowshoes, and with the giant 
plough plough a furrow from the mountams to the sea- 
hoard, in which the cars, like a following dnll-barrow, 
spnnlde all the restless men and floatmg merchandise 
in the countiy for seed. AH day the fire-steed flies over 
the country, stoppmg only that his master may rest, and 
I am awakened by his tramp and defiant snort at mid- 
night, when in some remote glen in the woods he fronts 
the elements incased in ice and snow; and he will reach 
his stall only with the mommg star, to start once more 
on his travels without rest or slumber. Or perchance, at 
evening, I hear him in his stable blowmg off the super- 
fluous energy of the day, that he may calm his nerves 
and cool his hver and brain for a few hours of iron slum- 
ber. If the enterprise were as heroic and commandmg 
as it is protracted and unweanedl 

Far through unfrequented woods on the confines of 
towns, where once only the hunter penetrated by day, 
in the darkest mght dart these bright saloons without 
the knowledge of their inhabitants, this moment stop- 
pmg at some bnlhant station-house in town or city, 
where a social crowd is gathered, the next in the Dismal 
Swamp, scarmg the owl and fox. The startmgs and 
arrivals of the cars are now the epochs m the village day. 
They go and come with such regularity and preasion, 
and their whistle can bo heard so far, that the farmers 
set their clocks by them, and thus one well conducted 
institution regulates a whole country. Have not men im- 
proved somewhat m punctuahty smce the railroad was 
mvented? Do they not talk and think faster in the depot 
tiian they did in the stage-office? There is something 
electrifying m the atmosphere of the former place. I 
have been astonished at the mnacles it has wrought; 
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that some of my neighbors, who, I should have proph- 
esied, once for all, would never get to Boston by so 
prompt a conveyance, are on hand when the bell rmgs. 
To do thmgs “railroad fashion” is now the byword, and 
it is worth the while to be warned so often and so sm- 
cerely by any power to get ofiE its track. There is no stop- 
ping to read the not act, no firmg over the heads of 
the mob, m this case. We have constructed a fate, an 
Atropos, that never turns aside. (Let that be the name 
of your engme.) Men are advertised that at a certam 
hour and mmute these bolts wiH be shot toward particu- 
lar pomts of the compass, yet it mterferes with no man s 
busmess, and the children go to school on the other 
track. We live the steadier for it. We are all educated 
thus to be sons of Tell. The air is full of mvisible bolts. 
Every path but your own is the path of fate. Keep on 
your own track, then. 

What recommends commerce to me is its enterprise 
and bravery. It does not clasp its hands and pray to 
Jupiter. I see these men every day go about their busi- 
ness with more or less courage and content, domg more 
even than they suspect, and perchance better employed 
than they could have consciously devised. I am less 
affected by their heroism who stood up for half an hour 
in the front hne at Buena Vista, than by the steady and 
cheerful valor of the men who inhabit the snowplough 
for their wmter quarters; who have not merely the 
three-o*-clock m the mommg courage, which Bonaparte 
thought was the rarest, but whose courage does not go 
to rest so early, who go to sleep only when the storm 
sleeps or the sinews of their iron steed are frozen. On 
this mommg of the Great Snow, perchance, which is 
still ragmg and c h i l li n g men’s blood, I hear thd mufiBed 
tone of their engme bell from out the fog bank of their 
dulled breath, which announces that the cars are com~ 
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ing, \vithout long delay, notwitlistandmg the veto of a 
New England northeast snowstorm, and I behold the 
ploughmen covered with snow and nme, their heads 
peermg above the mould-board which is turning down 
other than daisies and the nests of field mice, like 
boulders of the Sierra Nevada, that occupy an outside 
place m the imiverse. 

Conimerce is unexpectedly confident and serene, alert, 
adventurous, and unweaiied It is very natural m its 
methods withal, far more so than many fantastic enter- 
pnses and sentimental experiments, and hence its sin- 
gular success. I am refreshed and expanded when the 
freight tram rattles past me, and I smell the stores which 
go dispensmg their odors all the way from Long Wharf 
to Lake Champlam, remmdmg me of foreign parts, of 
coral reefs, and Indian oceans, and tropical chmes, and 
the extent of the globe I feel more hke a citizen of the 
world at the sight of the palm-leaf which wiU cover so 
many fiaxen New England heads the next summer, the 
Manila hemp and coconut husks, the old junk, gunny 
bags, scrap iron, and rusty nails This carload of tom 
sails is more legible and interesting now than if they 
should be wrought mto paper and printed books Who 
can write so graphically the history of the storms they 
have weathered as these rents have done? They are 
proofsheets which need no correction Here goes lumber 
from the Marne woods, which did not go out to sea m 
the last freshet, risen four dollars on the thousand be- 
cause of what did go out or was spht up, pine, spmce, 
cedar — ^first, second, third and fourth quahties, so lately 
all of one quahty, to wave over the bear, and moose, 
and canbou Next rolls Thomaston hme, a prime lot, 
which will get far among the hiUs before it gets slacked. 
These rags m bales, of all hues and quahties, the lowest 
condition to which cotton and Imen descend, the final 
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result of dress — of patterns which are now no longer 
cried up, unless it be in Milwaukee, as tliose splendid 
articles, English, French, or American prints, ginghams^ 
mushns, etc , gathered from all quarters both of fashion 
and poveity, going to become paper of one color or a 
few shades only, on which forsootli will be written tales 
of real hfe, Ingh and low, and founded on factl This 
closed car smells of salt fish, the strong New England 
and commercial scent, reminding me of tlie Grand 
Banks and the fisheries Who has not seen a salt fish, 
tlioroughly cured for this world, so that nodung can 
spoil it, and putting die perseverance of die saints to 
the blush? widi winch you may sweep or pave die 
streets, and spht your kindhngs, and the teamster shelter 
himself and his lading against sun, wind, and ram be- 
hind it — and die trader, as a Concord trader once did, 
hang it up by his door for a sign when he commences 
business, until at last his oldest customer cannot tell 
surely whedier it be ammal, vegetable, or mineral, and 
yet it shall be as pure as a snowflake, and if it be put 
into a pot and boiled, will come out an excellent dun 
fish for a Saturday’s dmner. Next Spanish hides, with 
the tails sbll preservmg dieir twist and the angle of 
elevation diey had when the oxen that wore diem were 
careermg over die pampas of the Spanish mam — a type 
of all obstmacy, and evincing how almost hopeless and 
incurable are all constitutional vices. I confess, that 
practically speaking, when I have learned a man’s real 
disposition, I have no hopes of changing it for the better 
or worse m this state of existence. As die Orientals say, 
“A cur’s tail may be warmed, and pressed, and bound 
round with hgatures, and after a twelve years’ labor 
bestowed upon it, still it will retain its natural form.” 
The only effectual cure for such inveteracies as diese 
tails exhibit is to make glue of diem, which I believe is 
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wHat is usually done with them, and then they will stay 
put and stick. Here is a hogshead of molasses or of 
brandy directed to John Smith, Cuttmgsville, Vermont,, 
some trader among the Green Mountams, who imports 
for the farmers near his clearing, and now perchance 
stands over his bulkhead and thinks of the last amvals 
on the coast, how they may affect the pnce for him, tell- 
ing his customers this moment, as he has told them, 
twenty times before this mommg, that he expects some 
by the next tram of prune quahty. It is advertised m the 
Cuttmgsville Tunes. 

While these thmgs go up, other things come down. 
Warned by the whizzing sound, I look up from my book 
and see some tall pine, hewn on far northern hills, 
which has wmged its way over the Green Mountams 
and the Cormecticut, shot like an arrow through the 
township within ten mmutes, and scarce another eye 
beholds it, gomg 

"to be the mast 
Of some great ammual” 

And harkl here comes the cattle-train bearing the cattle 
of a thousand hills, sheepcots, stables, and cowyards m 
the au, drovers with their sticks, and shepherd boys in 
the midst of then flocks, all but the mountam pastures, 
whuled along like leaves blown from the mountams by 
the September gales The au is filled with the bleatmg 
of calves and sheep, and the husthng of oxen, as if 
a pastoral valley were gomg by. When the old bell- 
wether at the head rattles his bell, the mountams do 
mdeed skip like rams and the httle hills hke lambs A 
carload of drovers, too, m the midst, on a level with 
then droves now, then vocation gone, but still clmgmg 
to their useless sticks as then badge of office But them 
dogs, where are they? It is a stampede to them, they 
are qmte thrown out, they have lost the scent. Methinks 
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I hear them barking behind the Peterboro’ Hills, or pant- 
ing up the western slope of the Green Mountams. They 
will not be m at the death. Their vocabon, too, is gone. 
Their fidelity and sagacity are below par now. They will 
shnk back to their kennels in disgrace, or perchance run 
wild and stnke a league with the wolf and the fox. So 
is your pastoral hfe whirled past and away. But the bell 
rings, and I must get off the back and let the cars go 
by— 

What’s the railroad to me? 

I never go to see 
Where it ends 
It fills a few hollows, 

And makes banks for the swallows. 

It sets the sand a-blowing. 

And the blackbemes a-growing, 

but I cross it hke a cart-path m the woods. I wiH not 
have my eyes put out and my ears spoiled by its smoke 
and steam and hissmg. 

Now that the cars are gone by and all the restless 
world with them, and the fishes in the pond no longer 
feel their rumblmg, I am more alone than ever. For the 
rest of the long afternoon, perhaps, my meditabons are 
interrupted only by the faint rattle of a carriage or team 
along the distant highway. 

Sometimes, on Sundays, I heard the bells, the Lin- 
coln, Acton, Bedford, or Concord bell, when the wmd 
was favorable, a famt, sweet, and, as it were, natural 
melody, worth imporbng into the wilderness At a sufB- 
cient distance over the woods this sound acquires a cer- 
tam vibratory hum, as if the pme needles m the horizon 
were the stnngs of a harp which it swept All sound 
heard at the greatest possible distance produces one 
and the same effect, a vibrabon of the umversal lyre, 
just as the mtervemng atmosphere makes a distant ndge 
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of earth interesting to our eyes by the azure tint it im- 
parts to it. There came to me in this case a melody 
which the air had strained, and which had conversed 
with every leaf and needle of the wood, that portion 
of the sound which the elements had taken up and 
modulated and echoed from vale to vale The echo is, 
to some extent, an ongmal sound, and therein is the 
magic and charm of it. It is not merely a repetition of 
what was worth repeating in the bell, but partly the 
voice of the wood, the same trivial words and notes 
sung by a wood-nymph. 

At evenmg, the distant lowing of some cow in the 
horizon beyond the woods sounded sweet and melodi- 
ous, and at first I would mistake it for the voices of 
certam minstrels by whom I was sometimes serenaded, 
who imght be straymg over hill and dale; but soon I 
was not unpleasantly disappomted when it was pro- 
longed mto the cheap and natural music of the cow. 
I do not mean to be satirical, but to express my ap- 
preciation of those youths’ smging, when I state that I 
perceived clearly that it was akm to the music of the 
cow, and they were at length one articulation of Nature. 

Regularly at half past seven, in one part of the sum- 
mer, after the evemng tram had gone by, the whippoor- 
wills chanted their vespers for half an hour, sitting on 
a stump by my door, or upon the ridgepole of the house. 
They would begm to smg almost with as much pre- 
cision as a clock, vathm five mmutes of a particular 
time, referred to the setting of the sun, every evemng. 
I had a rare opportumty to become acquamted with 
their habits. Sometimes I heard four or five at once m 
different parts of the wood, by accident one a bar be- 
hind another, and so near me that I distmgmshed not 
only the cluck after each note, but often tliat singular 
buzzing sound like a fly m a spider’s web, only pro- 
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portionally louder. Somefames one would circle tound 
and round me m the woods a few feet distant as if 
tethered by a string, when probably I was near its eggs. 
They sang at intervals throughout the night, and were 
again as musical as ever just before and about dawn. 

When other birds are still die screech owls take up 
the stram, hlce moummg women their ancient u-lu-lu. 
Their dismal scream is truly Ben Jonsonian. Wise mid- 
rught hagsl It is no honest and blunt tu-whit tu-who of 
the poets, but, without jesbng, a most solemn grave- 
yard ditty, die mutual consolations of suicide lovers xe- 
membermg the pangs and the delights of supernal love 
m the mfemal groves. Yet I love to hear their waihng, 
their doleful responses, tnlled along the woodside, re- 
mindmg me sometimes of music and smgmg birds, as 
if it were the dark and tearful side of music, the regrets 
and sighs that would fam be sung. They are the spints, 
the low spirits and melancholy forebodings, of fallen 
souls that once in human shape mght-walked the earth 
and did the deeds of darkness, now expiatmg their sins 
with their waihng hymns or threnodies m the scenery of 
their transgressions. They give me a new sense of the 
variety and capacity of that nature which is our common 
•dwelhng. Oh-o-o-o-o that I never had been hor-r-r-r-nl 
sighs one on this side of the pond, and circles with the 
lesdessness of despair to some new perch on the gray 
oaks Then — that I never had been bor-r-r-r-nl echoes 
another on the farther side with tremulous smcenty, 
and — bor-r-r-r-n! comes family from far in the Lmcoln 
woods. 

I was also serenaded by a hooting owl Near at hand 
you could fancy it the most melancholy sound in Na- 
ture, as if she meant by this to stereotype and make 
permanent m her choir the dymg moans of a human 
bemg, some poor weak rehc of mortahty who has left 
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Tiope behind, and howls like an animal, yet with human 
sobs, on entering the dark valley, made more awful by 
a certam gurghng melodiousness — 1 find myself begm- 
ning with the letters gl when I try to imitate it — ex- 
pressive of a mmd which has reached the gelatmous 
mildewy stage m the mortification of all healthy and 
•courageous thought. It remmded me of ghouls and 
idiots and msane howhngs. But now one answers from 
far woods in a stram made really melodious by distance, 
Hoo hoo hoo, hoorer hoo, and mdeed for the most part 
it suggested only pleasing associations, whether heard 
by day or mght, summer or winter. ^ 

I rejoice that there are owls. Let them do the idiotic 
and mamacal hootmg for men. It is a sound admirably 
auited to swamps and twihght woods which no day 
illustrates, suggestmg a vast and undeveloped nature 
which men have not recognized. They represent the 
stark twilight and unsatisfied thoughts which all have. 
All day the sun has shone on the surface of some savage 
swamp, where the smgle spruce stands hung with usnea 
hchens, and small hawks circulate above, and the chicka- 
dee hsps amid the evergreens, and the partridge and 
rabbit skulk beneath, but now a more dismal and fittmg 
day dawns, and a different race of creatures awakes to 
express tlie meaning of Nature there. 

Late in the evening I heard the distant rumbhng of 
wagons over bridges, a sound heard farther than al- 
most any other at mght, the baymg of dogs, and some- 
times again the lowmg of some disconsolate cow in a 
distant barnyard. In the meanwhile all the shore rang 
with tlie trump of bullfrogs, the sturdy spirits of ancient 
wine-bibbers and wassailers, still unrepentant, trying to 
smg a catch m their Stygian lake — ^if the Walden nymphs 
wJl pardon the comparison, for though there are al- 
most no weeds, there are frogs there — ^who would fain 
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keep up the hilarious rules of their old festal tables, 
though their voices have waxed hoarse and solemnly 
grave, mocbng at mu-th, and the wine has lost its flavor, 
and become only liquor to distend their paunches, and 
sweet intoxication never comes to drown the memory 
of the past, but mere saturation and waterloggedness 
and distenbon. The most aldermamc, with his chin 
upon a heartleaf, which serves for a napkin to his drool- 
ing chaps, under this northern shore quaffs a deep 
draught of the once scorned water, and passes round 
the cup with the ejaculation tr-r-r-oorik, tr-r-r-oonk, 
tr-r-r-oonk! and straightway comes over the water from 
some distant cove tlie same password repeated, where 
the next m seniority and girth has gulped down to his 
mark, and when this observance has made the circmt 
of the shores, then ejaculates the master of ceremonies, 
with satisfaction, tr-r-r-oonk! and each in his turn re- 
peats the same down to tlie least distended, leakiest, 
and flabbiest paunched, that tliere be no mistake; and 
then the bowl goes round again and again, until the 
sun disperses the morning mist, and only the patnarch 
is not under the pond, but vainly bellowing troonk from 
time to time, and pausing for a reply. 

I am not sure that I ever heard the sound of cock- 
crowing from my clearmg, and I thought that it might 
be worth the while to keep a cockerel for his music 
merely, as a singing bird. The note of this once wild 
Indian pheasant is certainly the most remarkable of any 
bird’s, and if they could be naturalized without bemg 
domesticated, it would soon become the most famous 
sound m our woods, surpassing the clangor of the goose 
and the hooting of the owl, and then imagine the cack- 
hng of the hens to fill the pauses when their lords’ 
clarions restedl No wondei that man added tins bird 
to his tame stock — to say nothmg of the eggs and drum- 
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sticks. To walk in a winter morning in a wood where 
these birds abounded, their native woods, and hear the 
wild cockerels crow on the trees, clear and shnll for 
miles over the resounding earth, drowmng the feebler 
notes of other birds — ^think of itl It would put nations 
on the alert. Who would not be early to rise, and nse 
earher and earher every successive day of his life, till 
he became unspeakably healthy, wealthy, and wise? 
This foreign bird s note is celebrated by the poets of aU 
countnes along with the notes of their native songsters. 
All chmates agree with brave Chanticleer. He is more 
indigenous even than the natives His health is ever 
good, his lungs are sound, his spmts never flag Even 
the sailor on the Atlantic and Pacific is awakened by 
his voice, but its shnll sound never roused me from my 
slumbers I kept neither dog, cat, cow, pig, nor hens, 
so that you would have said there was a deficiency of 
domestic sounds, neither the chum, nor the spinmng- 
wheel, nor even the smgmg of the kettle, nor the hissmg 
of the um, nor children crymg, to comfort one. An old- 
fashioned man would have lost his senses or died of 
ennm before this. Not even rats m the wall, for they 
were starved out, or rather were never baited in — only 
squirrels on the roof and under the floor, a whippoorwill 
on the ridgepole, a bluejay screammg beneath die win- 
dow, a hare or woodchuck under the house, a screech- 
owl or a cat-owl behind it, a flock of wild geese or a 
laughmg loon on the pond, and a fox to bark m the 
mght. Not even a lark'or an oriole, those mild planta- 
tion birds, ever visited my clearmg No cockerels to 
crow nor hens to cackle m the yard. No yardl but un- 
fenced Nature reachmg up to your very sills A young 
forest growmg up under your wmdows, and wild su- 
machs and blackberry vmes breakmg through mto your 
cellar, sturdy pitch-pmes rubbing and crealong against 
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the shingles for want of room, tlieir roots reaching quite 
under tlie house Instead of a scuttle or a bhnd blown 
off in the gale, a pine tree snapped off or tom up by the 
roots belnnd your house for fuel. Instead of no path to 
the front-yard gate in the Great Snow, no gate — ^no 
front yard — and no patli to tlie civihzed world. 


SOLITUDE 

This is a dehcious evemng, when die whole body 
is one sense, and imbibes dehght through every pore. 
I go and come with a strange hberty m Nature, a part 
of herself. As I walk along the stony shore of the pond 
in my shirt sleeves, diough it is cool as well as cloudy 
and windy, and I see nothing special to attract me, 
all the elements are unusually congenial to me. Tlie 
bullfrogs trump to usher m the mght, and the note of 
the whippoorivill is borne on die npphng wind from 
over the water. Sympathy with the fluttering alder and 
poplar leaves almost takes away my breadi, yet, like the 
lake, my seremty is rippled but not ruffled. These small 
waves raised by die evemng wmd are as remote from 
storm as the smooth reflectmg surface. Though it is now 
dark, the wmd still blows and roars m the wood, die 
waves stiU dash, and some creatures lull the rest with 
their notes. The repose is never complete. The wildest 
animals do not repose, but seek dieir prey now, the fox, 
and skunk, and rabbit, now roam the fields and woods 
without fear. They are Nature’s watchmen — link s which 
connect the days of animated life. 

When I return to my house I find that visitors have 
been there and left their cards, either a bunch of flow- 
ers, or a wreath of evergreen, or a name m pencil on 
a yellow walnut leaf or a chip. They who come rarely 
to the woods take some htde piece of the forest mto 
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their hands to play with by the way, which they leave, 
either intentionally or accidentally. One has peeled a 
willow wand, woven it mto a nng, and dropped it on 
my table. I could always tell if visitors had called in my 
absence, either by the bended twigs or grass, or the 
print of their shoes, and generally of what sex or age 
or quahty they were by some shght trace left, as a 
flower dropped, or a bunch of grass plucked and thrown 
away, even as far off as the railroad, half a mile distant, 
or by the hngenng odor of a cigar or pipe. Nay, I was 
frequently notified of the passage of a traveler along the 
highway sixty rods off by the scent of his pipe. 

There is commonly sufficient space about us. Our 
horizon is never quite at our elbows. The thick wood 
is not ]ust at our door, nor the pond, but somewhat is 
always clearing, famihar and worn by us, appropriated 
and fenced m some way, and reclaimed from Nature. 
For what reason have I this vast range and circmt, some 
square miles of unfrequented forest, for my privacy, 
abandoned to me by men? My nearest neighbor is a 
mile distant, and no house is visible from any place but 
the hilltops within half a mile of my own. I have my 
horizon bounded by woods all to myself, a distant view 
of the railroad where it touches the pond on the one 
hand, and of the fence which skirts the woodland road 
on the other. But for the most part it is as sohtary where 
I hve as on the prames. It is as much Asia or Affica as 
New England I have, as it were, my own sun and moon 
and stars, and a httle world aU to myself. At mght there 
was never a traveler passed my house, or knocked at 
my door, more than if I were the first or last man, unless 
It were m the sprmg, when at long mtervals some came 
from the village to fish for pouts — ^they plainly fished 
much more m the Walden Pond of then own natures, 
and baited then hooks with darkness — ^but they soon 
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retreated, usually with light baskets, and left “the world 
to darkness and to me,” and the black kernel of the night 
was never profaned by any human neighborhood. I be- 
hove that men are generally still a little afraid of the 
dark, though the witches are all hung, and Chnsfaanity 
and candles have been introduced 

Yet I experienced sometimes that the most sweet and 
tender, the most innocent and encouraging society may 
be found in any natural object, even for the poor mis- 
anthrope and most melancholy man. There can be no 
very black melancholy to him who hves in the rmdst 
of Nature and has his senses still. There was never yet 
such a storm but it was Aeohan music to a healthy and 
mnocent ear. Nothing can nghtly compel a simple and 
brave man to a vulgar sadness. While I enjoy the fnend- 
ship of the seasons I trust that nothing can make life a 
burden to me. The gentle ram which waters my beans 
and keeps me m the house today is not drear and mel- 
ancholy, but good for me too. Though it prevents my 
hoemg them, it is of far more worth than my hoeing. 
If it should contmue so long as to cause the seeds to 
rot m the ground and destroy the potatoes m the low- 
lands, it would still be good for the grass on the uplands, 
and, bemg good for the grass, it would be good for me. 
Sometimes, when I compare myself with other men, it 
seems as if I were more favored by the gods than they, 
beyond any deserts that I am conscious of, as if I had 
a warrant and surety at their hands which my fellows 
have not, and were especially guided and guarded I 
do not flatter myself, but if it be possible they flatter me. 
I have never felt lonesome, or m the least oppressed by 
a sense of sohtude, but once, and that was a few weefa 
after I came to the woods, when, for an hour, I doubted 
if the near neighborhood of man was not essential to a 
serene and healthy hfe. To be alone was somethmg un- 
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pleasant But I was at the same time conscious of a 
slight insanity m my mood, and seemed to foresee my 
recovery. In the nudst of a gentle rain while these 
thoughts prevailed, I was suddenly sensible of such 
sweet and beneficent society in Nature, m the very pat- 
termg of the drops, and in every sound and sight around 
my house, an infinite and unaccountable fnendhness all 
at once like an atmosphere sustaining me, as made the 
fancied advantages of human neighborhood insignifi- 
cant, and I have never thought of them smce Every 
httle pme needle expanded and swelled with sympathy 
and befriended me. I was so disbnctly made aware of 
the presence of somethmg kmdred to me, even in scenes 
which we are accustomed to call wild and dreary, and 
also that the nearest of blood to me and humanest was 
not a person nor a villager, that I thought no place could 
ever be strange to me again. 

“Mounung untimely consumes the sad, 

Few are their days m the land of the hvmg. 
Beautiful daughter of Toscar.” 

Some of my pleasantest hours were durmg the long 
ramstorms m the sprmg or fall, which confined me to 
the house for the afternoon as well as the forenoon, 
soothed by their ceaseless roar and peltmg, when an 
early twdight ushered m a long evening m which many 
thoughts had tune to take root and unfold themselves. 
In those drivmg northeast rains which tried the village 
houses so, when the maids stood ready with^ mop and 
pad in front entries to keep the deluge out, I sat behmd 
my door in my httle house, which was all entry, and 
thoroughly enjoyed its protecton. In one heavy thunder- 
shower the hghtning struck a large pitch pme across 
the pond, makmg a very conspicuous and perfectly 
regular spural groove from top to bottom, an mch or 
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more deep, and four or five inches wide, as you would, 
groove a walking-stick. I passed it agam the other day, 
and was struck with awe on looking up and beholdmg 
that mark,^ now more distinct than ever, where a terrific 
and resistless bolt came down out of the harmless sl^ 
eight years ago. Men frequently say to me, *‘1 should 
think you would feel lonesome down there, and want to 
be nearer to folks, ramy and snowy days and nights 
especially.” I am tempted to reply to such. This whole 
earth which we inhabit is but a point in space. How far 
apart, think you, dwell the two most distant inhabitants 
of yonder star, the breadth of whose disk cannot be ap- 
preciated by our instruments? Why should I feel lonely? 
IS not our planet m the Milky W^ay? This which you put 
seems to me not to be the most important question. 
What sort of space is that which separates a man from 
his fellows and makes him sohtary? I have found that 
no exertion of the legs can bring two minds much nearer 
to one another. What do we want most to dwell near 
to^ Not to many men surely, the depot, the post-ofBce, 
the barroom, the meetmg-house, the school-house, the 
grocery, Beacon HiU, or the Five Points, where men 
most congregate, but to the perenmal source of our hfe, 
whence m all our expenence we have found that to 
issue, as the wiUow stands near the water and sends out 
its roots in that direction. This wiU vary with different 
natures, but this is the place where a wise man will dig 
ins cellar ... I one evenmg overtook one of my towns- 
men, who has accumulated what is called “a handsome 
property” — though I never got a fair view of it — on 
the Walden road, dnvmg a pair of cattle to market, who 
inqmred of me how I could brmg my mmd to give up 
so many of the comforts of life. I answered that I was 
very sure I hked it passably well, I was not jokmg. And 
so I went home to my bed, and left htm to pick his way 
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througli the darkness and the mud to Brighton — or 
Bnghttown — which place he would reach some time 
in the morning. 

Any prospect o£ awakening or coming to life to a 
dead man makes mdifferent all times and places. The 
place where that may occur is always the same, and 
indescnbably pleasant to all our senses. For the most 
part we allow only outlying and transient circumstances 
to make our occasions. They are, m fact, the cause of 
our distraction. Nearest to aill things is that power which 
fashions their being. Next to us the grandest laws are 
continually being executed. Next to us is not the work- 
man whom we have hired, with whom we love so well 
to talk, but the workman whose work we are. 

“How vast and profound is the influence of the sub- 
tile powers of Heaven and of Earth! 

“We seek to perceive them, and we do not see them; 
we seek to hear them, and we do not hear them, identi- 
fied with the substance of thmgs, they cannot be sepa- 
rated from them. 

“They cause that in all the umverse men purify and 
sanctify then hearts, and clothe themselves m then hoh- 
day garments to offer sacrifices and oblations to their 
ancestors It is an ocean of subtile mtelhgences. They 
are everywhere, above us, on our left, on our right, they 
environ us on all sides.” 

We are the subjects of an ei^eriment which is not a 
httle interestmg to me. Can we not do without the 
society of our gossips a httle while under these cncum- 
stances, have our own thoughts to cheer us? Confucius 
says truly, ‘Virtue does not remam as an abandoned 
orphan, it must of necessity have neighbors.” 

With thinkmg we may be beside ourselves m a same 
sense. By a conscious effort of the mmd we can stand 
aloof from actions and their consecjuences, and all 
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things, good and bad, go by us hke a torrent. We are 
not wholly mvolved m Nature. I may be either the 
driftwood m die stream, or Indra in the loolong 
down on it. I may be affected by a theatrical exhibition; 
on the other hand, I may not be affected by an actual 
event which appears to concern me much more. I only 
know myself as a human entity, the scene, so to speak, 
of thoughts and affections, and am sensible of a certam 
doubleness by which I can stand as remote from myself 
as from another. However intense my expenence, I am 
conscious of the presence and criticism of a part of me, 
which, as it were, is not a part of me, but spectator, 
sharmg no expenence, but takmg note of it, and that 
is no more I dian it is you. When the play, it may be 
the tragedy, of life is over, the spectator goes his way. 
It was a kmd of fiction, a work of the imagination only, 
so far as he was concerned. This doubleness may easily 
make us poor neighbors and fnends sometimes. 

I find it wholesome to be alone the greater part of the 
time. To be in company, even with the best, is soon 
wearisome and dissipatmg. I love to be alone. I never 
found the compamon that was so compamonable as 
sohtude. We are for the most part more lonely when we 
go abroad among men than when we stay in our cham- 
bers. ,A man thinkmg or workmg is always alone, let 
him be where he will. Sohtude is not measured by the 
miles of space that intervene between a man and his 
fellows. The reaUy dihgent student in one of the crowded 
hives of Cambridge College is as sohtary as a dervish 
in the desert. The farmer can work alone in the field 
or the woods all day, hoemg or chopping, and not feel 
lonesome, because he is employed, but when he comes 
home at mght he cannot sit down in a room alone, at 
the mercy of his thoughts, but must be where-he can 
'see the folks,” and recreate, and as he thinks remuner- 



SOLITUDE 

ate, himself for his day’s sohtude; and hence he wc 
how the student can sit alone m the house all 
and most of the day without ennui and “the blues 
he does not reahze that the student, though i 
house, is still at work m hts field, and choppmg 
woods, as the farmer m his, and m turn seeks the 
recreation and society that the latter does, thoi 
may be a more condensed form of it. 

Society is commonly too cheap We meet at 
short intervals, not having had time to acquire an 
value for each other We meet at meals three ti 
day, and give each other a new taste of that old 
cheese that we are. We have had to agree on a c 
set of rules, called etiquette and pohteness, to mal 
frequent meeting tolerable and that we need not 
to open war. We meet at the post-ofBce, and { 
sociable, and about the fireside every mght; Wi 
thick and are in each other’s way, and stumble ov( 
‘•another, and I think that we thus lose some respe 
one another. Certamly less frequency would suflS 
all important and hearty commumcations. Considi 
girls m a factory — ^never alone, hardly m their di 
It would be better if there were but one mhabit; 
a square mile, as where I hve. The value of a n 
not m his skin, that we should touch him. 

I have heard of a man lost m the woods and 
of famme and exhaustion at the foot of a tree, ■' 
lonelmess was reheved by the grotesque visions 
which, owing to bodily weakness, his diseased im! 
%on surrounded him, and which he beheved to be 
So also, oiving to bodily and mental healtli and strc 
we may be continually cheered by a hke but mon 
.joial and natural society, and come to know that v 
never alone. 
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cially in tlie morning, when nobody calls. Let me sug- 
gest a few comparisons, tliat someone may convey an 
idea of my situation. I am no more lonely tlian the loon 
in the pond tliat laughs so loud, or tlian Walden Pond 
itself. What company has that lonely lake, I pray? And 
yet it has not the blue devils, but the blue angels m it, 
in tlie azure tmt of its waters. The sun is alone, e.x'cept 
in duck weatlier, when there somebmes appear to be 
two, but one is a mock sun God is alone — but the devil, 
he is far from being alone, he sees a gi eat deal of com- 
pany, he IS legion I am no more lonely than a single 
mullem or dandelion in a pasture, or a bean leaf, or 
sorrel, or a horsefly, or a humblebee. I am no more 
lonely than the Mill Brook, or a weathercock, or the 
North Star, or tlie south wind, or an April shower, or a 
January tliaw, or the first spider in a new house. 

I have occasional visits m tlie long wmter evenings, 
when die snow falls fast and the wind howls in the 
wood, from an old setder and original proprietor, who 
is reported to have dug Walden Pond, and stoned it, 
and fringed it wth pine woods, who tells me stories of 
old time and of new eternity, and between us we man- 
age to pass a cheerful evenmg widi social mirth and 
pleasant views of things, even wdiout apples or cider 
— a most wise and humorous friend, whom I love much, 
who keeps himself more secret than ever did Goffe or 
Whalley, and though he is thought to be dead, none 
can show where he is buried. Aa elderly dame, too, 
dwells m my neighborhood, invisible to most persons, 
in whose odorous herb garden I love to stroll sometimes, 
gathermg simples and hstemng to her fables, for she 
has a gemus of unequaled ferbhty, and her memory 
runs back farther than mythology, and she can tell me^ 
the original of every fable, and on what fact every one 
IS founded, for the incidents occurred when she was 
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young A ruddy and lusty old dame, who dehghts in 
all weathers and seasons, and is hkely to outhve all her 
children yet. 

The mdescribahle innocence and beneficence of Na- 
ture — of sun and wmd and ram, of summer and winter 
—such health, such cheer, they afEord foreverl and such 
sympathy have they ever with our race, that all Nature 
would be afFected, and the sun’s bnghtness fade, and 
the wmds would sigh humanely, and the clouds rain 
tears, and the woods shed their leaves and put on 
moummg m nudsummer, if any man should ever for 
a just cause gneve. Shall I not have mtelhgence with the 
earth? Am I not partly leaves and vegetable mould my- 
self? 

What is the pill which wiH keep us Veil, serene, con- 
tented? Not my or thy great-grandfather’s, but our great- 
grandmother Nature’s umversal, vegetable, botamc 
medicmes, by which she has kept herself young always, 
outhved so many old Parrs m her day, and fed her 
health with their decaying fatness. For my panacea, in- 
stead of one of those quack vials of a mixture dipped 
from Acheron and the Dead Sea, which come out of 
those long shallow black-schooner-lookmg wagons which 
we sometimes see made to carry bottles, let me have a 
draught of undiluted mommg air Mommg aul If men 
Will not dnnk of this at the fountainhead of the day, 
why, then, we must even bottle up some and sell it m 
the shops, for the benefit of those who have lost their 
subscription ticket to mommg time m this world. But 
remember, it will not keep qmte tiU noonday even in 
the coolest cellar, but drive out the stopples long ere 
that and foUow westward the steps of Aurora. I am no 
worshiper of Hygeia, who was the daughter of that old 
herb-doctor Aesculapius, and who is represented on 
monuments holdmg a serpent m one hand, and in die 
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other a cup out of which the serpent sometimes drinks; 
but rather of Hebe, cupbearer to Jupiter, who was the 
daughter of Juno and wild lettuce, and who had the 
power of restonng gods and men to the vigor of youth. 
She was probably tlie only thoroughly sound-condi- 
tioned, healthy, and robust young lady that ever walked 
the globe, and wherever she came it was sprmg. 

VISITORS 

I think that I love society as much as most, and am 
ready enough to fasten myself like a bloodsucker for the 
tune to any full-blooded man tliat comes m my way. I 
am naturally no hermit, but might possibly sit out the 
sturdiest frequenter of the barroom, if my busmess 
called me thither. 

I had three chairs in my house, one for solitude, two 
for friendship, three for society. When visitors came in 
larger and unexpected numbers there was but the third 
chair for them all, but they generally economized the 
room by standing up. It is surpnsing how many great 
men and women a small house will contain. I have had 
twenty-five or thirty souls, with their bodies, at once 
tmder my roof, and yet we often parted without being 
aware that we had come very near to one another. 
Many of our houses, both public and private, with their 
almost innumerable apartments, their huge halls and 
their cellars for the storage of wmes and other mumbons 
of peace, appear to me extravagantly large for their in- 
habitants. They are so vast and magnificent that the 
latter seem to be only vermin which infest them. I am 
surpnsed when the herald blows his summons before 
some Tremont or Astor or Middlesex House, to see come 
oreepmg out over the piazza for all inhabitants a ndicu- 
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lous mouse, which soon again shnks into some hole m 
the pavement 

One inconvemence I sometimes expenenced in so 
small a house, the difiBculty of gettmg to a sufficient 
distance from my guest when we began to utter the big 
thoughts m big words You want room for your thoughts 
to get mto sailmg tnm and run a course or two before 
they make their port. The bullet of your thought must 
have overcome its lateral and ricochet motion and fallen 
into its last and steady course before it reaches the ear 
of the hearer, else it may plough out agam through the 
side of his head Also, our sentences wanted room to 
unfold and form their columns m the mterval Indi- 
viduals, like nations, must have smtable broad and 
natural boundaries, even a considerable neutral ground, 
between them I have found it a singular luxury to talk 
across the pond to a compamon on the opposite side. 
In my house we were so near that we could not begin to 
hear — we could not speak low enough to be heard, as 
when you throw two stones into calm water so near 
that they break each other’s undulations. If we are 
merely loquacious and loud talkers, then we can afford 
to stand very near together, cheek by jowl, and feel 
each other’s breath, but if we speak reservedly and 
thouglitfully, we want to be farther apart, that all ani- 
mal heat and moisture may have a chance to evapo- 
rate If we would enjoy the most intimate society with 
that in each of us which is vnthout, or above, being 
spoken to, we must not only be silent, but commonly 
so far apart bodily that we cannot possibly hear each 
other’s voice m any case. Referred to this standard, 
speech is for the convenience of those who are hard of 
heanng, but there are many fine things which we can- 
not say if we have to shout. As the conversation be- 
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gan to assume a loftier and grander tone, we gradually 
shoved our chaus farther apart till tliey touched the 
wall m opposite corners, and then commonly there was 
not room enough. 

My “best” room, however, my withdrawmg room, 
always ready for company, on whose carpet the sun 
rarely fell, was the pme wood behmd my house. Thither 
in summer days, when distmguished guests came, I 
took them, and a priceless domestic swept the floor and 
dusted the furmture and kept the dungs in order. 

If one guest came he sometimes partook of my frugal 
meal, and it was no interruption to conversation to be 
stirrmg a hasty-pudding, or watching the rising and ma- 
turmg of a loaf of bread in the ashes, m the meanwhile. 
But if twenty came and sat in my house there was noth- 
ing said about dinner, though diere might be bread 
enough for two, more than if eating were a forsaken 
habit, but we natuially practiced abstmence, and this 
was never felt to be an offense agamst hospitahty, but 
the most proper and considerate course The waste and 
decay of physical hfe, which so often needs repair, 
seemed miraculously retarded m such a case, and the 
vital vigor stood its ground I could entertam thus a 
thousand as weU as twenty, and if any ever went away 
disappomted or hungry from my house when they found 
me at home, they may depend upon it that I sympa- 
thized with them at least. So easy is it, though many 
housekeepers doubt it, to estabhsh new and better cus- 
toms m the place of the old. You need not rest your 
reputation on the dinners you give For my own part, 
I was never so effectually deterred from frequenting a 
man’s house, by any land of Cerberus whatever, as by 
the parade one made about dining me, which I took to 
be a very pohte and roundabout hint never to trouble 
him so agam. I think I shall never revisit those scenes. 
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I should be proud to have for the motto of my cabm 
those hues of Spenser which one of my visitors inscribed 
on a yellow walnut leaf for a card: 

'‘Arrived there, the httle house they fill, 

Ne looke. for entertainment where none was; 

Rest IS their feast, and all things at their will 
The noblest mmd the best contentment has ” 

When Wmslow, afterward governor of the Plymouth 
Colony, went with a compamon on a visit of ceremony 
to Massasoit on foot through the woods, and arrived 
tired and himgry at his lodge, they were well received 
by the kmg, but nothmg was said about eatmg that day. 
When the mght arrived, to quote their own words, “He 
laid us on the bed with himself and his wife, they at 
the one end and we at the other, it bemg only plank, 
laid a foot from the groimd, and a thin mat upon them. 
Two more of his chief men, for want of room, pressed 
by and upon us, so that we were worse weary of our 
lodgmg than of our journey," At one o’clock the neict 
day Massasoit “brought two fishes that he had shot,” 
about thnce as big as a bream, “these bemg boiled, 
there were at least forty looked for a share m them. 
The most ate of them This meal only we had m two 
mghts and a day, and had not one of us bought a 
partridge, we had taken our ]oumey fastmg ” Fearmg 
that they would be hghtheaded for want of food and 
also sleep, owmg to “the savages’ barbarous smgmg 
(for they used to smg themselves asleep)” and that they 
might get home while they had strength to travel, they 
departed As for lodging, it is true they were but poorly 
entertamed, though what they found an inconvemence 
was no doubt mtended for an honor, but as far as eat- 
mg was concerned, I do not see how the Indians could 
have done better They had nothmg to eat themselves, 
and they were wiser than to think that apologies could 
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supply the place of food to their guests; so they drew 
their belts tighter and said nothing about it Another 
time when Winslow visited diem, it being a season of 
plenty with them, there was no deficiency in this re- 
spect 

As for men, they will hardly fail one anywhere. I 
had more visitors while I lived m the woods than at any 
other period of my life, I mean that I had some. I met 
several there under more favorable circumstances than 
I could anywhere else. But fewer came to see me on 
trivial busmess. In tins respect, my company was win- 
nowed by my mere distance from town. I had with- 
drawn so far withm the great ocean of sohtude, into 
which the rivers of society empty, that for the most 
part, so far as my needs were concerned, only the 
finest sediment was deposited around me. Besides, there 
were wafted to me evidences of unexplored and un- 
cultivated contments on tlie other side. 

Who should come to my lodge this morning but a 
true Homeric or Paphlagoman man — ^he had so suitable 
and poetic a name that I am sorry I cannot print it 
here — a Canadian, a woodchopper and postmaker, who 
can hole fifty posts in a day, who made Ins last supper 
on a woodchuck which his dog caught. He, too, has 
heard of Homer, and, “if it were not for books,” would 
“not know what to do rainy days,” though perhaps he 
has not read one wholly through for many rainy seasons. 
Some priest who could pronounce the Greek itself taught 
him to read his verse m die testament in his native 
parish far away, and now I must translate to him, while 
he holds the book, Achilles’ reproof to Patroclus for his 
sad countenance — '^Why are you in tears, Patroclus, 
like a young gulp” — 

“Or have you alone heard some news from Phtina? 

They say that Menoetius hves yet, son of Actor, 
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' And Peleus lives, son of Aeacus, among tiie Myrmidons, 
Either of whom havmg died, we should greatly gneve.” 

He says, 'TThat^s good.” He has a great bundle of white- 
oak bark under his arm for a sick man, gathered this 
Sunday mommg. “I suppose there’s no harm in going 
after such a thing today,” says he. To him Homer was 
a great writer, though what his writing was about he 
d'd not know. A more simple and natural man it would 
he hard to find. Vice and disease, which cast such 
a somber moral hue over the world, seemed to have 
hardly any existence for him. He was about twenty- 
eight years old, and had left Canada and his father’s 
house a dozen years before to work in the States, and 
earn money to buy a farm with at last, perhaps m his 
native country. He was cast in the coarsest mould, a 
stout but sluggish body, yet gracefully earned, with a 
thick sunburned neck, dark bushy hair, and dull sleepy 
blue eyes, which were occasionally ht up with expres- 
sion. He wore a flat gray cloth cap, a dmgy wool-colored 
greatcoat, and cowhide boots He was a great consumer 
of meat, usually carrying his dinner to his work a couple 
of miles past my house — ^for he chopped all summer — 
a tm pail, cold meats, often cold woodchucks, and cof- 
fee m a stone bottle which dangled by a strmg from his 
belt, and sometimes he offered me a dnnk. He came 
along early, crossmg my beanfield, though without anxi- 
ety or haste to get to his work, such as Yankees exhibit. 
He wasn’t a-gomg to hurt himself He didn’t care if he 
only earned his board. Frequently he would leave his 
dinner m the bushes, when his dog had caught a wood- 
chuck by the way, and go back a mile and a half to 
dress it and leave it in the cellar of the house where he 
boarded, after dehberating first for half an hour whether 
he could not sink it in the pond safely till mghtfall, 
lovmg to dwell long upon these themes. He would say, 
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as lie went by in die morning, *‘How thick the pigeons 
arel If working every day were not my trade, I could 
get all the meat I should want by hunting — pigeons, 
woodchucks, rabbits, partridges — by goshi I could get 
aU I should want for a week m one day ” 

He was a slaUful chopper, and indulged in some flour- 
ishes and ornaments m his art. He cut his trees level and 
close to the ground, that the sprouts which came up 
afterward might be more vigorous and a sled might 
shde over the stumps, and mstead of leavmg a whole 
tree to support his corded wood, he would pare it away 
to a slender stake or sphnter which you could break off 
with your hand at last. 

He mterested me because he was so quiet and solitary 
and so happy withal, a well of good humor and con- 
tentment wliich overflowed at his eyes. His mirth was 
without alloy. Sometimes I saw him at his work in the 
woods, felling trees, and he would greet me with a 
laugh of mexpressible satisfaction, and a salutation in 
Canadian French, though he spoke Enghsh as WeU. 
When I approached him he would suspend lus work, 
and with half-suppressed mirth he along the trunk of 
a pme which he had felled, and, peehng off the inner 
bark, roll it up mto a ball and chew it while he laughed 
and talked. Such an exuberance of animal spirits had 
he that he sometimes tumbled down and rolled on the 
ground with laughter at anything which made him 
think and tickled him. Lookmg round upon the trees he 
would exclaim, *‘By George! I can enjoy myself well 
enough here chopping, I want no better sport.” Some- 
times, when at leisure, he amused himself ^ day in the 
woods with a pocket pistol, firing salutes to himself at 
regular intervals as he walked. In the wmter he had 
a fire by which at noon he warmed his coffee m a kettle; 
and as he sat on a log to eat his dinner the chickadees 
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would sometimes come round and alight on his arm and 
peck at the potato in his fingers; and he said that he 
“liked to have the httle fellers about him.” 

In him the animal man chiefly was developed. In 
physical endurance and contentment he was cousm to 
the pme and the rock I asked him once if he was not 
sometimes tired at mght, after 'workmg all day, and he 
answered, with a smcere and serious look, “Gorrappit, 

I never was tired m my life ” But the intellectual and 
what is called spiritual man m him were slumbering as 
in an infant He had been mstructed only m that m- 
nocent and meffectual way m which the Cathohc pnests 
teach the abongmes, by which the pupil is never edu- 
cated to the degree of consciousness, but only to the de- 
gree of trust and reverence, and a child is not made a 
man, but kept a child. When Nature made him, she 
gave him a strong body and contentment for his portion, 
and propped him on every side with reverence and 
rehance, that he might hve out his threescore years and 
ten a child He was so genuine and unsophisticated that 
no mtroduction would serve to mtroduce him, more 
than if you mtroduced a woodchuck to your neighbor. 
He had got to find him out as you did. He would not 
play any part Men paid him wages for work, and so 
helped to feed and clothe him , but he never exchanged 
opimons with them He was so simply and naturally 
humble — if he can be called humble who never aspires 
— ^that humihty was no distinct quahty in him, nor could 
he conceive of it. Wiser men were demigods to him. If 
you told him that such a one was coming, he did as 
if he thought that anythmg so grand would expect noth- 
ing of hn^elf, but take all the responsibihty on itself, 
and let him be forgotten stiU. He never heard the sound 
of praise. He particularly reverenced the writer and the 
preacher. Then performances were miracles. When I 
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told him that I wrote considerably, he thought for a 
long tune that it was merely the handwnbng which I 
meant, for he could wnte a remarkably good hand hun- 
seH. I sometimes found the name of his native pansh 
handsomely written m the snow by the highway, with 
the proper French accent, and knew tliat he had passed. 
I asked him if he ever wished to wnte his tlioughts. He 
said that he had read and wntten letters for those who 
could not, but he never tried to write thoughts — ^no, 
he could not, he could not teU what to put first, it would 
kill hun, and then theie was spelhng to be attended to 
at the same bmel 

I heard that a distmguished wise man and reformer 
asked him if he did not want the world to be changed; 
but he answered with a chuckle of surprise in his Cana- 
dian accent, not knowmg that the question had ever 
been entertamed before, “No, I hke it well enough.” 
It would have suggested many things to a philosopher 
to have deahngs with him. To a stranger he appeared 
to know nothing of things m general, yet I sometimes 
saw in him a man whom I had not seen before, and I 
did not know whetlier he was as wise as Shakespeare or 
as simply ignorant as a child, whether to suspect him 
of a fine poetic consciousness or of stupidity. A towns- 
man told me that when he met him sauntenng through 
the village m his small close-fitting cap, and whisthng 
to himself, he remmded him of a prmce m disguise. 

His only books were an almanac and an antlimetic,' 
in which last he was considerably expert The former 
was a sort of cyclopedia to him, which he supposed to 
contam an abstract of human knowledge, as indeed it 
does to a considerable extent I loved to sound him on 
the various reforms of the day, and he never failed to 
look at them m the most simple and practical hght He 
had never heard of such thmgs before. Could he do 
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without factories? I asked. He had worn the homemade 
Vermont gray, he said, and that was good. Could he 
dispense with tea and coffee? Did this country afford 
any beverage beside water? He had soaked hemlock 
leaves in water and drank it, and thought that was 
better than water in warm weather. When I asked him 
if he could do without money, he showed the conven- 
ience of money in such a way as to suggest and comcide 
with the most philosophical accounts of the ongm of 
this institution, and the very derivation of the word 
pecunia If an ox were his property, and he wished 
to get needles and thread at the store, he thought it 
would be inconvement and impossible soon to go on 
mortgaging some portion of the creature each time to 
that amount He could defend many mstitutions better 
than any philosopher, because, m descnbmg them as 
they concerned him, he gave the true reason for their 
prevalence, and speculation had not suggested to him 
any other. At another time, hearing Plato’s definition 
of a man — a biped without feathers — and that one ex- 
hibited a cock plucked and called it Plato’s man, he 
thought it an important difference that the knees bent 
the wrong way. He would sometimes exclaim, “How I 
love to talkl By George, I could talk all dayl” I asked 
him once, when I had not seen him for many months, 
if he had got a new idea this summer. “Good Lord, 
said he, “a man that has to work as I do, if he does not 
forget the ideas he has had, he wdl do well. Maybe 
the man you hoe with is inchned to race, then, by 
gorry, your mmd must be there; you think of weeds. 
He would sometimes ask me first on such occasions, if 
I had made any improvement. One wmter day I asked 
him if he was always satisfied with himself, wishing to 
suggest a substitute within him for the pnest without, 
and some higher motive for livmg. “Satisfiedl” said he; 
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“'some men are sabsfied with one thing, and some with 
another. One man, perhaps, if he has got enough, will 
be satisfied to sit all day with his back to the fire and 
his belly to the table, by George!” Yet I never, by any 
maneuvering, could get him to take the spmtual view of 
thmgs, the highest that he appeared to conceive of was 
a simple expediency, such as you might expect an am- 
mal to appreciate, and this, practically, is true of most 
men. If I suggested any improvement in his mode of 
life, he merely answered, wathout expressing any regret, 
that it was too late. Yet he tliorouglily beheved in 
honesty and the hke virtues. 

There was a certain positive ongmahty, however 
shght, to be detected in him, and I occasionally ob- 
served that he was tliinking for himself and expressmg 
his own opmion, a phenomenon so rare that I would 
any day walk ten miles to observe it, and it amounted 
to the re-ongmation of many of the mstitutions of soci- 
ety. Though he hesitated, and perhaps failed to express 
himself distinctly, he always had a presentable thought 
behmd. Yet his thinking was so primitive and immersed 
m his animal hfe, that, though more promismg than a 
merely learned man’s, it rarely ripened to anythmg 
which can be reported He suggested that there might 
be men of gemus m the lowest grades of life, however 
permanently humble and ilhterate, who take their own 
■view always, or do not pretend to see at all, who are as 
bottomless even as W^den Pond was thought to be, 
though they may be dark and muddy. 

Many a traveler came out of his way to see me and 
the inside of my house, and, as an excuse for calhng, 
asked for a glass of water. I told them that I drank at 
the pond, and pomted thither, offenng to lend them a 
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dipper. Far off as I lived, I was not exempted from that 
annual visitation which occurs, methinks, about the first 
of Apnl, when everybody is on the move, and I had my 
share of good luck, though there were some curious 
specimens among my visitors. Half-witted men from the 
almshouse and elsewhere came to see me; but I en- 
deavored to make them exercise all the wit they had, 
and make their confessions to me, m such cases makmg 
wit the theme of our conversation, and so was com- 
pensated. Indeed, I found some of them to be wiser 
than the so-called overseets of the poor and selectmen 
of the town, and thought it was time that the tables 
were turned With respect to wit, I learned that there 
was not much difference between the half and the 
whole. One day, m particular, an moffensive, sunple- 
mmded pauper, whom with others I had often seen 
used as fencmg stuff, standmg or sittmg on a bushel 
in the fields to keep cattle and himself from straying, 
visited me, and expressed a wish to hve as I did. He 
told me, with the utmost simphcity and truth, qmte 
superior, or rather inferior, to anythmg that is called 
humihty, that he was “deficient m mteUect ” These were 
his words. The Lord had made him so, yet he supposed 
the Lord cared as much for him as for another. I have 
always been so,” said he, “from my childhood, I never 
had much mmd; I was not like other children; I am 
weak m the head. It was the Lord’s will, I suppose. 
And there he was to prove the truth of his words. He 
was a metaphysical puzzle to me. I have rarely met a 
fellow-man on such promismg ground — ^it was so simple 
and sincere and so true, aU that he said And, true 
enough, in proportion as he appeared to humble himself 
was he exalted. I did not know at first but it was the 
lesult of a wise pohcy. It seemed that from such a basis 
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of tmtib and frankness as the poor weakheaded pauper 
had laid, our intercourse might go forward to somethmg 
better than the mtercourse of sages. 

I had some guests from those not reckoned commonly 
among the town’s poor, but who should be, who are 
among the world’s poor, at any rate, guests who appeal, 
not to your hospitahty, but to your hcspitalality, who 
earnestly wish to be helped, and preface their appeal 
with the information that they are resolved, for one 
thmg, never to help themselves. I require of a visitor 
that he be not actually starvmg, though he may have 
the very best appetite m the world, however he got it. 
Objects of chanty are not guests. Men who did not 
know when their visit had tenmnated, though I went 
about my busmess agam, answermg them from greater 
and greater remoteness Men of almost every degree of 
■wit called on me in the migratmg season. Some who 
had more wits than they knew what to do "with, run- 
away slaves with plantation manners, who hstened from 
time to tune, like the fox m the fable, as if they heard 
the hounds a-baymg on their track, and looked at me 
beseechmgly, as much as to say, 

“O Christian, will you send me back?” 

One real runaway slave, among the rest, whom I helped 
to forward toward the North Star. Men of one idea, like 
a hen "with one chicken, and that a ducklmg, men of a 
thousand ideas, and unkempt heads, like those hens, 
which are made to take charge of a hundred chickens, 
all m pursmt of one bug, a score of them lost m every 
mormng’s dew — and become frizzled and mangy in 
consequence — ^men of ideas instead of legs, a sort of 
mtellectual centipede that made you crawl all over. One 
man proposed a book m which "visitors should wnte 
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their names, as at the White Mountains, but, alas! I 
have too good a memory to make that necessary 

I could not but notice some of the pecuhanties of my 
visitors. Girls and boys and young women generally 
seemed glad to be in the woods They looked m the 
pond and at the flowers, and improved their time Men 
of busmess, even farmers, thought only of sohtude and 
employment, and of the great distance at which I dwelt 
from something or other, and though they said that 
they loved a ramble m the woods occasionally, it was 
obvious that they did not Restless committed men, 
whose time was all taken up m gettmg a hving or keep- 
ing it, mmisters who spoke of God as if they enjoyed a 
monopoly of the subject, who could not bear all lands 
, of opinions, doctors, lawyers, uneasy housekeepers who 
pned mto my cupboard and bed when I was out — ^how 

came Mrs to know that my sheets were not as 

clean as hers? — young men who had ceased to be 
young, and had concluded that it was safest to follow 
the beaten track of the professions — all these generally 
said that it was not possible to do so much good in 
my position. Ay! there was the rub. The old and infirm 
and the timid, of whatever age or sex, thought most of 
sickness, and sudden abcident and death, to them hfe 
seemed full of danger — ^what danger is there if you 
dont think of any? — and they thought that a prudent 
man would carefully select the safest position, where 
Dr. B. imght be on hand at a moment's warmng To 
them the village was hterally a com-munity, a league 
for mutual defense, and you would suppose that they 
would not go a-huckleberrymg without a medicme 
chest. The amount of it is, if a man is ahve, there is 
always danger that he may die, though the danger must 
be allowed to be less m proportion as he is dead-and- 
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alive to begin with. A man sits as many nsks as he runs. 
Finally, there were tlie self-styled reformers, the great- 
est bores of all, who thought lhat I was forever smging. 

This IS the house that I built; 

This IS the man that hves m the house that I built; 

but they did not know that the third hne was. 

These are the folks that worry the man 

That hves m the house that I built. 

I did not fear the hen-harriers, for I kept no chickens; 
but I feared the men-hamers rather. 

I had more cheering visitors tlian the last. Children 
come a-berrying, railroad men taking a Sunday morn- 
ing walk m clean shirts, fishermen and hunters, poets 
and philosophers, in short, all honest pilgrims, who 
came out to the woods for freedom’s sake, and really 
left the village behind, I was ready to greet with, “Wel- 
come, EnghshmenI Welcome, Enghslraenl” for I had 
had commumcation with that race. 

THE BEAN FIELD 

Meanwhile my beans, the length of whose rows, 
added together, was seven miles already planted, were 
impatient to be hoed, for the earhest had grovra con- 
siderably before the latest were m the ground, mdeed 
they were not easily to be put off. What was the mean- 
mg of this so steady and self-respectmg, this small Her- 
culean labor, I knew not. I came to love my rows, my 
beans, though so many more than I wanted. They at- 
tached me to the earth, and so I got strength hke 
Antaeus. But why should I raise them? Only Heaven 
knows. This was my curious labor all summer — to make 
this portion of the earth’s surface, which had yielded 
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only cinquefoil, blackberries, johnswor^ and the hke, 
before, sweet wild fruits and pleasant flowers, produce 
instead this pulse. What shafl I learn of be^s or beans 
of me? I cherish them, I hoe them, early and late I have 
an eye to them, and tins is my day’s work It is a fane 
broad leaf to look on. My auxihanes are the dews an 
rams which water this dry soil, and what fertihty ^ m 
the soil itself, which for the most part is lean and ettete. 
My enemies are worms, cool days, and most of a woo 
chucks. The last have mbbled for me a quarter of an 
acre clean. But what right had I to oust johi^wort and 
the rest, and break up their ancient herb gar en oo , 
however, the remaining beans will be too tough tor 
them, and go forward to meet new foes. 

When I was four years old, as I well remember, I was 
brought from Boston to this my native to^, through 
these very woods and this field, to the pond. It is one o 
the oldest scenes stamped on my memory. now 
tonight my flute has waked the echoes over that very 
water. The pmes still stand here older than I, or, if some 
have fallen, I have cooked my supper with their stumps, 
and a new growth is nsmg all around, preparmg ano ^ 
aspect for new infant eyes. Almost the same ]0 nswo 
sprmgs from the same perenmal root m this pash^, an 
even I have at length helped to clothe that fa u o^ 
landscape of my infant dreams, and one of the re 
of my presence and influence is seen in these ean 
leaves, com blades, and potato vmes 

I planted about two acres and a half of uplan , an 
as it was only about fifteen years since the Ian 
cleared, and I myself had got out two or t^ee cords o 
stumps, I did not give it any manure, but in the 
of the summer it appeared by the arrowheads whic 
turned up m hoeing, that an extmct nation had anciently 
dwelt here and planted com and beans ere white men. 
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came to clear the land, and so, to some extent, had ex- 
hausted the soil for this very crop. 

Before yet any woodchuck or squirrel had run across 
the road, or the sun had got above the shrub-oaks, while 
all the dew was on, tliough the farmers warned me 
against it — I would advise you to do all your work if 
possible while the dew is on — I began to level the ranks 
of haughty weeds in my bean held and throw dust upon 
their heads Early in the morning I worked barefooted, 
dabbhng hke a plastic arbst in the dewy and crumbling 
sand, but later in tlie day the sun blistered my feet 
There the sun hghted me to hoe beans, pacmg slowly 
backward and forward over that yellow gravelly upland, 
between the long green rows, hfteen rods, the one end 
termmatmg in a shrub oak copse where I could rest in 
the shade, the other m a blackberry held where the 
green berries deepened their tints by tlie time I had 
made another bout. Removmg the weeds, puttmg fresh 
soil about the bean stems, and encouraging this weed 
which I had sown, making the yellow soil express its 
summer thought m bean leaves and blossoms rather 
than m wormwood and piper and millet grass, making 
the earth say beans instead of grass — this was my daily 
work. As I had httle aid from horses or cattle, or hired 
men or boys, or improved implements of husbandry, I 
was much slower, and became much more mbmate with 
my beans than usual. But labor of the hands, even when 
pursued to tiie verge of drudgery, is perhaps never the 
worst form of idleness. It has a constant and impensh- 
able moral, and to the scholar it yields a classic result. 
A very agricola lahoriosus was I to travelers bound west- 
ward through Lmcoln and Wayland to nobody knows 
where; they sittmg at their ease m gigs, with elbows on 
knees, and rems loosely hangmg in festoons, I the home- 
staying, labonous native of the soil. But soon my home- 
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stead was out o£ their sight and thought It was the only 
open and cultivated field for a great distance on either 
side of the road, so they made the most of it, and some- 
times the man m the field heard more of travelers gos- 
sip and comment than was meant for his ear Beans 
so late! peas so late!” — for I contmued to plant when 
others had begun to hoe — ^the mimstenal husbandman 
had not suspected it “Com, my boy, for fodder, com 
for fodder ” “Does he live there?” asks the black bonnet 
of the gray coat, and the hard-featured farmer reins up 
his grateful dobbm to mquire what you are domg where 
he sees no manure m the furrow, and recommends a 
httle chip dirt, or any httle waste stuff, or it may be 
ashes or plaster. But here were two acres and a half of 
furrows, and only a hoe for cart and two hands to draw 
it — ^there bemg an aversion to other carts and horses-— 
and chip dirt far away. Fellow-travelers as they rattled 
by compared it aloud with the fields which they had 
passed, so that I came to know how I stood in the agri- 
cultural world This was one field not m Mr Colemans 
report And, by the way, who estimates the value of the 
crop which Nature yields m the still wilder fields unim- 
proved by man? The crop of English hay is carefully 
weighed, the moisture calculated, the sihcates and the 
potash, but m all dells and pond holes m the woods and 
pastures and swamps grows a rich and various crop only 
unreaped by man. Mme was, as it were, the connectmg 
link between wild and cultivated fields, as some states 
are civihzed, and others half-civihzed, and others savage 
or barbarous, so my field was, though not m a bad sense, 
a half-cultivated field. They were beans cheerfully re- 
tummg to then wild and primitive state that I culti- 
vated, and my hoe played the Ranz des Vaches for 
them. 

Near at hand, upon the topmost spray of a birch. 
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sings the brown-thrasher — or red mavis, as some love to 
call him — all the mormng, glad of your society, that 
would find out anotlier farmer’s field if yours were not 
liere. While you are plantmg the seed, he cries, ^^Drop if^ 
drop It — cover it up, cover it up — ^pull it up, pull it up, 
pull it up.” But this was not com, and so it was safe 
from such enemies as he. You may wonder what his 
rigmarole, his amateur Paganini performances on one 
string or on twenty, have to do with your plantmg, and 
yet prefer it to leached ashes or plaster It was a cheap 
sort of top dressing in which I had entire faith. 

As I drew a shll fresher soil about the rows ^vith my 
hoe, I disturbed the ashes of imchromcled nations who 
in primeval years hved under these heavens, and their 
small implements of war and huntmg were brought to 
the hght of this modem day. They lay mmgled with 
other natural stones, some of which bore the marks of 
having been burned by Indian fires, and some by the 
sun, and also bits of pottery and glass brought iuther 
by the recent cultivators of the soil. When my hoe 
tmkled against the stones, that music echoed to the 
woods and the sky, and was an accompaniment to my 
labor which yielded an instant and immeasurable crop. 
It was no longer beans that I hoed, nor I that hoed 
beans, and I remembered with as much pity as pride, if 
I remembered at all, my acquamtances who had gone to 
the city to attend the oratorios The night-hawk circled 
overhead in the sunny afternoon — ^for I sometimes made 
a day of it — hke a mote in the eye, or in heaven’s eye, 
fallmg from tune to time with a swoop and a sound as 
if the heavens were rent, tom at last to very rags and 
tatters, and yet a seamless cope remamed, small imps 
that fill the air and lay their eggs on the ground on bare 
sand or rocks on the tops of hills, where few have found 
them, graceful and slender hke ripples caught up from 
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the pond, as leaves are raised by tbe wind to float in the 
beavens, such kmdredslnp is in Nature The hawk is 
aenal brother of the wave which he sails over and sur- 
veys, those his perfect air-inflated wings answering to 
the elemental unfledged pinions of the sea. Or some- 
times I watched a pair of hen-hawks circhng high m the 
sl^, alternately soarmg and descendmg, approachmg 
and leaving one another, as if they were the embodi- 
ment of my own thoughts. Or I was attracted by the 
passage of wild pigeons from this wood to that, with a 
shght quivering winn owing sound and earner haste, or 
from under a rotten stump my hoe turned up a sluggish, 
portentous, and outlandish spotted salamander, a trace 
of Egypt and the Nile, yet our contemporary. When I 
paused to lean on my hoe, these sounds and sights I 
heard and saw anywhere m the row, a part of the mex- 
haustible entertainment which the country offers. 

On gala days the town fires its great guns, which 
echo like popguns to these woods, and some waifs of 
martial music occasionally penetrate thus far. To me, 
away there in my bean field at the other end of the 
town, the big guns sounded as if a puff ball had burst, 
and when there was a nuhtary turnout of which I was 
ignorant, I have sometimes had a vague sense all the 
day of some sort of itchmg and disease in the horizon, 
as if some eruption would break out there soon, either 
scarlatma or canker-rash, until at length some more 
favorable puff of wmd, makmg haste over the fields and 
up the Wayland road, brought me information of the 
“tramers.” It seemed by the distant hutn as if somebody's 
bees had swarmed, and that the neighbors, accordmg to 
"Vugil's advice, by a famt tintinnahulum upon the most 
sonorous of then domestic utensils, were endeavormg 
to call them down mto the hive agam. And when the 
sound died qmte away, and the hum had ceased, and 
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the most favorable breezes told no tale, I knew that they 
had got the last drone of them all safely into the Middle- 
sex hive, and that now their minds were bent on the 
honey with which it was smeared 

I felt proud to know that the hberties of Massachu- 
setts and of our fatherland were in such safe keeping,' 
and as I turned to my hoeing again I was filled with an 
inexpressible confidence, and pursued my labor cheer- 
fully with a calm trust m the future. 

When there were several bands of musicians, it 
sounded as if all the village was a vast bellows, and all 
the bmldmgs expanded and collapsed alternately with 
a dm But sometimes it was a really noble and mspirmg 
strain that reached these woods, and the trumpet that 
smgs of fame, and I felt as if I could spit a Mexican with 
a good rehsh — ^for why should we always stand for 
trifles? — and looked ruund for a woodchuck or a skunk 
to exercise my chivalry upon. These martial strains 
seemed as far away as Palestme, and rermnded me of a 
march of crusaders m the horizon, with a shght tantivy 
and tremulous motion of the elm-tree tops which over- 
hang the village. This was one of the great days, though 
the sl^ had from my clearmg only the same everlast- 
great look that it wears daily, and I saw no differ- 
ence m It. 

It was a singular experience that long acquaintance 
which I cultivated with beans, what with planting, and 
hoemg, and harvesting, and threshing, and pickmg over 
and sellmg them — ^the last was the hardest of all — 
might add eating, for I did taste. I was determmed to 
know beans When they were growmg, I used to hoe 
from five o’clock in the mormng till noon, and com- 
monly spent the rest of the day about other ^airs. Con- 
sider the intimate and cunous acquaintance one makes 
with various kinds of weeds — it will bear some iteration 
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m the account, for there was no httle iteration in the 
labor — disturbing their dehcate organizations so ruth- 
lessly, and making such invidious distmctions with his 
hoe, levehng whole ranks of one species, and sedulously 
cultivating another. That’s Roman wormwood, that’s 
pigweed, that’s sorrel, that’s piper-grass — ^have at him, 
chop him up, turn his roots upward to the sun, don’t 
let him have a fiber in the shade, if you do he’ll turn 
himself t’other side up and be as green as a leek m two 
days A long war, not with cranes, but with weeds, those 
Trojans who had sun and ram and dews on their side. 
Daily the beans saw me come to iheir rescue armed with 
a hoe, and thm the ranks of their enemies, filhng up the 
trenches with weedy dead Many a lusty crest-waving 
Hector, that towered a whole foot above his crowding 
comrades, fell before my weapon and rolled m the dust. 

Those summer days which some of my contempo- 
ranes devoted to the fine arts m Boston or Rome, and 
others to contemplation m India, and others to trade m 
London or New York, I thus, with the other farmers of 
New England, devoted to husbandry Not that I wanted 
beans to eat, for I am by nature a Pythagorean, so far 
as beans are concerned, whether they mean porridge or 
voting, and exchanged them for nee, but, perchance, as 
some must work in fields if only for the sake of tropes 
and expression, to serve a parable-maker one day It 
was on the whole a rare amusement, which, continued 
too long, might have become a dissipation. Though I 
gave them no manure, and did not hoe them all once, 
I hoed them unusually well as far as I went, and was 
paid for it m the end, ‘‘there bemg in truth,” as Evelyn 
says, ‘no compost or lactation whatsoever comparable 
to this continual motion, repastination, and turning of 
the mould with the spade.” “The earth,” he adds else- 
where, “especially if fresh, has a certam magnetism m 
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it, by wbicb it attracts the salt, power, or virtoe (call it 
either) which gives it life, and is the logic of aU the 
labor and stir we keep about it, to sustain us; aU dung- 
ings and other sordid temperings being but the vicars’ 
succedaneous to this improvement ” Moreover, this be- 
ing one of those “worn-out and exhausted lay fields 
which enjoy their sabbath,” had perchance, as Sir Ken- 
elm Digby thinks likely, attracted “vital spirits” from the 
air. I harvested twelve bushels of beans. 

But to be more particular, for it is complained that 
Mr Coleman has reported chiefly the expensive experi- 
ments of gentlemen farmers, my outgoes were — 


For a hoe ........ $0 54 

Plougliing, harrowing, and furrowing . 7 50 Too much.- 

Beans for seed 3 12^ 

Potatoes “ 1 33 

Peas 0 40 

Turnip seed 0 06 ' 

White fine for crow fence .... 0 02 

Horse cultivator and boy three hours . 1 00 

Horse and cart to get crop .... 0 75 


In all $14 72J^ 


My income was (patrem familias vendacem, non 
emacem esse oportet) from 


Nine bushels and twelve quarts of beans sold . $16 94 

Five “ large potatoes 2 50 

Nine “ small 2 25 

Grass 1 00 

Stalks 0 75 


Inall $23 44 

Leavmg a pecumary profit, as I have elsewhere 

said, of $ S7Va- 

This is the result of my expenence in raismg beans. 
Plant the common small white bush bean about the first 
of June, m rows three feet by eighteen mches apart, 
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being careful to select fresh round and mmuxed seed. 
First look out for worms, and supply vacancies by plant- 
ing anew. Then look out for woodchucks, if it is an ex- 
posed place, for they vwll mbble oflE the earhest tender 
leaves almost clean as they go, and again, when the 
young tendrils make their appearance, they have notice 
of it, and wiU shear them off with both buds and young 
pods, sittmg erect like a squirrel. But above all harvest 
as early as possible, if you would escape frosts and have 
a fair and salable crop, you may save much loss by this 
means. 

This further experience also I gamed. I said to myself, 
I will not plant beans and com with so much mdustry 
another summer, but such seeds, if the seed is not lost, 
as sincerity, truth, simphcity, faith, innocence, and the 
like, and see if they ivill not grow m this soil, even with 
less toil and manurance, and sustain me, for surely it has 
not been exhausted for these crops. Alasl I said this to 
myself, but now another summer is gone, and another, 
and another, and I am obhged to say to you, Reader, 
that the seeds which I planted, if mdeed they were the 
seeds of those virtues, were wormeaten or had lost their 
vitahty, and so did not come up. Commonly men wdl 
only be brave as their fathers were brave, or tumd This 
generation is very sure to plant com and beans each 
new year precisely as the Indians did centuries ago and 
taught the first settlers to do, as if there were a fate m it. 
I saw an old man the other day, to my astonishment, 
makmg the holes with a hoe for the seventieth tim e at 
least, and not for himself to he down ml But why should 
not the New Englander try new adventures, and not lay 
so much stress on his gram, his potato and grass crop, 
and his orchards — praise other crops than these? Why 
concern ourselves so much about our beans for seed, 
and not be concerned at all about a new generation of 
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men? We should really be fed and cheered if when we 
met a man we were sure to see that some of the quahbes 
which I have named, which we aU pnze more than 
those other productions, but which are for the most part 
broadcast and floabng in the air, had taken root and 
grown in him. Here comes such a subtile and ineffa- 
ble quahty, for instance, as truth or justice, though the 
slightest amount or new variety of it, along tlie road. 
Our ambassadors should be instructed to send home such 
seeds as tliese, and Congress help to distnbute them 
o\er all the land We should never stand upon cere- 
mony vath sincerity. We should never cheat and insult 
and bamsh one anodier by our meanness, if there were 
present the kernel of worth and fnendliness. We should 
not meet tlius m haste. Most men I do not meet at all, 
for they seem not to have time, tliey are busy about tlieir 
beans We would not deal with a man thus plodding 
ever, leaning on a hoe or a spade as a staff between his 
work, not as a mushroom, but partially risen out of the 
earth, sometliing more tlian erect, hke swallows ahghted 
and walking on the ground: 

“And as he spake, his wings would now and then 
Spread, as he meant to fly, tlien close again — 

so that we should suspect that we might be conversing 
With an angel. Bread may not always nourish us, but it 
always does us good, it even takes stiffness out of our 
joints, and makes us supple and buoyant, when we knew 
not what ailed us, to recogmze any generosity m man or 
Nature, to share any unmixed and heroic joy. 

Ancient poetry and mydiology suggest, at least, that 
husbandry was once a sacred art, but it is pursued with 
irreverent haste and heedlessness by us, our object be- 
ing to have large farms and large crops merely. We have 
no festival, nor procession, nor ceremony, not except- 
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ing our catde-shows and so called Thanksgiving, by 
which the farmer expresses a sense of the sacredness of 
his calhng, or is reminded of its sacred ongm. It is the 
premium and the feast which tempt him. He sacnfices 
not to Ceres and the Terrestnal Jove, but to the infernal 
Plutus rather. By avarice and selfishness, and a grovel- 
ing habit, from which none of us is free, of regarding 
the sod as property, or the means of acquiring property 
chiefly, the landscape is deformed, husbandry is de- 
graded with us, and the farmer leads the meanest of 
hves. He knows Nature but as a robber. Cato says that 
the proflts of agnculture are particularly pious or ]ust 
(maximeque pius quoestus), and according to Varro the 
old Romans “called the same earth Mother and Ceres, 
and thought that they who cultivated it led a pious and 
useful hfe, and that they alone were left of the race of 
King Saturn.” 

We are wont to forget that the sun looks on our culti- 
vated fields and on the praines and forests without dis- 
tmction. They all reflect and absorb his rays alike, and 
the former make but a small part of the glonous picture 
which he beholds in his daily course. In his view the 
earth is all equally cultivated like a garden Therefore 
we should receive the benefit of his hght and heat with 
a correspondmg trust and magnanimity. What though 
I value die seed of these beans, and harvest that in the 
fall of the year? This broad field which I have looked at 
so long looks not to me as the prmcipal cultivator, but 
away from me to influences more gemal to it, which 
water and make it green. These beans have results 
which are not harvested by me Do they not grow for 
woodchucks partly? The ear of wheat (in Latin sptca, 
obsoletely speca, Rom spe, hope) should not be the only 
hope of the husbandman, its kernel or gram (granum, 
from gerendo, bearmg) is not all that its bears. How, 
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then can our harvest fail? ShaU I not rejoice also at the 
abundance of the weeds whose seeds are the granary of 

comparatively whether the 
fields fiU the fanner s bams. The true husbandman will 
c^e frorn anxiety, as the squirrels mamfest no concern 
whether Ae woods wJl bear chestnuts this year or not, 
and fimsh his labor with eveiy day, rehnqmshing all 
claim to the produce of his fields, and sacrificing & his 
nimd not only his first but his last fruits also. 


the village 

After hoemg, or perhaps readmg and writmg, in the 
forenoon, I usually bathed again in the pond, sivimmmg 
cross one of its coves for a stmt, and washed the dust of 

whT?L T smoothed out the last wrinlde 

lutelv fr ^ made, and for the afternoon was abso- 
iuteiy free. Every day or two I strolled to the village to 
ear some of the gossip which is mcessantly going on 
TIP ^^culatmg either from mouth to mouth, or from 
Dath^^<?n^ newspaper, and which, taken m homeo- 
rusde nf was really as refreshing in its way as the 

the woodTi^n' ^ I walked in 

the villn? r squirrels, so I walked in 

Don ^ one direc- 

Ae ^ of innskrats in 

woods m^T °f ^"^on- 

as cjTnni f honzon was a village of busy men, 

sitting- at fhp ^s if they had been prame dogs, each 
neighbor c f of its burrow, or running over to a 

their habits^T^^^^^u^ frequently to observe 

room anrt n ^ j appeared to me a great news 

& ComDanv’^ cf ° support it, as once at Reddmg 
Cc Company s on State Street, they kept nuts and raisins! 
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or salt and meal and other grocenes. Some have such 
a vast appetite for the former commodity, that is, the 
news, and such sound digestive organs, that they can 
sit forever m public avenues without stirrmg, and let 
it simmer and whisper through them like the Etesian 
wmds, or as if inhahng ether, it only producmg numb- 
ness and msensibihty to pain — otherwise it would often 
be painful to hear — ^without affectmg the consciousness. 
I hardly ever failed, when I rambled through the village, 
to see a row of such worthies, either sitting on a ladder 
sunning themselves, with their bodies inchned forward 
and their eyes glancing along the hne this way and that, 
from tune to time, with a voluptuous expression, or else 
leanmg against a bam with then hands m then pockets, 
hke caryatids, as if to prop it up. They, being commonly 
out of doors, heard whatever was in the wind. These are 
the coarsest mills, m which all gossip is first radely di- 
gested or cracked up before it is emptied mto finer and 
more dehcate hoppers wifhm doors. I observed that 
the vitals of the village were the grocery, the barroom, the 
post-oflace, and the bank, and, as a necessary part of the 
machmery, they kept a bell, a big gun, and a &e engine, 
at convenient places; and the houses were so arranged 
as to make the most of mankmd, in lanes and fronting 
one another, so that every traveler had to run the gaunt- 
let, and every man, woman, and child nught get a hck 
at him. Of course, those who were stationed nearest to 
the head of the hne, where they could most see and be 
seen, and have the first blow at him, paid the highest 
prices for their places, and the few stragghng inhabi- 
tants in the outskirts, where long gaps in the hne began 
to occur, and the traveler could get over walls or turn 
aside into cowpaths, and so escape, paid a very shght 
ground or wmdow tax. Signs were hung out on all sides 
to allure him, some to catch him by the appetite, as the 
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tavern and victualing cellar, some by die fancy, as die 
dry goods store and the jeweler’s; and others by the hair 
or the feet or die slarts, as the barber, the shoemaker, or 
the tailor. Besides, there was a still more ternble stand- 
ing invitation to call at every one of diese houses, and 
company expected about these times. For the most part 
I escaped wonderfully from these dangers, either by 
proceeding at once boldly and without dehberation tc 
the goal, as is recommended to those who run the gaunt- 
let, or by keeping my thoughts on high things, like Or- 
pheus, who, “loudly singing die praises of the gods to 
his lyre, drowned die voices of the Sirens, and kept out 
of danger.” Sometimes I bolted suddenly, and nobody 
could tell my whereabouts, for I did not stand much 
about gracefulness, and never hesitated at a gap in a 
fence. I was even accustomed to make an irruption into 
some houses, where I was well entertamed, and after 
learning the kernels and very last sieveful of news, 
what had subsided, the prospects of war and peace, and 
whether the world was hkely to hold togedier much 
longer, I was let out through the rear avenues, and so 
escaped to the woods again. 

It was very pleasant, when I stayed late in town, to 
launch myself mto the mght, especially if it was dark 
and tempestuous, and set sail from some bnght village 
parlor or lecture room, with a bag of rye or Indian meal 
upoi^my shoulder, for my snug harbor m tlie woods, 
having made all tight without and -withdrawn under 
hatches with a merry crew of thoughts, leavmg only my 
outer man at the helm, or even tying up the helm when 
it was plam saihng. I had many a gem^ thought by the 
cabm fire “as I sailed.” I was never cast away nor dis- 
tressed in any weather, though I encountered some se- 
vere storms. It is darker in the woods, even in common 
mghts, than most suppose. I frequently had to look up 
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at the opening between the trees above the path m 
order to learn my route, and, where there was no cart- 
path, to feel with my feet the famt track which I had 
worn, or steer by the known relabon of particular trees 
which I felt with my hands, passmg between two pmes 
for mstance, not more than eighteen mches apart, m the 
midst of the woods, invariably in the darkest night. 
Sometimes, after coming home thus late in a dark and 
muggy mght, when my feet felt the path which my eyes 
could not see, dreammg and absent-mmded all the way, 
until I was aroused by havmg to raise my hand to lift 
the latch, I have not been able to recall a single step of 
my walk, and I have thought that perhaps my body 
would find its way home if its master should forsake it, 
as the hand finds its way to the mouth without assist- 
ance Several tunes, when a visitor chanced to sta) mto 
cvenmg, and it proved a dark mght, I was obhged tc 
conduct him to the cart-path m the rear of the house, 
and then pomt out to hun the duection he was to pursue, 
and m keepmg which he was to be gmded rather by his 
feet than his eyes. One very dark mght I duected thus 
on theu way two young men who had been fishmg in 
the pond. They lived about a mile off through the woods, 
and were qmte used to the route. A day or two after one 
of them told me that they wandered about the greater 
part of the mght, close by theu own premises, and did 
not get home till toward mormng, by which time, as 
there had been several heavy showers m the meanwhile, 
and the leaves were very wet, they were drenched to 
their skms. I have heard of many going astray even in 
the Village streets, when the darkness was so thick that 
you could cut it With a knife, as tlie saymg is. Some who 
live m the outskirts, havmg come to town a-shopping 
in theu wagons, have been obhged to put up for the 
mght, and gentlemen and ladies makmg a call have 
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gone half a mile out of their way, feeling the sidewalk 
only with their feet, and not knowmg when they turned. 
It IS a surprising and memorable, as well as valuable 
experience, to be lost in the woods any time. Often in a 
snowstorm, even by day, one will come out upon a weU- 
known road and yet find it impossible to tell which way 
leads to the village. Though he knows that he has trav- 
eled it a thousand times, he cannot recognize a feature 
in it, but it IS as strange to him as if it were a road in 
Sibena By mght, of course, the perplexity is infimtely 
greater. In our most trivial walks, we are constantly, 
though unconsciously, steering hke pilots by certain 
well-known beacons and headlands, and if we go be- 
yond our usual course we still cany in our mmds the 
bearmg of some neighbormg cape, and not tdl we are 
completely lost, or turned round — ^for a man needs only 
to be turned round once with his eyes shut in this world 
to be lost — do we appreciate the vastness and strange- 
ness of Nature. Every man has to learn the pomts of 
compass agam as often as he awakes, whether from 
sleep or any abstraction. Not till we are lost, m other 
words, not tdl we have lost the world, do we begm to 
find ourselves, and realize where we are and the infini te 
extent of our relations. 

One afternoon, near the end of the first summer, when 
I went to the village to get a shoe from the cobbler’s, I 
was seized and put mto jad, because, as I have else- 
where related, I did not pay a, tax to, or recognize the 
authonty of, the state which buys and sells men, women, 
and children, hke cattle at the door of its senate-house. 
I had gone down to the woods for other purposes. But, 
wherever a man goes, men will pursue and paw him 
With their dirty institutions, and, if they can, constrain 
him to belong to them desperate odd-fellow society. It is 
true, I might have resisted forcibly with more or less 
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effect, might have run "amok” against society, but I 
preferred that society should run amok against me, it 
bemg the desperate party. However, I was released the 
next day, obtamed my mended shoe, and returned to 
the woods m season to get my dmner of hucklebemes 
on Fair Haven HilL I was never molested by any person 
but those who represented the state I had no lock nor 
bolt but for the desk which held my papers, not even a 
nail to put over my latch or windows I never fastened 
my door mght or day, though I was to be absent several 
days; not even when the next fall I spent a fortnight in 
the woods of Marne. And yet my house was more re- 
spected than if it had been surrounded by a file of sol- 
diers. The tired rambler could rest and warm himself 
by my fire, the hterary amuse himself with the few books 
on my table, or the curious, by opemng my closet doo^ 
see what was left of my dinner, and what prospect I had 
of a supper Yet, though many people of every class 
came this way to the pond, I suffered no serious mcon- 
venience from these sources, and I never missed any- 
thmg but one small book, a volume of Homer, which 
perhaps was improperly gdded, and this I trust a soldier 
of our camp has found by this tune. I am convinced, 
that if all men were to hve as simply as I then did, thiev- 
ing and robbery would be unknown. These take place 
only m commumties where some have got more than 
is sufficient while others have not enough The Popes 
Homers would soon get properly distnbuted — 

''Nec beHa fuerunt, 

Faginus astabat dum scyphus ante dapes” 

“Nor wars did men molest,^ 

, When only beechen bowls were m request 

‘You who govern pubhc affairs, what need have you to 
employ punishments? Love virtue, and the people will 
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be virtuous. The virtues of a superior man are like the 
wind, the virtues of a common man are like the grass; 
the grass, when the wind passes over it, bends.” 

THE PONDS 

Sometimes, having had a surfeit of human society and 
gossip, and worn out all my village friends, I rambled 
still farther westward than I habitually dwell, into yet 
more unfrequented parts of the town, “to fresh woods 
and pastures new,” or, while the sun was settmg, made 
my supper of huckleberries and blueberries on Fair 
Haven Ehll, and laid up a store for several days. The 
fruits do not yield their true flavor to the purchaser of 
them, nor to him who raises them for the markeL There 
is but one way to obtam it, yet few take that way. If 
you would know the flavor of hucklebemes, ask the 
cowboy or the partridge It is a vulgar enror to suppose 
that you have tasted huckleberries who never plucked 
them A huckleberry never reaches Boston, they have 
not been known there since they grew on her three hills. 
The ambrosial and essenbal part of the frmt is lost with 
the bloom which is rubbed off m the market cart, and 
they become mere provender As long as Eternal Justice 
reigns, not one innocent huckleberry can be transported 
thither from the country’s hills. 

Occasionally, after my hoeing was done for the day, 
I jomed some impatient compamon who had been fish- 
mg on the pond smce mormng, as silent and motionless 
^ a duck or a floating leaf, and, after pracbcmg various 
kmds of philosophy, had concluded commonly, by the 
time I arrived, that he belonged to the ancient sect of 
Cenobites There was one older man, an excellent fisher 
and skilled m all kmds of woodcraft, who was pleased 
to look upon my house as a buildmg erected for the con- 
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vehience of fishermen, and I was equally pleased when 
he sat m my doorway to arrange his hnes. Once m a 
while we sat together on the pond, he at one end of the 
boat, and I at the other, but not many words passed be- 
tween us, for he had grown deaf m his later years, but 
he occasionally hummed a psalm, which harmomzed 
well enough with my philosophy. Our mtercourse was 
thus altogether one of unbroken harmony, far more 
pleasmg to remember than if it had been carried on by 
speech When, as was commonly the case, I had none to 
commune with, I used to raise the echoes by striking 
with a paddle on the side of my boat, filhng the sur- 
rounding woods with circlmg and dilatmg sound, Stir- 
ling them up as the keeper of a menagerie his wild 
beasts, until I ehcited a growl from every wooded vale 
and hillside. 

In warm evenmgs I frequently sat m the boat playing 
the flute, and saw the perch, which I seem to have 
charmed, hovermg around me, and the moon travelmg 
over the ribbed bottom, which was strewed with the 
wrecks of the forest. Formerly I had come to this pond 
adventurously, from time to time, m dark summer nights, 
with a compamon, and making a fire close to the watei’s 
edge, which we thought attracted the fishes, we caught 
pouts With a bunch of worms strung on a thread, and 
when we had done, far m the mght, threw the bummg 
brands high mto the air like skyrockets, which, commg 
down mto the pond, were quenched with a loud hiss- 
ing, and we were suddenly gropmg m total darkness. 
Through this, whistlmg a tune, we took our way to the 
haunts of men agam. But now I had made my home by 
the shore. 

Sometimes, after staymg m a village parlor till the 
family had all retired, I have returned to the woods, 
and, partly with a view to the next day’s dinner, spent 
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the hours of midnight fishing from a boat by moonhght, 
serenaded by owls and foxes, and hearing, from time to 
time, the creaking note of some unknown bird close at 
hand. These expenences were very memorable and val- 
uable to me, anchored m forty feet of water, and twenty 
-or thirty rods from the shore, surrounded sometimes by 
thousands of small perch and shiners, dimphng the sur- 
face with their tails m the moonlight, and communicat- 
ing by a long flaxen Ime with mysterious nocturnal 
Ashes which had their dwelh'ng forty feet below, or 
sometimes dragging sixty feet of hne about the pond as 
I drifted in the gentle night breeze, now and then feel- 
ing a shght vibration along it, indicative of some hfe 
prowhng about its extremity, of dull uncertam blunder- 
ing purpose there, and slow to make up its mind. 
At length you slowly raise, pulling hand over hand, 
some homed pout squeakmg and squirming to the up- 
per air. It was very queer, especially in dark mghts, 
when your thoughts had wandered to vast and cos- 
mogonal themes in other spheres, to feel this faint jerk, 
which came to inteirupt your dreams and hnk you to 
Nature again. It seemed as if I might next cast my hne 
upward into the air, as well as downward into this ele- 
ment, whieh was scarcely more dense. Thus I caught 
two fishes as it were with one hook. 

The scenery of Walden is on a humble scale, and, 
though very beautiful, does not approach to grandeur, 
nor can it much concern one who has not long fre- 
■quented it or hved by its shore, yet this pond is so re- 
markable for its depth and punty as to merit a particular 
description. It is a clear and deep green well, half a mile 
long and a mile and three quarters in circumference, 
and contains about sixty-one and a half acres, a peren- 
nial spnng m the midst of pme and oak woods, without 
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any visible inlet or outlet except by the clouds and 
evaporation. The surrounding hills nse abruptly firom 
the water to the height of forty to eighty feet, though on 
the southeast and east they attain to about one hundred 
and one hundred and fifty feet respectively, withm a 
quarter and a third of a mile. They are exclusively wood- 
land. AH our Concord waters have two colors at least, one 
when viewed at a distance, and another, more proper, 
dose at hand. The first depends more on the hght, and 
follows the slq^. In clear weather, m summer, they ap- 
pear blue at a httle distance, especially if agitated, and at 
a great distance all appear ahke. In stormy weather they 
are sometimes of a dark slate color. The sea, however, 
is said to be blue one day and green another without 
any perceptible change in the atmosphere. I have seen 
our river, when, the landscape bemg covered with snow, 
both water and ice were almost as green as grass. Some 
consider blue "to be the color of pure water, whether 
liquid or solid.” But, lookmg directly down mto our 
waters from a boat, they are seen to be of very different 
colors. Walden is blue at one time and green at another, 
even from the same point of view. Lymg between the 
earth and the heavens, it partakes of the color of both. 
Viewed from a hilltop it reflects the color of the sky, but 
near at hand it is of a yellowish tmt next the shore 
where you can see the sand, then a hght green, which 
gradually deepens to a uniform dark green m the body 
of die pond. In some lights, viewed even from a hilltop, 
it is of a vivid green next the shore. Some have referred 
this to the reflection of the verdure, but it is equally 
green there agamst the railroad sand-bank, and in the 
sprmg, before the leaves are expanded, and it may be 
Simply the result of the prevaihng blue mixed with the 
yellow of the sand. Such is the color of its ms This is 
that portion, also, where m the sprmg, the ice bemg 
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warmed by the heat of the sun reflected from the bot- 
tom, and also transmitted through the earth, melts first 
and forms a narrow canal about die still frozen middle. 
Lake the rest of our waters, when much agitated, in clear 
weadier, so that the surface of the waves may reflect the 
sl^^ at the nght angle, or because there is more hght 
mixed with It, it appears at a htde distance of a darker 
blue than the sky itself, and at such a time, being on 
its surface, and looking mth divided vision, so as to see 
the reflection, I have discerned a matchless and inde- 
scribable light blue, such as watered or changeable silks 
and sword blades suggest, more cerulean than the sky 
itself, alternating with the onginal dark green on the 
opposite sides of the waves, which last appeared but 
muddy m companson. It is a vitreous greenish blue, as 
I remember it, hke those patches of die wmter sky seen 
through cloud vistas in the west before sundown. Yet 
a single glass of its water held up to the hght is as color- 
less as an equal quantity of air. It is well known that a 
large plate of glass will have a green tint, owing, as the 
makers say, to its “body,” but a small piece of the same 
will be colorless. How large a body of Walden water 
would be required to reflect a green tint, I have never 
proved. The water of our nver is black or a very dark 
brown to one looking direcdy down on it, and, like that 
of most ponds, imparts to the body of one bathmg m it 
a yellowish tinge, but dus water is of such crystalline 
punty that the body of the bather appears of an alabas- 
ter whiteness, still more unnatural, which, as the limbs 
are magnified and distorted withal, produces a mon- 
strous effect, making fit studies for a Michaelangelo. 

The water is so transparent that the bottom can easily 
be discerned at the depth of twenty-five or thirty feeti 
Paddhng over it, you may see many feet beneath the 
surface the schools of perch and shmers, perhaps only 
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an inch long, yet the former easily distinguished by their 
transverse bars, and you think that they must be ascetic 
fish that find a subsistence there Once, m the wmter, 
many years ago, when I had been cutting holes through 
the ice m order to catch pickerel, as I stepped ashore I 
tossed my axe back onto the ice, but, as if some evil gen- 
ius had directed it, it shd four or five rods directly mto 
one of the holes, where the water was twenty-five feet 
deep. Out of curiosity, I lay down on the ice and looked 
through the hole, until I saw the axe a httle on one 
side, standmg on its head, with its helve erect and 
gently swaymg to and fro with the pulse of the pond; 
and there it might have stood erect and swaymg till m 
the course of time the handle rotted off, if I had not dis- 
turbed it. Makmg another hole directly over it with an 
ice chisel which I had, and cuttmg down the longest 
birch which I could find m the neighborhood with my 
knife, I made a shp noose, which I attached to its end, 
and, lettmg it down carefully, passed it over the knob of 
the handle, and drew it by a hne along the birch, and 
so pulled the axe out agam. 

The shore is composed of a belt of smooth rounded 
white stones hke paving-stones, excepting one or two 
short sand beaches, and is so steep that m many places 
a smgle leap will carry you mto water over your head, 
and were it not for its remarkable transparency, that 
would be the last to be seen of its bottom tiU it rose on 
the opposite side Some thmk it is bottomless It is no- 
where muddy, and a casual observer would say that 
there were no weeds at all m it, and of noticeable plants, 
except m the httle meadows recently overflowed, which 
do not properly belong to it, a closer scrutmy does not 
detect a flag nor a bulrush, nor even a hly, yellow or 
white, but only a few small heartleaves and potamoge- 
tons, and perhaps a water target or two, all which how- 
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ever a bather might not perceive; and these plants are 
clean and bright like the element they grow in. The 
stones extend a rod or two mto the water, and then the 
bottom IS pure sand, except m the deepest parts, where 
there is usually a httle sediment, probably from 
the decay of the leaves which have been wafted onto 
it so many successive falls, and a bnght green weed is 
brought up on anchors even in midwmter. 

We have one other pond just like this. White Pond, in 
Nine Acre Comer, about two and a half miles westerly; 
but, though I am acquamted with most of the ponds 
withm a dozen miles of this center, I do not know a 
third of this pure and well-like character. Successive na- 
tions perchance have drank at, admired, and fathomed 
it, and passed away, and still its water is green and pel- 
lucid as ever. Not an intermitting sprmgl Perhaps on 
that sprmg mommg when Adam and Eve were driven 
out of Eden Walden Pond was already in existence, and 
even then breakmg up m a gentle spring ram accom- 
pamed \vith mist and a southerly wmd, and covered 
with myriads of ducks and geese, which had not heard 
of the fall, when stiU such pure lakes sufficed them. 
Even then it had commenced to rise and fall, and had 
clarified its waters and colored them of the hue they 
now wear, and obtamed a patent of Heaven to be the 
only Walden Pond m the world and distiller of celestial 
dews. Who knows in how many unremembered nations’ 
hteratures this has been the Castahan Fountain? or what 
nymphs presided over it in the Golden Age? It is a gem 
of the first water which Concord wears in her coronet. 

Yet perchance the first who came to this well have left 
some trace of their footsteps. I have been surprised to 
detect encirchng the pond, even where a thick wood has 
just been cut down on the shore, a narrow shelflike path 
in the steep hillside, alternately nsmg and f allin g, ap- 
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proaclimg and receding from the water s edge, as old 
probably as tihe race of man here, worn by the feet of 
abongmal hunters, and still from tune to tune unwit- 
tmgly trodden by the present occupants of the land. This 
is parfacularly distmct to one standing on the middle of 
the pond in wmter, just after a hght snow has fallen, ap- 
pealing as a clear undulatmg white hne, unobscured by 
weeds and twigs, and very obvious a quarter of a mile 
off m many places where in summer it is hardly dis- 
tmguishable close at hand. The snow reprints it, as it 
Were, m dear white type alto-rehevo. The ornamented 
grounds of viUas which will one day be built here may 
still preserve some trace of this. 

The pond rises and falls, but whether regularly or 
not, and within what period, nobody knows, though, as 
usual, many pretend to know. It is commonly higher in 
the wmter and lower m the summer, though not cor- 
responding to the general wet and dryness. I can re- 
member when it was a foot or two lower, and also when 
it was at least five feet higher, than when I lived by it. 
There is a narrow sandbar running mto it, with veiy 
deep water on one side, on which I helped boil a kettle 
of chowder, some six rods from the mam shore, about 
the year 1824, which it has not been possible to do for 
twenty-five years, and, on the other hand, my fnends 
used to listen with mcreduhly when I told them, that a 
few years later I was accustomed to fish from a boat in 
a secluded cove m the woods, fifteen rods from the only 
shore they knew, which place was long smce converted 
into a meadow. But the pond has risen steadily for two 
years, and now, in the summer of ’52, is j'ust five feet 
higher than when I hved there, or as high as it was 
liiirty years ago, and fishmg goes on agam m the 
meadow. This makes a difference of level, at the out- 
side, of Six or seven feet; and yet the water shed by the 
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surrounding hills is insignificant in amount, and this 
overflow must be referred to causes which affect the 
deep sprmgs. This same summer the pond has begun to 
fall agam. It is remarkable that this fluctuation, whether 
periodical or not, appears tlius to require many years for 
its accomplishment. I have observed one nse and a part 
of two falls, and I expect that a dozen or fifteen years 
hence the water will agam be as low as I have ever 
known it Flmts’ Pond, a mile eastward, allowmg for the 
disturbance occasioned by its inlets and outlets, and the 
smaller intermediate ponds also, sympathize with Wal- 
den, and recently attained their greatest height at the 
same time with the latter. The same is true, as far as my 
observation goes, of White Pond. 

This nse and fall of Walden at long intervals serves 
this use at least the water standing at this great height 
for a year or more, though it makes it difficult to walk 
round it, kills the slirubs and trees which have sprung 
up about its edge since the last nse— pitch pines, 
birches, alders, aspens, and others — and, fallmg agam, 
leaves an unobstructed shore, for, unhke many ponds 
md afl waters which are subject to a daily tide, its shore 
IS cleanest when the water is lowest. On the side of the 
^6xt my house a row of pitch pmes, fifteen feet 
high, has been lolled and tipped over as if by a lever, 
an us a stop put to their encroachments, and their 
size m cates how many years have elapsed smce the 
as nse to this height. By this fluctuation the pond as- 
serts its title to a shore, and thus the shore is shorn, and 
e trees cannot hold it by nght of possession. These are 
e P® on winch no beard grows. It hcks its 

cdaps from time to time. When the water is at its height, 
toe alders willows, and maples send forth a mass of 
rous re roots several feet long from all sides of their 
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stems in the water, and to the height of three or four 
feet from the ground, m the efiFort to maintam them- 
selves; and I have known the high-blueberry bushes 
about the shore, which commonly produce no frmt, bear 
an abundant crop under these circumstances. 

Some have been puzzled to tell how the shore be- 
came so regularly paved. My townsmen have all heard 
the tradition, the oldest people tell me that they heard it 
m their youth, that anaently the Indians were holdmg 
a powwow upon a hill here, which rose as high into the 
heavens as the pond now smks deep mto the earth, and 
they used much profamty, as the story goes, though this 
vice IS one of which the Indians were never guilty, and 
while they were thus engaged the hill shook and sud- 
denly saiJc, and only one old squaw, named Walden, 
escaped, and from her the pond was named. It has been 
conjectured that when the hill shook these stones rolled 
down its side and became the present shore It is very 
certain, at any rate, that once ^ere was no pond here, 
and now there is one; and this Indian fable does not 
m any respect conflict with the accoimt of that ancient 
settler whom I have mentioned, who remembers so well 
when he first came here with his divming rod, saw a 
thm vapor nsmg from the sward, and the hazel pomted 
steadily downward, and he concluded to dig a well 
here As for the stones, many stiU think that they are 
hardly to be accounted for by the action of the waves 
on these hills, but I observe that the surroundmg hills 
are remarkably full of the same land of stones, so that 
they have been obhged to pile them up in walls on both 
sides of the railroad cut nearest the pond, and, more- 
over, there are most stones where the shore is most 
abrupt; so that, unfortunately, it is no longer a mystery 
to me. I detect the paver. If the name was not derived 
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from that of some English locality — Saffron Walden, for 
instance — one might suppose that it was called ongi- 
nally Walled-in Pond. 

The pond was my well ready dug. For four months 
in €ie year its water is as cold as it is pure at aU timesj 
and I thmk that it is then as good as any, if not the 
hest, in the town. In tlie winter, all water which is ex- 
posed to the air is colder than spnngs and wells which 
are protected from it The temperature of the pond 
water which had stood m the room where I sat from 
£ve o’clock in the afternoon tiU noon the next day, the 
sixth of March, 1846, the thermometer havmg been up 
to 65° or 70° some of tlie time, owing partly to the sun 
on the roof, was 42°, or one degree colder than the 
water of one of the coldest wells in the village just 
drawn. The temperature of the Boihng Spring the same 
day was 45°, or tlie warmest of any water tned, though 
it is the coldest that I know of in summer, when, be- 
sides, shallow and stagnant surface water is not rmngled 
with it. Moreover, m summer, Walden never becomes 
so warm as most water which is exposed to the sim, on 
account of its depth In the warmest weather I usually 
placed a pailful m my cellar, where it became cool m 
the night, and remamed so dunng the day, though I 
also resorted to a spnng in the neighborhood. It was as 
good when a week old as the day it was dipped, and 
had no taste of the pump Whoever camps for a week 
in summer by the shore of a pond, needs only buiy a 
pail of water a few feet deep m the shade of his camp 
to be independent of the luxury of ice. 

There have been caught in Walden pickerel, one 
weighmg seven pounds — to say nothing of another 
which earned off a reel with great velocity, which the 
fisherman safely set down at eight pounds because he 
did not see him — ^perch and pouts, some of each weigh- 
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ing over two pounds, shiners, chivins or roach (Leu- 
ciscus pulchellus), a very few breams, and a couple of 
eels, one weighmg four pounds — am thus particular 
because the weight of a fish is commonly its only title 
to fame, and these are the only eels I have heard of 
here — also, I have a famt recollection of a htde fish 
some five mches long, with silvery sides and a greemsh 
back, somewhat dace-hke m its character, which I men- 
tion here chiefly to hnk my facts to fable. Nevertheless, 
this pond is not very fertile in fish. Its pickerel, though 
not abundant, are its chief boast. I have seen at one 
time lymg on the ice pickerel of at least three different 
lands, a long and shallow one, steel-colored, most like 
those caught m the river; a bright golden land, with 
greemsh reflections and remarkably deep, which is the 
most common here, and another, golden-colored, and 
shaped like the last, but peppered on the sides with 
small dark brown or black spots, intermixed with a few 
famt blood-red ones, very much like a trout The spe- 
cific name reticulatus would not apply to this, it should 
be guttatus rather. These are all very firm fish, and 
weigh more than their size promises The shmers, pouts, 
and perch also, and mdeed all the fishes which inhabit 
this pond, are much cleaner, handsomer, and firmer 
fleshed than those in the nver and most other ponds, 
as the water is purer, and they can easily be distm- 
guished from them. Probably many ichthyologists would 
make new varieties of some of them. There are also a 
clean race of frogs and tortoises, and a few muscles in 
it, muskrats and mmks leave their traces about it, and 
occasionally a travelmg mud-turtle visits it. Sometimes, 
when I pushed off my boat m the morning, I disturbed a 
great mud-turtle which had secreted himself under the 
boat in the mght. Ducks and geese frequent it in the 
spring and fall, the white-belhed swallows {Hirundo hi- 
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color) slam over it, and the peetweets {T of anus macu^ 
larius) “teter^^ along its stony shores all summer. I have 
sometimes disturbed a fish hawk sitting on a white pine 
over the water, but I doubt if it is ever profaned by 
the wing of a guU, hke Fair Haven. At most, it tolerates 
one annual loon. These are all the animals of conse* 
quence which frequent it now. 

You may see from a boat, in calm weather, near the 
sandy eastern shore, where the water is eight or ten 
feet deep, and also in some other parts of the pond, 
some circular heaps half a dozen feet m diameter by a 
foot m height, consistmg of small stones less than a 
bens egg in size, where aU around is bare sand. At first 
you wonder if the Indians could have formed them on 
the ice for any purpose, and so, when the ice melted, 
they sank to ^e bottom, but they are too regular and 
some of them plamly too fresh for that They are similar 
to those found m nvers, but as there are no suckers nor 
lampreys here, I know not by what fish they could be 
made Perhaps they are the nests of the chivm. These 
lend a pleasmg mystery to the bottom. 

The shore is irregular enough not to be monotonous. 
I have in my mind's eye the western indented with deep 
bays, the bolder northern, and the beautifully scoUoped 
southern shore, where successive capes overlap each 
other and suggest unexplored coves between. The forest 
has never so good a settmg, nor is so distinctly beautiful, 
as when seen from the middle of a small lake amid hiUs 
which nse horn the water's edge, for the water in which 
it is reflected not only makes the best foreground in such 
a case, but, with its wmdmg shore, the most natural 
and agreeable boundary to it. There is no rawness nor 
imperfection m its edge there, as where the axe has 
cleared a part, or a cultivated field abuts on it. The 
trees have ample room to eiqiand on the water side, and 
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each sends forth its most vigorous branch m that direc- 
tion. There Nature has woven a natural selvage, and the 
eye rises by just gradations from the low shrubs of the 
shore to the highest trees. There are few traces of man s 
hand to be seen. The water laves the shore as it did a 
thousand years ago. 

A lake is the landscape’s most beautiful and expres- 
sive feature. It is earth’s e^, loolong mto which the be- 
holder measures the depth of his own nature. The flu- 
viatile trees next the shore are the slender eyelashes 
which fringe it, and the wooded hills and cliffs around 
are its overhangmg brows. 

Standing on the smooth sandy beach at the east end 
of the pond, m a calm September afternoon, when a 
shght haze makes the opposite shore hne mdistmct, I 
have seen whence came the expression, “the glassy sur- 
face of a lake.” When you invert your head, it looks like 
a thread of jSnest gossamer stretched across the valley, 
and gleammg agamst the distant pme woods, separating 
one stratum of Ae atmosphere from another. You would 
think that you could walk dry under it to the opposite 
hills, and that the swallows w!^ch slam over might perch 
on it. Indeed, they sometimes dive below the Ime, as it 
were by mistake, and are undeceived. As you look over 
the pond westward you are obhged to employ both 
your hands to defend your eyes against the reflected as 
well as the true sun, for they are equally bright; and if, 
between the two, you survey its surface cnticaUy, it is 
hteraUy as smooth as glass, except where the skater m- 
sects, at equal intervals scattered over its whole extent, 
by their motions m the sun produce the finest imagi- 
nable sparkle on it, or, perchance, a duck plumes itself, 
or, as I have said, a swallow slams so low as to touch 
it. It may be that m the distance a fish describes an arc 
of three or four feet m the air, and there is one bright 
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flash where it emerges, and another where it strikes the 
water, sometimes the whole silvery arc is revealed, or 
here and there, perhaps, is a thistledown floatmg on its 
surface, which the fishes dart at and so dimple it agam. 
It is like molten glass cooled but not congealed, and the 
few motes in it are pure and beautiful like the im- 
perfections in glass. You may often detect a yet smoother 
and darker water, separated from the rest as if by an 
invisible cobweb, boon of the water nymphs, resting 
on it From a hilltop you can see a fish leap m almost 
any part, for not a pickerel or shiner picks an insect 
from this smooth surface but it manifestly disturbs the 
equihbnum of the whole lake. It is wonderful with what 
elaborateness this simple fact is advertised — ^this piscme 
murder will out — and from my distant perch I distm- 
guish the circlmg undulations when they are half a 
dozen rods m diameter. You can even detect a water- 
bug (Gynnus) ceaselessly progressing over the smooth 
surface a quarter of a mile off, for they furrow the water 
shghtly, makmg a conspicuous npple bounded by two 
divergmg hnes, but the skaters ghde over it without 
ripphng it perceptibly. When the surface is consider- 
ably agitated there are no skaters nor waterbugs on it, 
but apparently, m calm days, they leave their havens 
and adventurously ghde forth from the shore by short 
impulses till they completely cover it. It is a soothmg 
employment, on one of those fine days in the fall when 
all the warmth of the sun is fully appreciated, to sit on 
a stump on such a height as this, overlookmg the pond, 
and study the dimphng circles which are incessantly in- 
scribed on its otherwise invisible surface amid the re- 
flected skies and trees. Over this great expanse there is 
no disturbance but it is thus at once gently smoothed 
away and assuaged, as, when a vase of water is jarred, 
the trembhng circles seek the shore and all is smooth 
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again. Not a fish can leap or an insect fall on the pond 
but it IS thus reported in circling dimples, m Imes of 
beauty, as it were the constant weUing up of its foun- 
tain, the gentle pulsmg of its life, the heavmg of its 
breast The thrills of ]oy and thrills of pain are undis- 
tmguishable. How peaceful the phenomena of the lakel 
Agam the works of man shme as m the sprmg. Ay, 
every leaf and twig and stone and cobweb sparkles now 
at mid-aftemoon as when covered with dew m a sprmg 
mommg. Every motion of an oar or an msect produces 
a flash of hght, and if an oar falls, how sweet &e echo! 

In such a day, in September or October, Walden is 
a perfect forest nurror, set round with stones as precious 
to my eye as if fewer or rarer. Nothing so fan, so pure, 
and at die same time so large, as a lake, perchance, lies 
on the surface of the earth Sky water. It needs no fence. 
Nations come and go without defihng it. It is a mirror 
which no stone can crack, whose quicksilver will never 
wear off, whose gildmg Nature contmually repaus, no 
storms, no dust, can dim its surface ever fresh, a mirror 
in which all impurity presented to it sinks, swept and 
dusted by the sun’s ha2y brush — ^this the hght dustcloth 
-—which retains no breath that is breathed on it, but 
sends its own to float as clouds high above its surface,, 
and be reflected m its bosom stdL 

A field of water betrays the spirit that is in the air. 
It is contmually receivmg new life and motion from 
above. It is intermediate in its nature between land and 
sky. On land only the grass and trees wave, but the 
water itself is nppled by the wmd. I see where the 
breeze dashes across it by the streaks or flakes of hght. 
It IS remarkable that we can look down on its surface. 
We sh^, perhaps, look down thus on the surface of air 
at length, and mark where a still subtler spirit sweeps 
over it 
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The skaters and waterbugs finally disappear in the 
latter part of October, when the severe frosts have 
come; and then and in November, usually, in a calm 
day, there is absolutely nothing to ripple the surface. 
One November afternoon, in the calm at the end of a 
mmstorm of several days duration, when the sky was 
still completely overcast and the air was full of mist, I 
observed that the pond was remarkably smooth, so that 
it was difllcult to distmgmsh its surface, though it 
no longer reflected the bnght tints of October, but 
the somber November colors of the surroundmg hills. 
Though I passed over it as gently as possible, the slight 
undulations produced by my boat extended almost as 
ar as I could see, and gave a ribbed appearance to the 
reflections But, as I was lookmg over the surface, I saw 
ere and there at a distance a faint ghmmer, as if some 
skater insects which had escaped the frosts might be 
collected there, or, perchance, the surface, bemg so 
^ooth, betrayed where a spring welled up from the 
bottom. Paddhng gently to one of these places, I was 
surpnsed to find myself surrounded by mynads of smaU 
^rc , about five inches long, of a rich bronze color in 
e green water, sporting there, and constantly rismg 
0 e surface and dimplmg it, sometimes leaving bub- 
es on it. In such transparent and seenungly bottom- 
^s wme^ reflecting the clouds, I seemed to be floating 

oug the air as m a balloon, and their s\vi mTmn g im- 
presse me as a kmd of flight or hovenng, as if they 
^re a compact flock of birds passing just beneath my 
eve on the nght or left, their fins, like sails, set all 
aroim them. There were many such schools in the 
pond, app^ently improvmg the short season before wm- 
er wou draw an icy shutter over their broad slwhght, 
sonmtimes givmg to the surface an appearance as if a 
s g t reeze struck it, or a few ramdrops fell there. 
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When I approached carelessly and alarmed them, diey 
made a sudden plash and npplmg with their tails, as if 
one had struck die water with a brushy bough, and in- 
standy took refuge m the depths. At length the wmd 
rose, the mist increased, and the waves began to run, 
and the perch leaped much higher than before, hah 
out of water, a hundred black pomts, three mches long, 
at once above the surface. Even as late as the fifth of 
December, one year, I saw some dimples on the surface, 
and thinkmg it was gomg to ram hard immediately, the 
air bemg frdl of mist, I made haste to take my place at 
the oars and row homeward, already the ram seemed 
rapidly mcreasmg, though I felt none on my cheek, and 
I anticipated a thorough soakmg But suddenly the 
dimples ceased, for they were produced by the perch, 
which the noise of my oars had scared into the depths, 
and I saw their schools dimly disappearmg, so I spent 
a dry afternoon after all. 

An old man who used to frequent this pond nearly 
sixty years ago, when it was dark with surroimdmg 
forests, tells me that m those days he sometimes saw it 
all ahve with ducks and other water fowl, and that 
there were many eagles about it He came here a-fishmg, 
and used an old log canoe which he foimd on the shore. 
It was made of two white-pme logs dug out and pinned 
together, and was cut off square at the ends It was very 
clumsy, but lasted a great many years before it became 
waterlogged and perhaps sank to the bottom He did 
not know whose it was, it belonged to the pond He 
used to make a cable for his anchor of strips of hickory 
bark tied together. An old man, a potter, who hved by 
the pond before the Revolution, told him once that 
there was an iron chest at the bottom, and that he had 
seen it Sometimes it would come floating up to the 
shore, but when you went toward it, it would go back 
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into deep water and disappear. I was pleased to hear 
of the old log canoe, which took the place of an Indian 
one of the same matenal but more graceful construc- 
tion, which perchance had first been a tree on the bank, 
and then, as it were, fell into the water, to float there 
for a generation, the most proper vessel for the lake. 
I remember that when I first looked mto these depths 
there were many large trunks to be seen indistmctly 
lying on the bottom, which had either been blown over 
formerly, or left on the ice at the last cutting, when 
wood was cheaper; but now they have mostly disap- 
peared. 

When I first paddled a boat on Walden, it was com- 
pletely surrounded by thick and lofty pine and oak 
woods, and m some of its coves grape vines had run 
over the trees next the water and formed bowers under 
which a boat could pass. The hills which form its shores 
are so steep, and the woods on them were then so high, 
that, as you looked down from the west end, it had the 
appearance of an amphitheater for some land of syl- 
van spectacle. I have spent many an hour, when I was 
younger, floating over its surface as the zephyr wiUed, 
havmg paddled my boat to the middle, and lying on my 
back across the seats, m a summer forenoon, dreaming 
awake, until I was aroused by the boat touchmg the 
sand, and I arose to see what shore my fates had im- 
pelled me to, days when idleness was the most attrac- 
tive and productive mdustry. Many a forenoon have I 
stolen away, preferring to spend thus the most valued 
part of the day, for I was rich, if not m money, in sunny 
hours and summer days, and spent them lavishly; nor 
do I regret that I did not waste more of them in the 
workshop or the teachers desk. But smce I left those 
shores the woodchoppers have stdl further laid them 
waste, and now for many a year there will be no more 
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xambling ibrougli tie aisles of the wood, with occasional 
'Vistas through which you see the water. My Muse may 
he excused if she is silent henceforth How can you ex- 
ipect the birds to smg when their groves are cut down? 

Now the trunks of trees on the bottom, and the old 
log canoe, and the dark surrounding woods, are gone, 
and the villagers, who scarcely know where it hes, m- 
5tead of gomg to the pond to bathe or drink, are thmk- 
mg to brmg its water, which should be as sacred as the 
Ganges at least, to the village m a pipe, to wash their 
dishes withl — to earn their Walden by the turning of 
a cock or drawmg of a plug! That de^^sh Iron Horse, 
whose ear-rendmg neigh is heard throughout the town, 
has muddied the Boilmg Spnng with his foot, and he 
at is that has browsed off aU the woods on Walden shore, 
that Trojan horse, with a thousand men m his belly, 
introduced by mercenary Greeks! Where is the coun- 
try’s champion, the Moore of Moore Hall, to meet him 
at the Deep Cut and thrust an avengmg lance between 
the nbs of the bloated pest? 

Nevertheless, of all the characters I have known, per- 
haps Walden wears best, and best preserves its punty. 
Many men have been likened to it, but few deserve 
that honor. Though the woodchoppers have laid bare 
first this shore and then that, and the Irish have built 
their sties by it, and the railroad has infrmged on its 
border, and the icemen have skimmed it once, it is 
Itself unchanged, the same water which my youthful 
eyes fell on, all the change is m me. It has not acquued 
one permanent wnnlde after all its npples. It is peren- 
mally yoimg, and I may stand and see a swallow dip 
apparently to pick an msect from its surface as of yore. 
It struck me agam tomght, as if I had not seen it almost 
daily for more than twenty years — Why, here is Wal- 
den, the same woodland lake that I discovered so many 
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years ago, where a forest was cut down last winter 
another is springing up by its shore as lustily as ever; 
the same thought is welling up to its surface that was 
then, it is the same hquid )oy and happiness to itself 
and its Maker, ay, and it may be to me. It is the work 
of a brave man surely, in whom tliere was no guile! He 
rounded this water with his hand, deepened and clan- 
fied it m his thought, and m his will bequeathed it to 
Concord I see by its face that it is visited by the same 
reflection, and I can almost say, Walden, is it you? 

It IS no dream of mine. 

To ornament a line, 

I cannot come nearer to God and Heaven 
Than I live to Walden even. 

I am its stony shore, 

And the breeze that passes o’er, 

In tlie hollow of my hand 
Are its water and its sand, 

And its deepest resort 
Lies high m my diought. 

The cars never pause to look at it, yet I fancy that 
the engmeers and firemen and brakemen, and those 
passengers who have a season ticket and see it often, 
are better men for the sight. The engineer does not 
forget at mght, or his nature does not, that he has be- 
held this vision of seremty and purity once at least dur- 
mg the day. Though seen but once, it helps to wash out 
State Street and the engme’s soot One proposes that it 
be called “God’s Drop.” 

I have said that Walden has no visible inlet nor out- 
let, but it is on the one hand distantly and indirectly 
related to Flmts’ Pond, which is more elevated, by a 
cham of small ponds coming from that quarter, and 
on the other directly and mamfestly to Concord River, 
which IS lower, by a similar cham of ponds through 
which m some other geological period it may have 
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flowed, and by a litde digging, wbicb God forbid, it can 
be made to flow thither agam. If by hvmg thus re- 
served and austere,~hke a hermit m the woods, so long, 
it has acquired such wonderful punty, who would not 
regret that the comparatively impure waters of Flmts’ 
Pond should be mmgled with it, or itself should ever 
go to waste its sweetness m the ocean wave? 

Fhnts’, or Sandy Pond, in Lincoln, our greatest lake 
and mland sea, hes about a mile east of Walden. It is 
much larger, bemg said to contain one hundred and 
nmety-seven acres, and is more, fertile m fish; but it 
IS comparatively shallow, and not remarkably pure. A 
walk through the woods thither was often my recre- 
ation. It was worth the while, if only to feel the wmd 
blow on your cheek freely, and see the waves run, and 
remember the life of marmers. I went a-chestnuttuig 
there in the fall, on wmdy days, when the nuts were 
dropping mto the water and were washed to my feet; 
and one day, as I crept along its sedgy shore, the fresh 
spray blowmg m my face, I came upon the mouldenng 
wreck of a boat, the sides gone, and hardly more than 
the impression of its flat bottom left amid the rushes, 
yet its model was sharply defined, as if it were a large 
decayed pad, with its veins. It was as impressive a 
wreck as one could imagine on the seashore, and had 
as good a moral. It is by this tune mere vegetable mould 
and undistmguishable pond shore, through which rushes 
and flags have pushed up. I used to admire the npple 
marks on the sandy bottom, at the north end of this 
pond, made firm and hard to the feet of the wader by 
the pressure of the water, and the rushes which grew 
m Indian file, in waving hnes, correspondmg to these 
marks, rank behind rank, as if the waves had planted 
them. There also I have found, m considerable quanti- 
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ties, curious balls, composed apparently of fine grass or 
roots, of pipewort perhaps, from half an inch to four 
inches in diameter, and perfectly spherical. These wash, 
back and forth m shallow water on a sandy bottom, and 
are sometimes cast on the shore. They are either solid 
grass, or have a httle sand m the middle. At first you. 
would say that they were formed by the action of the 
waves, hke a pebble; yet the smallest are made of 
equally coarse materials, half an mch long, and they are 
produced only at one season of the year. Moreover, the 
waves, I suspect, do not so much construct as wear 
down a material which has aheady acquired consist- 
ency. They preserve their form when dry for an indefi- 
mte period. 

Flints* Pond! Such is the poverty of our nomencla- 
ture. What nght had the unclean and stupid farmer, 
whose farm abutted on this sky water, whose shores he 
has ruthlessly laid bare, to give his name to it? Some 
skinflmt, who loved better die reflecting surface of a. 
dollar, or a bright cent, in which he could see his own 
brazen face; who regarded even the wild ducks which 
settled m it as trespassers, his fingers grown into crooked 
and homy talons from the long habit of graspmg harpy- 
like; so it is not named for me. I go not tliere to see him 
nor to hear of him; who never saw it, who never bathed 
in it, who never loved it, who never protected it, who 
never spoke a good word for it, nor tiianked God that 
He had made it. Rather let it be named from the fishes 
that swim in it, the wild fowl or quadrupeds which fre- 
quent it, the wild flowers which grow by its shores, or 
some wild man or child the thread of whose history is 
interwoven with its own, not from him who could show 
no title to it but the deed which a hke-mmded neighbor 
or legislature gave him — him who thought only of its 
money value, whose presence perchance cursed all the 
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shore; who exhausted the land around it, and would 
fain have exhausted the waters within it, who regretted 
only that it was not English hay or cnranberry meadow 
—there was nothmg to redeem it, forsooth, m his eyes 
—an d would have dramed and sold it for the mud at 
its bottom. It did not turn his mill, and it was no pnvi- 
lege to him to behold it. I respect not his labors, his 
farm where everything has its price, who would carry 
the landscape, who would carry his God, to market, if 
he could get anything for him, who goes to market for 
his god as it is; on whose farm nothmg grows free, 
whose fields bear no crops, whose meadows no flowers, 
whose trees no fruits, but dollars, who loves not the 
beauty of his frmts, whose frmts are not npe for him 
till they are turned to dollars. Give me the poverty that 
enjoys -true wealth. Farmers are respectable and in- 
teresting to me in proportion as they are poor — ^poor 
farmers. A model farml where the house stands like a 
fungus in a muck-heap, chambers for men, horses, oxen, 
and swme, cleansed and uncleansed, all contiguous to 
one another! Stocked with men! A great grease-spot, 
redolent of manures and buttermilk! Under a high state 
of cultivation, being manured with the hearts and brains 
of men! As if you were to raise your potatoes in the 
churchyard! Such is a model farm. 

No, no, if the fairest features of the landscape are to 
be named after men, let them be the noblest and wor- 
thiest men alone. Let our lakes receive as true names 
at least as the Icanan Sea, where “stiH the shore” a 
“brave attempt resounds.” 

Goose Pond, of small extent, is on my way to Flmts ; 
Fair Haven, an expansion of Concord River, said to 
contam some seventy acres, is a mile southwest, and 
White Pond, of about forty acres, is a mile and a half 
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beyond Fair Haven. This is my lahe country. These, 
with Concord River, are iny water privileges, and night 
and day, year in year out, they gnnd such grist as I 
carry to them. 

Since the woodcutters, and the railroad, and I my- 
self have profaned Walden, perhaps tlie most attractive, 
if not the most beautiful, of all our lakes, the gem of 
the woods, is White Pond — ^a poor name from its com- 
monness, whether denved from the remarkable purity 
of its waters or the color of its sands. In these as in other 
respects, however, it is a lesser twin of Walden. They 
are so much ahke tliat you would say they must be 
connected under ground. It has the same stony shore, 
and its waters are of tlie same hue. As at Walden, in 
sultry dog-day weather, looking down through the woods 
on some of its bays which are not so deep but that the 
reflection from the bottom tmges them, its waters are 
of a misty bluish-green or glaucous color. Many years 
since I used to go there to collect the sand by cartloads, 
to make sandpaper with, and I have contmued to visit it 
ever since One who frequents it proposes to call it 
Vind Lake. Perhaps it might be called Yellow-Pine 
Lake, from the foUo\vmg circumstance. About fifteen 
years ago you could see the top of a pitch pme, of the 
kmd called yellow pme hereabouts, though it is not a 
distinct species, projecting above the surface in deep 
water, many rods from the shore. It was even supposed 
by some that the pond had sunk, and this was one of 
the primitive forest that formerly stood there. I find that 
even so long ago as 1792, in a “Topographical Descrip- 
tion of the Town of Concord,” by one of its citizens, 
in the Collections of the Massachusetts Historical Soci- 
ety, the author, after speakmg of Walden and White 
Ponds, adds “In the middle of the latter may be seen, 
when the water is very low, a tree which appears as if 
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it grew in the place where it now stands, although the 
roots are fifty feet below the surface of the water; the 
top of this tree is broken off, and at that place measures 
fourteen mches in diameter.” In the sprmg of ’49 I 
talked with the man who lives nearest the pond in Sud- 
bury, who told me that it was he who got out this tree 
ten or fifteen years before. As near as he could remem- 
ber, it stood twelve or fifteen rods from the shore, where 
tiiie water was thirty or forty feet deep. It was in the 
winter, and he had been getting out ice m the forenoon, 
and had resolved that m the afternoon, with the aid of 
his neighbors, he would take out the old yellow pine. 
He sawed a channel in the ice toward the shore, and 
hauled it over and along and out onto the ice with 
oxen, but, before he had gone far in his work, he was 
surpnsed to find that it was wrong end upward, with 
the stumps of the branches pomtmg down, and the 
small end firmly fastened in the sandy bottom It was 
about a foot m diameter at the big end, and he had 
expected to get a good saw log, but it was so rotten as 
to be fit only for fuel, if for that. He had some of it m 
his shed then. There were marks of an axe and of wood- 
peckers on the butt. He thought that it might have been 
a dead tree on the shore, but was finally blown over 
into the pond, and after the top had become water- 
logged, while the butt-end was still dry and hght, had 
drifted out and sunk wrong end up. ]EIis father, eighty 
years old, could not remember when it was not there. 
Several pretty large logs may still be seen lymg on the 
bottom, where, owmg to the undulation of the surface, 
they look hke huge water snakes in motion. 

This pond has rarely been profaned by a boat, for 
there is httle m it to tempt a fisherman. Instead of the 
white hly, which requires mud, or the common sweet 
flag, the blue flag (Iris versicolor) grows thinly m the 
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pure water, nsmg from the stony bottom all around the 
shore, where it is visited by hummingbirds in June; and 
the color both of its bimsh blades and its flowers and 
especially theu: reflections, are in singular harmony with 
the glaucous water. 

White Pond and Walden are great crystals on the 
surface of the earth. Lakes of Light. If they were per- 
manently congealed, and small enough to be clutched, 
they would, perchance, be earned off by slaves, like 
precious stones, to adorn the heads of emperors; but 
being hqmd, and ample, and secured to us and our 
successors forever, we disregard them, and run after the 
diamond of Kolimoor. They are too pure to have a mar- 
ket value, they contam no muck. How much more beau- 
tiful than our hves, how much more transparent than 
our characters, are theyl We never learned meanness of 
them. How much fairer than the pool before the farm- 
er’s door, m which his ducks swiml Hither the clean 
wild ducks come Nature has no human inhabitant who 
appreaates her The birds with their plumage and their 
notes are m harmony with the flowers, but what youth 
or maiden conspires with the wild luxunant beauty of 
Nature? She flourishes most alone, far from the towns 
where they reside. Talk of heavenl ye disgrace earth. 

BAKER FARM 

Sometimes I rambled to pme groves, standing like 
temples, or hke fleets at sea, full-ngged, with wavy 
boughs, and npphng with hght, so soft and green and 
shady that the Drmds would have foresaken their oaks 
to worship in them, or to the cedar wood beyond Flints’ 
Pond, where the trees, covered with hoary blue berries, 
spiring higher and higher, are fit to stand before Val- 
halla, and the creepmg jumper covers the ground with 
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•wreaths £uU of fruit; or to swamps where the usnea 
lichen hangs in festoons from the white-sprace trees, 
and toadstools, rormd tables of the swamp gods, cover 
■die ground, and more beautiful fungi adorn the stumps, 
like butterflies or shells, vegetable winkles, where the 
swamp-pink and dogwood grow, the red alderberry 
glows like eyes of imps, the waxwork grooves and 
crushes the hardest woods in its folds, and the ^ 
holly berries make the beholder forget his home with 
their beauty, and he is dazzled and tempted by name- 
less other wild forbidden frmts, too fair for mortal taste. 
Instead of calling on some scholar, I paid many a visit 
to particular trees, of kinds which are rare in this neig 
borhood, standmg far away in the middle of some pas 
ture, or in the depths of a wood or swamp, or on a 
hdltop, such as the black birch, of which we have some 
handsome specimens two feet in diameter; its 
the yellow birch, with its loose golden vest, perfumed 
like the first, the beech, which has so neat a bole an 
beautifully hchen-pamted, perfect in all its details, o 
■which, excepting scattered specimens, I know but one 
small grove oF sizable trees left in the township, sup- 
posed by some to have been planted by the pigeoiis 
■that were once baited with beech nuts near by, it is 
worth the while to see the silver gram sparkle when you 
spht this wood, the bass, the hornbeam, the celtis oc- 
cidentalis, or false elm, of which we have but one well- 
grown, some taller mast of a pme, a shingle tree, or a 
more perfect hemlock than usual, standmg hke a pa- 
goda in the midst of the woods, and many others I 
could menfaon. These were the shrines I visited both 
summer and winter. 

Once it chanced that I stood in the very abutment 
of a rambow’s arch, which filled the lower stratum of 
the atmosphere, tmging the grass and leaves around. 
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and dazzling me as if I looked through colored crystal. 
It was a lake of rambow light, in which, for a short 
while, I lived like a dolphm. If it had lasted longer 
it might have tinged my employments and hfe. As I 
walked on the railroad causeway, I used to wonder at 
tibe halo of hght around my shadow, and would fain 
fancy myself one of the elect. One who visited me de- 
clared that the shadows of some Irishmen before him 
had no halo about them, that it was only natives that 
were so distmgmshed. Benvenuto Cellini tells us in his 
memoirs, that, after a certain terrible dream or vision 
which he had dunng his confinement in the castle of 
St. Angelo, a resplendent light appeared over the shadow 
of his head at morning and evenmg, whether he was in 
Italy or France, and it was particularly conspicuous 
when the grass was moist with dew. This was probably 
the same phenomenon to which I have referred, which 
is especially observed in the morning, but also at other 
times, and even by inoonhght. Though a constant one, 
it is not commonly noticed, and, in the case of an 
excitable imagmahon like Cellim’s, it would be basis 
enough for superstition. Beside, he tells us that he 
showed it to very few. But are they not mdeed distin- 
guished who are conscious that they are regarded at 
all? 

I set out one afternoon to go a-fishing to Fair Haven, 
through the woods, to eke out my scanty fare of vege- 
tables. My way led through Pleasant Meadow, an ad- 
junct of the Baker Farm, that retreat of which a poet 
has smce sung, begmnmg, 

"Thy entry is a pleasant field. 

Which some mossy fruit trees yield 
Partly to a ruddy brook. 

By ghding musquash undertook, 
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And mercimal trout, 

Darting about.” 

I thought of living there before I went to Walden. I 
“hooked” the apples, leaped the brook, and scared the 
musquash and the trout. It was one of those afternoons 
which seem mdefimtely long before one, in which many 
events may happen, a large portion of our natural life, 
though it was aheady half spent when I started By 
the way there came up a shower, which compelled me 
to stand half an hour under a pme, pihng boughs over 
my head, and weanng my handkerchief for a shed, and 
when at length I had made one cast over the pickerel- 
weed, standing up to my middle m water, I found my- 
self suddenly m the shadow of a cloud, 'and the thunder 
began to rumble with such emphasis that I could do 
no more than hsten to it The gods must be proud, 
thought I, with such forked flashes to rout a poor im- 
armed fisherman. So I made haste for shelter to the 
nearest hut, which stood half a mile from any road, but 
so much the nearer to the pond, and had long been un- 
mhabited: 

"And here a poet builded, 

In the completed years. 

For behold a trivial cabin 
, That to destruction steers” 

So the Muse fables. But therem, as I found, dwelt now 
John Field, an Inshman, and his wife, and several clul- 
dren, from the broad-faced boy who assisted his father 
at his work, and now came runmng by his side from the 
bog to escape the rain, to the wrmkled, sibyl-hke, cone- 
headed infant that sat upon its father’s knee as in the 
palaces of nobles, and looked out from its home in the 
midst of wet and hunger mquisitively upon the stranger, 
with the pnvilege of infancy, not knowing but it was 
the last of a noble hne, and the hope and cynosure of 
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the world, instead of John Field’s poor starvehng brat 
There we sat together under that part of the roof which 
leaked the least, while it showered and thundered with- 
out. I had sat there many times of old before the ship 
was built that floated this family to Amenca. An honest, 
hard-working, but shiftless man plainly was John Field; 
and his wife, she too was brave to cook so many suc- 
cessive dmners in the recesses of that lofty stove; with 
round greasy face and bare breast, still thmkmg to im- 
prove her condition one day, with the never absent 
mop m one hand, and yet no effects of it visible any- 
where. The chickens, which had also taken shelter here 
from the ram, stalked about the room like members of 
the family, too humanized methought to roast well. 
They stood and looked m my eye or pecked at my shoe 
significantly. Meanwhile my host told me his story, how 
hard he worked *boggmg” for a neighboring farmer, 
turning up a meadow with a spade or bog hoe at the 
rate of ten dollars an acre and Ae use of the land with 
manure for one year, and his httle broad-faced son 
worked cheerfully at his father’s side the while, not 
knowing how poor a bargam the latter had made. I 
tried to help him with my experience, telhng him that 
he was one of my nearest neighbors, and that I too, who 
came a-fishmg here, and looked hke a loafer, was get- 
tmg my livmg like himself, that I lived m a tight, hghh 
and clean house, which hardly cost more than the an- 
nual rent of such a rmn as his commonly amounts to; 
and how, if he chose, he might m a month or two build 
himself a palace of his own, that I did not use tea, nor 
coffee, nor butter, nor milk, nor fresh meat, and so did 
not have to work to get them, agam, as I did not work 
hard, I did not have to eat hard, and it cost me but a 
trifle for my food, but as he began with tea, and coffee, 
and butter, and milk, and beef, he had to work hard to 
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pay for them, and -vvlien he had worked hard he had 
to eat hard agam to repair the waste of his system — and 
so it was as broad as it was long, mdeed it was broader 
than it was long, for he was discontented and wasted 
his hfe into the bargam; and yet he had rated it as a 
gain m coimng to America, that here you could get tea, 
and coffee, and meat every day. But the only true 
Amenca is that country where you are at hberty to pur- 
sue such a mode of hfe as may enable you to do without 
these, and where the state does not endeavor to compel 
you to sustam the slavery and war and other super- 
fluous expenses which directly or induectly result from 
the use of such things For I purposely talked to him as 
if he were a philosopher, or desued to be one. I should 
be glad if all the meadows on the earth were left in 
a wild state, if that were the consequence of men s be- 
gmmng to redeem themselves. A man will not need to 
study history to find out what is best for his own culture. 
But alasi the culture of an Irishman is an enterpnse to 
be undertaken with a sort of moral bog hoe. I told him, 
that as he worked so hard at boggmg, he required thick 
boots and stout clothmg, which yet were soon soiled and 
worn out, but I wore hght shoes and thin clothmg, 
which cost not half so much, though he might think 
that I was dressed like a gentleman, which, however, 
was not the case, and m an hour or two, without labor, 
but as a recreation, I could, if I wished, catch as many 
fish as I should want for two days, or earn enough 
money to support me a week. If he and his family 
‘would hve simply, they might all go a-huckleberrymg 
in the summer for their amusement John heaved a sigh 
at this, ahd his wife stared with arms akimbo, and both 
appeared to be wondermg if they had capital enough 
to begin such a course with, or anthmetic enough to 
carry it through. It was sailing by dead reckonmg to 
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them, and they saw not clearly how to make their port 
so, therefore I suppose they still take life bravely, ^ter 
their fashion, face to face, giving it tooth and nail, not 
havmg skill to spht its massive columns with any fine 
entermg wedge, and rout it in detail; thinking to deal 
with it roughly, as one should handle a thistle. But they 
fight at an overwhehmng disadvantage — living, John 
Field, alasl without arithmetic, and failing so. 

“Do you ever fish?” I asked. “Oh, yes, I catch a mess 
now and then when I am lymg by; good perch I catch.” 
“What’s your .bait?” “I catch sluners with fishworms, 
and bait the perch with them.” *Tou’d better go now, 
John,” said his wife, with ghstemng and hopeful face; 
but John demurred. 

The shower was now over, and a rainbow above the 
eastern woods promised a fair evemng, so I took my 
departure. When I had got without I asked for a dish, 
hopmg to get a sight of the well bottom, to complete 
my survey of the premises, but there, alasl are shallows 
and qmcksands, and rope broken withal, and bucket 
irrecoverable. Meanwhile the right culmary vessel was 
selected, water was seemmgly istilled, and after con- 
sultation and long delay passed out to the thirsty one — 
not yet suffered to cool, not yet to settle. Such gruel 
sustains life here, I thought; so, shuttmg my eyes, and 
excludmg the motes by a skillfully Erected imder- 
current, I drank to genmne hospitahty the heartiest 
draught 1 could, I am not squeamish m such cases when 
manners are concerned. 

As I was leavmg the Irishman’s roof after the rain, 
bendmg my steps agam to the pond, my haste to catch 
pickerel, wadmg in retired meadows, in sloughs and 
bogholes, m forlorn and savage places, appeared for 
an instant trivial to me who had been sent to school 
and college, but as I ran down the lull toward the 
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reddening west, with the rambow over my shoulder, 
and some famt tmkhng sounds home to my ear through 
the cleansed air, from I know not what quarter, my 
Good Genius seemed to say. Go fish and hunt far and 
wide day by day — ^farther and wider — and rest thee by 
many brooks and hearthsides without misgiving. Re- 
member thy Creator m the days of thy youth. Rise free 
from care before the dawn, and seek adventures. Let 
the noon find thee by other lakes, and the mght over- 
take thee everywhere at home. There are no larger fields 
than these, no worthier games than may here be played. 
Grow wild accordmg to thy nature, like these sedges 
and brakes, which will never become Enghsh hay. Let 
the thunder rumble, what if it threaten nun to farmers’ 
crops? that is not its errand to thee. Take shelter under 
the cloud, while they flee to carts and sheds Let not 
to get a hving be thy trade, but thy sport. En)oy the 
land, but own it not. Through want of enterprise and 
faith men are where they are, buying and selling, and 
spendmg their hves like serfs. 

O Baker Farml 

“Landscape where tibe nchest element 
Is a httle sunshme innocent ” 

“No one runs to revel 
On thy rail-fenced lea.” 

“Debate ivith no man hast thou, 

"With queshons art never perplexed. 

As tame at the first sight as now. 

In thy plain russet gabardme dressed ” 

“Come ye who love. 

And ye who hate. 

Children of the Holy Dove, 

And Guy Faux of the state. 

And hang conspiracies 

From die tough rafters of tlie trees!” 
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Men come tamely home at night only from the next 
field or street, where their household echoes haunt, and 
their life pines because it breathes its own breath over 
again, tlieir shadows morning and evemng reach farther 
than their daily steps. We should come home from far, 
from adventures, and penis, and discovenes every day, 
with new expenence and character. 

Before I had reached tlie pond some fresh impulse 
had brought out John Field, witli altered mind, letting 
go “bogging” ere tins sunset. But he, poor man, dis- 
turbed only a couple of fins while I was catching a fair 
string, and he said it was his luck, but when we changed 
seats in the boat luck changed seats too. Poor John Fieldl 
I trust he does not read tins, unless he will improve by it 
— ^tlnnkmg to hve by some denvative old country mode 
in this primitive new country — to catch perch with 
shiners It is good bait sometimes, I allow. Widi his hori- 
zon all Ins ovra, yet he a poor man, bom to be poor, with 
his mhented Insh poverty or poor hfe, his Adam's grand- 
mother and boggy ways, not to rise in this world, he nor 
his posterity, till their wading webbed bog-trotting feet 
get talaria to their heels. 

HIGHER HAWS 

As I came home tlirough die woods with my string of 
fish, trailmg my pole, it being now qmte dark, I caught 
a glimpse of a woodchuck steahng across my path, and 
felt a strange thrill of savage dehght, and was strongly 
tempted to seize and devour him raw, not that I was 
hungry then, except for diat ^vlldness which he repre- 
sented Once or twice, however, while I hved at die 
pond, I found myself rangmg the woods, hke a half- 
starved hoimd. With a strange abandonment, seeking 
some kmd of vemson which I might devour, and no 
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morsel could have been too savage for me. The wildest 
scenes had become unaccountably famihar. I found m 
myself, and still find, an msbnct toward a higher, or, as 
it is named, spintual life, as do most men, and another 
toward a pnmitive rank and savage one, and I rever- 
ence them both. I love the wild not less than the good. 
The wildness and adventure that are m fishing stiU 
recommended it to me. I hke sometimes to take rank 
hold on hfe and spend my day more as the animals do. 
Perhaps I have owed to tins employment and to hunt- 
ing, when qmte young, my closest acquamtance with 
Nature. They early introduce us to and detain us m 
scenery with which otherwise, at that age, we should 
have httle acquaintance. Fishermen, hunters, wood- 
choppers, and others, spending theu hves in the fields 
and woods, m a pecuhar sense a part of Nature them- 
selves, are often m a more favorable mood for observing 
her, m the intervals of their pursuits, than philosophers 
or poets even, who approach her with expectation She 
is not afraid to exhibit herself to them. The traveler on 
the prame is naturally a hunter, on the headwaters of 
the Missouri and Columbia a trapper, and at the Falls 
of St. Mary a fisherman. He who is only a traveler learns 
thmgs at second-hand and by the halves, and is poor 
authority. We are most mterested when science reports 
what those men already know practically or mstmc- 
tively, for that alone is a true humanity, or account of 
human experience. 

They mistake who assert that the Yankee has few 
amusements, because he has not so many pubhc hoh- 
days, and men and boys do not play so many games as 
they do m England, for here the more primitive but 
sohtary amusements of hunting, fishing, and the like 
have not yet given place to the former. Almost every 
New England boy among my contemporaries shoul- 
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dered a fowling piece between the ages of ten and 
fourteen, and his hunting and fishing grounds were not 
limited, like the preserves of an English nobleman, but 
were more boundless even than those of a savage. No 
wonder, then, that he did not oftener stay to play on 
the common. But already a change is talong place, 
owmg not to an increased humanity but to an increased 
scarcity of game, for perhaps the hunter is the greatest 
fnend of the animals hunted, not excepting the Humane 
Society. 

Moreover, when at the pond, I wished sometimes to 
add fish to my fare for vanety, I have actually fished 
from the same kind of necessity that the first fishers did. 
Whatever humamty I might conjure up agamst it was 
all factitious, and concerned my philosophy more than 
my feelmgs. I speak of fishing only now, for I had long 
felt differently about fowhng, and sold my gun before 
I went to the woods. Not that I am less humane than 
others, but I did not perceive that my feehngs were 
much affected I did not pity the fishes nor the worms. 
This was habit. As for fowhng, during the last years 
that I earned a gun my excuse was that I was studying 
ornithology, and sought only new or rare birds. But I 
confess that I' am now mclined to think that there is 
a finer way of studying ornithology than this. It re- 
quires so much closer attention to the habits of the birds, 
that, if for that reason only, I have been wilhng to omit 
the gun Yet notwithstanding the objection on the score 
of humamty, I am compelled to doubt if equally valu- 
able sports are ever substituted for these, arid when 
some of my fnends have asked me anxiously about their 
boys, whether they should let them hunt, I have an- 
swered, yes — ^remembenng tliat it was one of die best 
parts of my education — make them hunters, though 
sportsmen only at first, if possible, mighty hunters at 
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last, so that they shall not find game large enough for 
them in this or any vegetable wilderness hun ers a 
well as fishers of men. Thus far I am of the opmion of 
Chaucer’s nun, who 

«yave not of the text a pulled hen^ 

That saith that hunters ben not holy men. 

Hiere is a penod m the history of the mdividuf. as of 
the race. wLn the hunters are the ^est ^ 

Algonquins caUed them. We cannot but pity the boy 
who has never fired a gun, he is no more umane, w 
his education has been sadly neglected. This was my 
answer with respect to those youths who were bent 
this pursmt, trustmg that they would soon 0"^°® » 

No hUane bemg, past the *0“gMess age of boyhood, 
will wantonly murder any creature, which holds its me 
by the same tenure that he does. The hme m its 
tremity cnes hhe a child. I warn you. mothers, that my 
sympathies do not always make the usual phil-anthropio 

distinctions. 

Such IS oftenest the young man’s introduction 
forest, and the most ongmal part of himself. He g 
thither at first as a hunter and fisher, until at lasL 
has the seeds of a better life in him, he distmgms es 
proper obiects, as a poet or naturahst it may e, an 
leaves the gun and fish-pole behmd. The mass o me 
are still and always young m this respect. In 
tries a hunting parson is no uncommon sig t. uc 
one might make a good shepherd s dog, but is ar om 
bemg the Good Shepherd I have been surprise to con 
sider that the only obvious employment, except woo 
choppmg, ice-cutting, or the hke busmess, whic ever 
to my knowledge detamed at Walden Pond for aw o e 
half day any of my fellow citizens, whether fathers or 
children of the town, with just one exception, was s 
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, mg. Commonly they did not tliink that dicy were luchy, 
or well paid for their time, unless tliey got a long string 
of fish, though tliey had tlie opportunity of seeing the 
pond all the while. They might go there a thousand 
times before the sediment of fishing would sink to the 
bottom and leave their purpose pure; but no doubt 
such a clarifymg process would be going on all the 
while. The governor and his council faintly remember 
the pond, for they went a-fishmg there when tliey were 
boys, but now diey are too old and dignified to go 
a-fishmg, and so they know it no more forever. Yet even 
they expect to go to heaven at last. If the legislature 
regards it, it is cluefly to regulate the number of hooks 
to be used there, but they know nothing about the hook 
of hooks with winch to angle for tlie pond itself, im- 
pahng the legislature for a bait. Thus, even in civilized 
commumties, the embryo man passes tlirough the hun- 
ter stage of development 

I have found repeatedly, of late years, that I cannot 
fish without falhng a httle m self-respect. I have tned it 
agam and agam. I have skill at it and, hke many of my 
fellows, a certam instinct for it, which revives from 
time to time, but always when I have done I feel that 
it would have been better if I had not fished. I think 
that I do not mistake It is a faint intimation, yet so are 
the first streaks of mommg. There is unquestionably 
this mstmct m me which belongs to the lower orders of 
creation; yet with every year I am less a fisherman, 
though without more humamty or even wisdom; at 
present I am no fisherman at all. But I see that if I were 
to hve m a wilderness I should agam be tempted to 
become a fisher and hunter m earnest. Beside, there is 
somethmg essentially unclean about this diet and all 
flesh, and I began to see where housework commences, 
and whence the endeavor, tvhich costs so much, to wear 
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a tidy and respectable appearance eacb day, to keep the 
house sweet and free from all ill odors and sights. Hav- 
ing been my own butcher and scuUion and cook, as well 
as the gendeman for whom the dishes were served up, 
I can speak from an -unusually complete experience. 
The practical objection to animal food in my case was 
its uncleanness, and besides, when I had caught and 
cleaned and cooked and eaten my fish, they seemed 
not to have fed me essentially. It was msigmficant and 
unnecessary, and cost more than it came to. A htde 
bread or a few potatoes would have done as well, witb 
less trouble and filth Like many of my contemporaries, 
I had rarely for many years used animal food, or tea, 
or coffee, etc.; not so much because of any lU effects 
which I had traced to them, as because they were not 
agreeable to my imagmahon. The repugnance to animal 
food is not the effect of experience, but is an instmct 
It appeared more beautiful to hve low and fare hard in 
many respects; and though I never did so, I went far 
enough to please my imagination. I beheve that every 
man who has ever been earnest to preserve his higher 
or poetic faculties m the best condition has been par- 
ticularly mchned to abstam from animal food, and from 
much food of any land. It is a significant fact, stated by 
entomologists, I find it in Rirby and Spence, that "some 
msects m their perfect state, though furmshed with 
organs of feedmg, make no use of them”; and they lay 
It down as "a general rule, that almost all msects m this 
state eat much less than m that of larvae. The voracious 
caterpillar when transformed mto a butterfly . . . and 
the gluttonous maggot when become a flyj” content 
■themselves -with a drop or two of honey or some other 
sweet hqmd. The abdomen imder the wmgs of the but- 
terfly stiU represents the larva. This is the tidbit which 
tempts his insectivorous fate. The gross feeder is a man 
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in the larva state, and there are whole nations in that 
condition, nations without fancy or imagination, whose 
vast abdomens betray them. 

It is hard to provide and cook so simple and clean a 
diet as will not offend the imagmation, but this, I think, 
is to be fed when we feed the body, they should both 
sit down at the same table. Yet perhaps this may be 
done. The fruits eaten temperately need not make us 
ashamed of our appetites, nor mterrupt the worthiest 
pursmts But put an extra condiment into your dish, 
and it will poison you. It is not worth the while to live 
by rich cookery. Most men would feel shame if caught 
preparmg with their own hands precisely such a dinner, 
whether of animal or vegetable food, as is every day 
prepared for them by others. Yet till this is otherwise we 
are not civihzed, and, if gentlemen and ladies, are not 
true men and women. This certainly suggests what 
change is to be made. It may be vam to ask why the 
imagmation will not be reconciled to flesh and fat. I 
am satisfied that it is not. Is it not a reproach that man 
is a carnivorous animal? True, he can and does hve, 
in a great measure, by preymg on other animals, but 
this is a miserable way — as anyone who will go to 
snarmg rabbits, or slaughtermg lambs, may learn — ^and 
he will be regarded as a benefactor of his race who shall 
teach man to confine himself to a more innocent and 
wholesome dieL Whatever my own practice may be, I 
have no doubt that it is a part of the destiny of the 
human race, m its gradual improvement, to leave off 
eating animals, as surely as the savage tribes have left 
off eating each other when they came in contact with 
the more civilized. 

If one hstens to the faintest but constant suggestions 
of his gemus, which are certainly true, he sees not to 
what extremes, or even insamty, it may lead him, and 
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yet that way, as he grows more resolute and faithful, 
his road hes. The faintest assured objection which one 
healthy man feels will at length prevail over the argu- 
ments and customs of mankmd. No man ever followed 
his genius till it misled him. Though the result were 
bodily weakness, yet perhaps no one can say that the 
consequences were to be regretted, for these were a 
life m conformity to higher principles. If the day and 
the mght are such that you greet them with joy, and 
life emits a fragrance hke flowers and sweet-scented 
herbs, is more elastic, more starry, more immortal — that 
is your success. All nature is your congratulation, and 
you have cause momentanly to bless yourself. The 
greatest gams and values are farthest from being ap- 
preciated. We easily come to doubt if they exist We 
soon forget them. They are the highest reality Perhaps 
the facts most astouning and most real are never com- 
municated by man to man. The true harvest of my daily 
life is somewhat as intangible and indescribable as the 
tmts of mommg or evemng It is a httle stardust caught, 
a segment of &e rambow which I have clutched. 

Yet, for my part, I was never unusually squeamish, 
I could sometimes eat a fried rat with a good rehsh, if 
it were necessary. I am glad to have drunk water so 
long, for the same reason that I prefer the natural sky 
to an opium-eater’s heaven. I would fam keep sober 
always, and there are infinite degrees of drunkenness. 
I beheve that water is the only dnnk for a wise man; 
wme IS not so noble a hquor, and think of dashmg the 
hopes of a mormng with a cup of warm coffee, or of an 
evemng with a dish of teal Ah, how low I fall when I 
am tempted by theml Even music may be mtoxicatmg. 
Such apparently shght causes destroyed Greece and 
Rome, and will destroy England and America Of all 
ebriosity, who does not prefer to be mtoxicated by the 
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air he breatlies? I have found it to be the most serious 
objection to coarse labors long continued, that they 
compelled me to eat and drmk coarsely also. But to tell 
die truth, I find myself at present somewhat less particu- 
lar m tliese respects I carry less rehgion to tlie table, ask 
no blessing, not because I am \wser than I was, but, I 
am obhged to confess, because, however much it is to 
be regretted, widi years I have grown more coarse and 
indifferent. Perhaps tliese questions are entertained only 
in youih, as most beheve of poetry. My practice is "no- 
where,” my opimon is here. Neverdieless I am far from 
regarding myself as one of diose privileged ones to 
whom die Ved refers when it says, diat "he who has 
true faith m the Omnipresent Supreme Bemg may eat 
all diat exists,” diat is, is not bound to inquire what is 
his food, or who prepares it, and even m their case it 
IS to be observed, as a Hindu commentator has re- 
marked, diat the Vedant limits this privilege to "the 
time of distress.” 

Who has not sometimes derived an inexpressible sat- 
isfaction from his food in which appetite had no share? 
I have been thrilled to tiimk diat I owed a mental per- 
ception to die commonly gross sense of taste, that I 
have been inspired through the palate, that some berries 
which I had eaten on a hdlside had fed my gemus. "The 
soul not bemg mistress of herself,” says Thseng-tseu, 
"one looks, and one does not see; one hstens, and one 
does not hear; one eats, and one does not know the 
savor of food.” He who distingmshes the true savor of 
his food can never be a glutton, he who does not cannot 
be otherwise A puritan may go to his brown-bread crust 
wth as gross an appetite as ever an alderman to his 
turtie. Not diat food which enteretii into the moutii de- 
filedi a man, but die appetite widi which it is eaten. It 
is neither die quahty nor die quantity, but the devotion 
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to sensual savors, when that which is eaten is not a 
viand to sustain our animal, or mspire our spintual lite, 
hut food for the worms that possess us. If the hunter 
has a taste for mud-turtles, musbrats, and other such 
savage tidbits, the fine lady mdulges a taste for jelly 
made of a calfs foot, or for sardmes from over Jh® sea, 
and they are even. He goes to the mill-pond, she to her 
preserve-pot. The wonder is how they, how you and 1, 
can hve this slimy beastly life, eatmg and dnnkmg. 

Our whole hfe is startlmgly morah There ^ never an 
instant’s truce between virtue and vice. Goodness is toe 
only investment that never fails. In the music o o 
harp which trembles round the world it is the msistmg 
on this which thrills us The harp is the trave g p^ 
terer for the Umverse’s Insurance Company, recom- 
mendmg its laws, and our htde goodness is a ® 
sessment that we pay. Though the youth at ^ ast grow 
indifferent, the laws of the umverse are not mditterent, 
but are forever on the side of the most sensitive, is en 
to every zephyr for some reproof, for it is sine y ere, 
and he is unfortunate who does not hear it. We canno 
touch a strmg or move a stop but the chamung 
transfixes us. Many an nksome noise, go a long way o , 
is heard as music, a proud sweet satire on the meanness 

of our fives. , 

We are conscious of an animal in us, which aw en 
in proportion as our higher nature slumbers. It is ^p e 
and sensual, and perhaps cannot be wholly expelle , e 
the worms which, even in life and health, occupy our 
bodies. Possibly we may withdraw from it, but never 
change its nature. I fear that it may enjoy a certam 
health of its own; that we may be well, yet not 
The other day I picked up the lower jaw of a hog, vw 
white and sound teeth and tusks, which suggeste a 
there was an animal health and vigor distmct from e 
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spintuaL This creature succeeded by other means than 
temperance and punty. “That in which men differ from 
brute beasts/’ says Mencius, “is a thmg very mconsider* 
able, the common herd lose it very soon; superior men 
preserve it carefully.” Who knows what sort of life 
would result if we had attained to punty? If I knew so 
wise a man as could teach me purity I would go to seek 
him forthwith. "A command over our passions, and over 
the external senses of the body, and good acts, are de- 
clared by the Ved to be mdispensable m the mind’s 
approximation to God.” Yet the spirit can for the time 
pervade and control every member and function of the 
body, and transmute what m form is the grossest sensu- 
ality mto punty and devotion. The generative energy, 
which, when we are loose, dissipates and makes us un- 
clean, when we are contment invigorates and inspues 
us Chastity is the flowering of man, and what are called 
Genius, Heroism, Hohness, and the hke, are but vanous 
frmts which succeed it Man flows at once to God when 
the channel of punty is open. By turns our punty m- 
spires and our impiuity casts us down. He is blessed 
who IS assured that the animal is dymg out in him day 
by day, and the divme bemg established. Perhaps there 
IS none but has cause for shame on account of the mfe- 
nor and brutish nature to which he is alhed I fear that 
we are such gods or demigods only as fauns and satyrs, 
the divme alhed to beasts, the creatures of appetite, and 
that, to some extent, our very life is our disgrace.—- 

“How happy ’s he who hath due place assigned 
To his beasts and disafforested his mind! 
**•••••• 

Can use his horse, goat, wolf, and ev’iy beast. 

And IS not ass himself to all the rest! 

Else man not only is the herd of swme. 

But he ’s those devils too which did inchne 
Them to a headlong rage, and made them worse.” 
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All sensuality is one, though it takes many forms, all 
punty IS one. It is the same whether a man eat, or dnnk, 
or cohabit, or sleep sensually. They are but one appetite, 
and we only need to see a person do any one of these 
thmgs to know how great a sensuahst he is. The impure 
can neither stand nor sit with punty. When the reptile 
is attacked at one mouth of his burrow, he shows him- 
self at another. If you would be chaste, you must be 
temperate. What is chastity? How shall a man know if 
he is chaste? He shall not know it. We have heard of this 
virtue, but we know not what it is. We speak conform- 
ably to the rumor which we have heard From exertion 
come Wisdom and punty, from sloth ignorance and sen- 
suahty. In the student sensuahty is a sluggish habit of 
mmd. An unclean person is umversally a slothful one, 
one who sits by a stove, whom the sun shmes on pros- 
trate, who reposes without bemg fatigued If you would 
avoid uncleanness, and all the sms, work earnestly, 
though it be at cleanmg a stable. Nature is hard to be 
overcome, but she must be overcome. What avails it 
that you are Chnstian, if you are not purer than the 
heathen, if you deny yourself no more, if you are not 
more religious? I Imow of many systems of rehgion 
esteemed heathemsh whose precepts fill the reader with 
shame, and provoke him to new endeavors, though it be 
to the performance of ntes merely. 

I hesitate to say these thmgs, but it is not because of 
the subject — ^I care not how obscene my words are — ^but 
because I cannot speak of them without betraymg my 
^purity. We discourse freely without shame of one 
form of sensuahty, and are silent about another. We are 
so degraded that we carmot speak simply of the neces- 
sary functions of human nature. In earher ages, m some 
countnes, every function was reverently spoken of and 
regulated by law. Nothing was too trivial for the Hindu 
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lawgiver, however offensive it may he to modem taste. 

He teaches how to eat, drink, cohabit, void excrement 

and urine, and the hke, elevating what is mean, and 

does not falsely excuse himself by calling these things 

trifles. 

Every man is die builder of a temple, called his body, 
to the god he worships, after a style purely his own, nor 
can he get off by hammering marble instead. We are all 
sculptors and pamters, and our material is our own flesh 
and blood and bones. Any nobleness begins at once to 
refine a man's features, any meanness or sensuahty to 
imbrute them. 

John Farmer sat at his door one September evening, 
after a hard day’s work, his mind still runmng on his 
labor more or less. Havmg bathed he sat down to re- 
create his intellectual man. It was a rather cool evening, 
and some of his neighbors were apprehending a frost. 
He had not attended to the tram of his thoughts long 
when he heard someone playmg on a flute, and that 
sound harmonized with his mood Still he thought of his 
work, but the burden of his thought was, that though 
this kept niniimg in his head, and he found himself 
plannmg and contnvmg it agamst his will, yet it con- 
cerned him very httle. It was no more than the scurf of 
his skm, which was constantly shuffled off. But the notes 
of the flute came home to his ears out of a different 
sphere from that he worked in, and suggested work for 
certain faculties which slumbered m 1^ They gently 
did away with the street, and the village, and the state 
in which he hved A voice said to him. Why do you stay 
here and hve this mean moihng life, when a glorious 
existence is possible for you? Those same stars twinkle 
over other fields than these. But how to come out of this 
condition and actually migrate thither? All that he could 
think of was to practice some new austerity, to let bis 
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mmd descend into his body and redeem it, and treat 
himself with ever increasmg respect. 

BRUTE NEIGHBORS 

Sometimes I had a compamon in my iBshmg, who 
came through the village to my house from the other 
side of town, and the catching of the dinner was as 
much a social exercise as the eatmg of it. 

Hermit I wonder what the world is domg now. I 
have not heard so much as a locust over the sweet fern 
these three hours. The pigeons are all asleep upon their 
roosts — ^no flutter from them. Was that a farmer’s noon 
horn which sounded from beyond the woods just now? 
The hands are coming in to boiled salt beef and cider 
and Indian bread. Why wfll men worry themselves so? 
He that does not eat need not work I wonder how much 
they have reaped Who would hve there where a body 
can never think for the harkmg of Bose? And O, the 
housekeepmgl to keep bright the devil’s doorknobs^’ 
and scour his tubs this bright dayl Better not keep a 
house. Say, some hollow tree, and then for mormng calls 
and dumer-partiesl Only a woodpecker tappmg. Oh, 
they swarm; the sun is too warm there, they are bom 
too far into life for me. I have water from the sprmg, 
and a loaf of brown bread on the shelf Harkl I hear a 
rustling of the leaves. Is it some lU-fed village hound 
yielding to the mstmct of the chase? or the lost pig 
which IS said to be in these woods, whose tracks I saw 
after the ram? It comes on apace, my sumachs and 
sweetbners tremble— Eh, Mr. Poet, is it you? How do 
you like the world today? 

Poet See those clouds, how they hang! That’s the 
greatest thmg I have seen today. There’s nothmg like it 
m old pamtings, nothmg like it m foreign lands — ^unless 
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sentences of Con-fut-see, they may fetch that state 
about agam. I know not whether it was the dumps or a 
buddmg ecstasy. Mem. There never is but one oppor- 
tumty of a kmd. 

Poet. How now, Hermit, is it too soon? I have got just 
thirteen whole ones, besides several which are imperfect 
or undersized, but they will do for the smaller fry, they 
do not cover up the hook so much Those village worms 
are qmte too large, a shmer may make a meal off one 

without findmg the skewer. 

Hermit Well, then, let’s be oflE. Shall we to the Con- 
cord? There’s good sport there if the water be not too 

high. 

Why do precisely these objects which we behold 
make a world? Why has man just these species of am- 
mals for his neighbors, as if nothmg but a mouse could 
have filled this crevice? I suspect that Pilpay & Co. have 
put animals to their best use, for they are all beasts o 
burden, m a sense, made to carry some portion of our 

thoughts. , 

The mice which haunted my house were not ® 
mon ones, which are said to have been introduce in o 
the country, but a wild native kmd not foun m s 
village. I sent one to a distmguished naturahst, an i 
interested him much When I was buildmg, one o ese 
had its nest underneath the house, and before I ha ai 
the second floor, and swept out the shavings, wo 
come out regularly at limch time and pick up the ^ 

at my feet. It probably had never seen a man be ore, 
and it soon became qmte famihar, and would run owr 
my shoes and up my clothes. It could readily ascend e 
sides of the room by short impulses, hke a sqmrre , 
which it resembled m its motions At length, as I leane 
with my elbow on the bench one day, it ran up my 
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clothes, and along my sleeve, and round and round the 
paper which held my dmner, while I kept the latter 
close, and dodged and played at bo-peep with it; and 
when at last I held still a piece of cheese between my 
thumb and finger, it came and mbbled it, sitting in my 
hand, and afterward cleaned its face and paws, like a 
fly, and walked away. 

A phoebe soon bmlt in my shed, and a robin for pro- 
tection in a pme which grew agamst the house. In June 
the partridge (Tetrao umhellus) which is so shy a bird, 
led her brood past my windows, from the woods in the 
rear to the front of my house, clucking and calhng to 
them hke a hen, and m all her behavior proving herself 
the hen of the woods. The young suddenly disperse on 
your approach, at a signal from the mother, as if a whirl- 
wmd had swept them away, and they so exactly resem- 
ble the dried leaves and twigs that many a traveler has 
placed his foot m the midst of a brood, and heard the 
whir of the old bird as she flew off, and her anxious calls 
and mewing, or seen her trail her wmgs to attract his 
attention, without suspectmg their neighborhood. The 
parent will sometimes roll and spm round before you m 
such a dishabille, that you cannot for a few moments 
detect what land of creature it is. The young squat still 
and flat, often runmng their heads under a leaf, and 
mmd only their mother^s directions given from a dis- 
tance, nor wiU your approach make them run again and 
betray themselves. You may even tread on them, or have 
your eyes on them for a nunute, without discovenng 
them. I have held them m my open hand at such a time, 
and still their only care, obedient to their mother and 
their mstmct, was to squat there without fear or trem- 
blmg. So perfect is this mstmct, that once, when I had 
laid them on the leaves agam, and one accidentally fell 
on its side, it was found with the rest in exactly the same 



BRUTE NEIGHBORS 473 

position ten minutes afterward. They are not callow hke 
the young of most buds, but more perfectly developed 
and precocious even than chickens. The remarkably 
adult yet innocent expression of theu open and serene 
eyes is very memorable. All mtelhgence seems reflected 
in them. They suggest not merely the purity of infancy, 
but a wisdom clarified by experience. Such an eye was 
not bom when the bud was, but is coeval with the sky 
at reflects. The woods do not yield another such a gem. 
The traveler does not often look mto such a hmpid well. 
The Ignorant or reckless sportsman often shoots the par- 
ent at such a tune, and leaves these innocents to fall a 
prey to some prowhng beast or bud, or gradually mmgle 
"With the decaymg leaves which they so much resemble. 
It is said that when hatched by a hen they will duectly 
disperse on some alarm, and so are lost, for they never 
hear the mother’s call which gathers them agam. These 
"Were my hens and chickens. 

It IS remarkable how many creatures hve wild and 
free though secret in the woods, and still sustam them- 
selves in the neighborhood of towns, suspected by hunt- 
ers only. How retued the otter manages to hve here! He 
grows to be four feet long, as big as a small boy, perhaps 
without any human bemg gettmg a glimpse of him. I 
formerly saw the raccoon in the woods behmd where 
my house is built, and piobably still heard theu whm- 
nermg at mght. Commonly I rested an hour or two m 
the shade at noon, after plantmg, and ate my lunch, and 
lead a htde by a sprmg which was the source of a 
swamp and of a brook, oozmg from under Blister’s Hill, 
half a mile from my field The approach to this was 
through a succession of descendmg grassy hollows, full 
of young pitch pmes, mto a larger wood about the 
swamp. There, m a very secluded and shaded spot, un- 
der a spreading white pme, there was yet a clean firm 
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sward to sit on. I had dug out the spring and made a 
well of clear gray water, where I could dip up a pailful 
without roihng it, and thither I went for this purpose 
almost every day in mid-summer, when the pond was 
warmest. Thither too the woodcock led her brood, to 
probe the mud for worms, flymg but a foot above them 
down the bank, while they ran in a troop beneath, but 
at last, spymg me, she would leave her young and circle 
round and round me, nearer and nearer tiU within four 
or five feet, pretending broken wmgs and legs, to attract 
my attention, and get off her young, who would already 
have taken up then march, with famt wiry peep, smgle 
file through the swamp, as she directed Or I heard the 
peep of the young when I could not see the parent bird. 
There too the turtle-doves sat over the sprmg, or flut- 
tered from bough to bough of the soft white pmes over 
my head, or the red squirrel, coursmg down the nearest 
bough, was particularly faimhar and mqmsibve. You 
only need sit still long enough in some attractive spot 
in the woods that all its inhabitants may exhibit them- 
selves to you by turns. 

I was witness to events of a less peaceful character. 
One day when I went out to my wood pde, or rather my 
pile of stumps, I observed two large ants, the one red, 
the other much larger, nearly half an mch long, and 
black, fiercely contending with one another. Havmg 
once got hold they never let go, but struggled and wres- 
tled and rolled on the chips incessantly. Lookmg farther, 
I was surprised to find that the chips were covered with 
such combatants, that it was not a duellum, but a hel- 
lurriy a war between two races of ants, the red always 
pitted against the black, and frequently two red ones to 
one black The legions of these Myrmidons covered all 
the hills and vales m my wood-yard, and the ground was 
already strewn with the dead and dymg, both red and 
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black. It was the only battle which I have ever vnt- 
nessed, the only battlefield I ever trod while the batUe 
was raging; internecine war, the red repubhcans on the 
one hand, and the black impenahsts on the other. On 
every side they were engaged in deadly comba^ yet 
without any noise that I could hear, and human soldiers 
never fought so resolutely. I watched a couple that were 
fast locked in each other’s embraees, m a htde sunny 
valley amid the chips, now at noonday prepared to fight 
till the sun went down, or hfe went out. The smaller red 
champion had fastened himself like a vice to his a ver 
sary’s front, and through aU the tumblmgs on that field 
never for an mstant ceased to gnaw at one of his feelers 
near the root, having already caused the ^o V 

the board, while the stionger black one dashe im 
from side to side, and, as I saw on lookmg nearer, had 
already divested him of several of his members ey 
fought with more pertinacity than bulldogs. Neimer 
manifested the least disposition to retreat. It was eviden 
that their battle-cry was Conquer or die. In the inean- 
while there came along a smgle red ant on the m si e o 
this valley, evidently full of excitement, who either had 
despatched his foe, or had not yet taken part in e a 
tie, probably tlie latter, for he had lost none of his m s, 
whose mother had charged him to return with his s le 
or upon it. Or perchance he was some Achilles, who a 
nourished Ins wrath apart, and had now come to av^ge 
or rescue his Patroclus. He saw this unequal combat 
afar — ^fhr the blacks were nearly twice the size o e 
red — lie drew near with rapid pace till he stoo on 
his guard ^Vlthln half an mch of the combatants, ^ 
watchmg his opportumty, he sprang upon die ac' 
warrior, and commenced his operations near the roo o 
his right foreleg, leaving the foe to select among is 
owTi members, and so there were diree umtcd for e, 
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as if a new land of attraction had been invented which 
put all other locks and cements to shame. I should not 
have wondered by this time to find tliat they had their 
respective musical bands stationed on some eminent 
c^p, and playmg their national airs the while, to excite 
the slow and cheer the dying combatants. I was myself 
excited somewhat even as if they had been men. The 
more you think of it, the less the difference. And cer- 
t^y there is not the fight recorded m Concord history, 
at least,^ if m the history of America, tliat will bear a 
moments comparison with this, whetlier for the num- 
bers engaged m it, or for tlie patnobsm and heroism dis- 
p ayed. For numbers and for carnage it was an Aus- 
terhtz or Dresden. Concord Fightl Two lolled on the 
ptnots side, and Luther Blanchard woundedl Why 
here every ant was a Buttnck— “Fire! for God’s sake 
brel -—and thousands shared the fate of Davis and Hos- 
mer. There was not one hirelmg there. I have no doubt 
a it was a principle they fought for, as much as our 
^cestors, and not to avoid a three-penny tax on their 
e^ an e results of this battle will be as important 
and memorable to those whom it concerns as those of 
the battle of Bunker Hill, at least. 

I took up the chip on which the three I have particu- 
larly described were strugglmg, earned it into my house, 

A under a tumbler on my window sdl, in 

r er o the issue. Holdmg a microscope to the first- 

^ though he was assidu- 

^6 iiear foreleg of his enemy, having 
remaii^g feeler, his own breast was all tom 
what vitals he had there to the jaws of 
tnn fh f whose breastplate was apparently 

thp S ^ the dark carbides of 

could pyoT ^ -Tif ^ shone with ferocity such as war only 
could exczte. They struggled half an hour longer under 
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the tumbler, and when I looked again the black soldier 
had severed the heads of his foes from their bodies, and 
the still hvmg heads were hangmg on either side of him 
like ghastly trophies at his saddle-bow, stiU apparently 
as firmly fastened as ever, and he was endeavonng with 
feeble struggles, bemg without feelers and with only the 
remnant of a leg, and I know not how many other 
wounds, to divest himself of them, which at length, 
after half an hour more, he accomphshed I raised the 
glass, and he went off over the wmdow sill m that crip- 
pled state. Whether he finally survived that combat, 
and spent the remamder of his days m some Hotel des 
Invahdes, I do not know, but I thought that his mdustry 
would not be worth much thereafter. I never learned 
which party was victorious, nor the cause of the war; 
but I felt for the rest of that day as if I had had my feel- 
ings excited and harrowed by witnessing the straggle, 
the feroaty and carnage, of a human battle before my 
door. 

Kirby and Spence tell us that the battles of ants have 
long been celebrated and the date of them recorded, 
though they say that Huber is the only modem author 
who appears to have witnessed them. ^‘Aeneas Sylvius,’* 
say they, “after giving a very circumstantial account of 
one contested with great obstmacy by a great and small 
species on the trunk of a pear tree,” adds that “This 
action was fought in the pontificate of Eugemus the 
Fourth, m the presence of Nicholas Pistoriensis, an emi- 
nent lawyer, who related the whole history of the battle 
With the greatest fidehty.* A similar engagement be- 
tween great and small ants,is recorded by Olaus Mag*' 
nus, in which the small ones, bemg victonous, are said 
to have buned the bodies of their own soldiers, but left 
those of their giant enemies a prey to the birds. This 
event happened previou's to the ei^ulsion of the tyrant 
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Christiem the Second from Sweden.” The ba|tle which 
I witnessed took place m the Presidency of Polk, five 

years before the passage of Webster’s Fugitive-Slave 
Fill. ^ 

Many a village Bose, fit only to course a mud-turde 
in a victualing cellar, sported his heavy quarters in the 
woods, without the knowledge of his master, and mef- 
fectually smelled at old fox burrows and woodchucks’ 
holes, led perchance by some shght cur which nimbly 
threaded the wood, and might still inspire a natural 
terror m its denizens; now far behind his gmde, bark- 
ing like a canme bull toward some small squirrel which 
had treed itself for scrutmy, then, cantermg off, blend- 
ing the bushes vwth his weight, imagimng that he is on 
the track of some stray member of the jerbilla family. 
Once I was surprised to see a cat walkmg along the 
^ony shore of the pond, for they rarely wander so far 
from home. The surprise was mutual. Nevertheless the 
most domestic cat, which has lam on a rug all her days, 
appears qmte at home m the woods, and, by her sly and 
stealthy behawor, proves herself more native there than 
e regular inhabitants. Once, when benymg, I met 
W1& a cat with young kittens in the woods, qmte wild, 
^ ^ ^6 their mother, had their backs up and 

were fiercely spittmg at me. A few years before I Kved 
m the woods there was what was cafied a “wmged cat” 
m 01^ of the farmhouses m Lmcoln nearest the pond, 
IRAQ Sobers. When I called to see her in June, 

, s e was gone a-huntmg m the woods, as was her 
wcm ( am not sure whether it was a male or female, 
^ so use the more common pronoun), but her mistress 
told me that she came into the neighborhood a httle 

before, in April, and was finally taken 
m o eir house, that she was of a dark brownish-gray 
CO or, with a white spot on her throat, and white feet. 
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and had a large bushy tail Jike a fox, that in the winter 
the fur grew thick and flatted out along her sides, form- 
ing stops ten or twelve mches long by two and a half 
wide, and under her chin like a muff, the upper side 
loose, the under matted hke felt, and m the spnng these 
appendages dropped off. They gave me a pair of her 
"wmgs‘” which I keep still. There is no appearance of a 
membrane about them. Some thought it was part flying- 
squirrel or some other wild animal, which is not impos- 
sible, for, accordmg to naturahsts, prolific hybrids have 
been produced by the umon of die marten and domestic 
cat. would have been the right kind of cat for me 
to keep, if I had kept any, for why should not a poets 
cat be wmged as well as his horse? 

In the fall the loon {Colymbus glacialis) came, as 
usual, to moult and bathe m the pond, making tlie 
woods ring with his wild laughter before I had risen. 
At rumor of his arrival all the MiU-dam sportsmen are 
on the alert, in gigs and on foot, two by two and three 
by three, with patent nfleS and comcal balls and spy- 
glasses. They come rustlmg through the woods hke au- 
tumn leaves, at least ten men to one loon. Some station 
themselves on this side of the pond, some on that, for 
the poor ‘bird cannot be omnipresent, if he dive here he 
must come up there. But now the kmd October wmd 
rises, rustling the leaves and ripphng the surface of the 
water, so that no loon can be heard or seen, though his 
foes sweep the pond with spyglasses, and make the 
woods resound with their discharges. The waves gener- 
ously nse and dash angrily, takmg sides with all water- 
fowl, and our sportsmen must beat a retreat to town and 
shop and unfimshed jobs. But they were too often suc- 
cessful. When I went to get a pail of water early in the 
morning I frequently saw this stately bird sailing out of 
my cove within a few rods. If I endeavored to overtake 
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him m a boat, in order to see how he would maneuver, 
he would dive and be completely lost, so that I did not 
discover him again, sometimes, till the latter part of the 
day. But I was more than a match for him on the surface. 
He commonly went oflF m a ram. 

As I was paddling along the north shore one very 
calm October afternoon, for such days especially they 
settle onto the lakes, like the milkweed down, havmg 
looked m vain over the pond for a loon, suddenly one, 
saihng out from the shore toward the middle a few rods 
in front of me, set up his wild laugh and betrayed him- 
self. I pursued with a paddle and he dived, but when he 
came up I was nearer than before. He dived agam, but 
I miscalculated the direction he would take, and we 
were fifty rods apart when he came to the surface this 
time, for I had helped to widen the mterval, and agam 
he laughed long and loud, and with more reason than 
before. He maneuvered so cunmngly that I could not 
get withm half a dozen rods of him. Each tune, when 
he came to the surface, turmng his head this way and 
that, he coolly surveyed the water and the land, and ap- 
parently chose his course so that he might come up 
where there was the widest expense of water and at the 
greatest distance from the boat. It was surpnsing how 
qmckly he made up his mmd and put his resolve into 
execution. He led me at once to the widest part of the 
pond, and could not be driven from it. While he was 
thinkmg one thing m his brain, I was endeavormg to 
divme his thought m mine. It was a pretty game, played 
on the smooth surface of the pond, a man against a loon. 
Suddenly your adversary s checker disappears beneath 
the board, and the problem is to place yours nearest to 
where his will appear agam. Sometimes he would come 
up unexpectedly on the opposite side of me, havmg 
apparently passed directly under the boat. So long- 
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a beast puts his muzzle to the ground and deliberately 
howls. This was his loomng, perhaps the wildest sound 
that is ever heard here, making the woods rmg far and 
wide. I concluded that he laughed in dension of my 
efforts, confident of his own resources. Though the sl(y 
was by this time overcast, the pond was so smooth that 
I could see where he broke the surface when I did not 
hear him His white breast, the stillness of the air, and 
the smoothness of the water were all against him. At 
length, havmg come up fifty rods off, he uttered one of 
those prolonged howls, as if caUmg on the god of loons 
to aid him , and immediately there came a wmd from 
the east and nppled the surface, and filled the whole air 
with misty ram, and I was impressed as if it were the 
prayer of the loon answered, and his god was angry 
with me, and so I left him disappearmg far away on the 
tumultuous .surface. 

For hours, in fall days, I watched the ducks cun- 
nmgly tack and veer and hold the middle of the pond, 
far from the sportsman, tricks which they will have less 
need to practice m Louisiana bayous. V^en compelled 
to nse they would sometimes circle round and round 
and over the pond at a considerable height, from which 
they could easily see to other ponds and the river, hke 
black motes in the sky; and, when I thought they had 
gone off thither long smce, they would settle down by a 
slantmg flight of a quarter of a mile onto a distant part 
which was left free, but what beside safety they got by 
saihng m the middle of Walden 1 do not know, unless 
they love its water for the same* reason that I do. 


housewarming 

In October I went a-grapmg to the nver meadows, 
and loaded myself with clusters more precious for their 
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beauty and fragrance than for food There too I admired, 
though I did not gather, the cranberries, small waxen 
gems, pendants of the meadow grass, pearly and red, 
which the farmer plucks with an ugly rake, leaving the 
smooth meadow m a snarl, heedlessly measunng them 
by the bushel and the dollar only, and sells the spoils of 
the meads to Boston and New York, destmed to be 
jammed, to satisfy the tastes of lovers of Nature there. 
So butchers rake the tongues of bison out of the praine 
grass, regardless of the tom and droopmg plant. The 
barberry’s brilliant fruit was hkewise food for my eyes 
merely, but I collected a small store of wild apples for 
coddlmg, which the proprietor and travelers had over- 
looked When chestnuts were npe I laid up half a bushel 
for wmter. It was very excitmg at that season to roam 
the then boundless chestnut woods of Loncoln — they 
now sleep their long sleep under the railroad — ^with a 
bag on my shoulder, and a stick to open burrs with m 
my hand, for I did not always wait for the frost, amid 
the rustlmg of leaves and the loud reproofs of the red- 
squirrels and the jays, whose halE-consumed nuts I 
sometimes stole, for the burrs which they had selected 
were sure to contam sound ones. Occasionally I chmbed 
and shook the trees. They grew also behind my house, 
and one large tree, which almost overshadowed it, was, 
when m flower, a bouquet which scented the whole 
neighborhood, but the squirrels and the jays got most 
of its frmt, the last commg m flocks early m the mommg 
and picking the nuts out of the burrs before they fell. I 
rehnqmshed these trees to them and visited the more 
distant woods'composed wholly of chestnut These nuts, 
as far as they went, were a good substitute for bread. 
Many other substitutes nught, perhaps, be found Dig- 
gmg one day for fish-worms I discovered the groundnut 
{Apios tuberosa) on its strmg, the potato of the abong- 
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mes, a sort o£ fabulous fruit, which I had begun to doubt 
if I had ever dug and eaten in childhood, as I had told, 
and had not dreamed it. I had often since seen its cnm- 
pled red velvety blossom supported by the stems of 
other plants witliout knowmg it to be the same. Cultiva- 
tion has well-mgh extermmated it. It has a sweetish 
taste, much hke that of a frostbitten potato, and I found 
it better boded than roasted. This tuber seemed like 
a famt promise of Nature to rear her own chddren and 
feed them simply here at some future penod. In these 
days of fatted cattle and wavmg gramfields this humble 
root, which was once the totem of an Indian tnbe, is 
qmte forgotten, or known only by its flowering vme, but 
let wdd Nature reign here once more, and the tender 
and luxurious English grams wdl probably disappear 
before a mynad of foes, and 'svithout the care of man the 
crow may carry back even the last seed of com to the 
great cornfield of the Indian^s God m the southwest, 
whence he is said to have brought it, but the now almost 
extermmated groundnut will perhaps revive and flounsh 
in spite of frosts and wildness, prove itself indigenous, 
and resume its ancient importance and digmty as the 
diet of the hunter tnbe. Some Indian Ceres or Mmerva 
must have been the mventor and bestower of it, and 
when the reign of poetry commences here, its leaves 
and strmg of nuts may be represented on our works of 
art. 

Already, by the first of September, I had seen two or 
three small maples turned scarlet across the pond, be- 
neath where the white stems of three aspens diverged, 
at the pomt of a promontory, next the water. Ah, many 
a tale theif color toldl And gradually firom week to week 
the character of each tree came out, and it admired itself 
reflected m the smooth mirror of the lake. Each mom- 
mg the manager of this gallery substituted some new 
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picture, distinguished by more brilhant or harmomous 

colormg, for the old upon the walls. 

The wasps came by Aousands to my lodge m October, 
as to wmter quarters, and settled on my wmdows within 
and on the walls overhead, sometimes deterrmg visitors 
from entermg. Each mommg, when they were numbed 
with cold, a swept some of them out, but I (hd not 
trouble myself much to get nd of them, I even felt com- 
plimented by their regardmg my house as a desirable 
Sielter. They never molested me seriously, though they 
bedded with me, and they gradually disappeared, mto 
what crevices I do not know, avoidmg wmter and un- 
speakable cold. 

Like the wasps, before I finally went into wnter 
quarters in November, I used to resort to the northeast 
side of Walden, which the sun, reflected from the pitch- 
pme woods and the stony shore, made the fireside ot the 
pond. It is so much pleasanter and wholesomer to be 
warmed by the sun while you can be, than by an ar 
ficial fire. I thus warmed myself by the still-gloOTg 
embers which the summer, like a departed hunter, had 
left. 


When I came to build my chunney I studied masonry. 
My bncks bemg second-hand ones required to be c 
with a trowel, so that I learned more than usual ot the 
quahhes of bricks and trowels. The mortar on them was 
fifty years old, and was said to be still growmg har er, 
but this is one of those saymgs which men love to repeat 
whether they are true or not. Such saymgs themse ves 
grow harder and adhere more firmly -with age, an i 
would take many blows with a trowel to clean an o 
wiseacre of them. Many of the villages of Mesopotama 
are built of second-hand bricks of a very good qua ty, 
obtamed from the ruins of JBabylon, and the cement on 
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them is older and probably harder still. However that 
may be, I was struck by the pecuhar toughness of the 
steel which bore so many violent blows without bemg 
worn out. As my bricks had been m a chimney before, 
though I did not read the name of Nebuchajhiezzar on 
them, I picked out as many fireplace bricks as I could 
find, to save work and waste, and I filled the spaces be- 
tween the bricks about the fireplace with stones from 
the pond shore, and also made my mortar with the 
white sand from the same place. I hngered most about 
the fireplace, as the most vital part of the house. Indeed, 
I worked so dehberately, that though I commenced at 
the ground m the mommg, a course of bncks raised a 
few mches above the floor served for my pillow at mght; 
yet I did not get a stiff neck for it that I remember, my 
stiff neck is of older date. I took a poet to board for a 
fortmght about those times, which caused me to be put 
to it for room. He brought his own kmfe, though I had 
two, and we used to scour them by thrusting them mto 
the earth. He shared with me the labors of cookmg. I 
was pleased to see my work nsmg so square and sohd by 
degrees, and reflected, that, if it proceeded slowly, it 
was calculated to endure a long time. The chimney is to 
some extent an mdependent structure, st andin g on the 
ground, and nsmg ^ough the house to the heavens; 
even after the house is burned it still stands sometimes, 
and its importance and mdependence are apparent. This 
was toward the end of summer. It was now Noveinber. 

The north wmd had already begun to cool the pond, 
though it took many weeks of steady blowing to accom- 
plish it, it is so deep. When I began to have a fire at 
evemng, before I plastered my house, the chimney ear- 
ned smoke particularly weU, because of the numerous 
chinks between the boards. Yet I passed some cheerful 
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evenings in that cool and any apartment, sunoimded by 
the rough brown boards full of knots, and rafters with 
the bark on high overhead. My house never pleased my 
eye so much after it was plastered, though I was obhged 
to confess that it was more comfortable. Should not 
every apartment in which man dwells be lofty enough to 
create some obscurity overhead, where flickermg shad- 
ows may play at evemng about the rafters? These forms 
are more agreeable to the fancy and imagination than 
fresco pamtmgs or other the most expensive furmture. I 
now first began to inhabit my house, I may say, when I 
began to use it for warmth as well as shelter. I had got a 
couple of old firedogs to keep the wood from the hearth, 
and It did me good to'see the soot form on the back of 
the chimney which I ^ad bmlt, and I poked the fire with 
more nght and more satisfaction than usual. My dwell- 
ing was small, and I could hardly entertain an echo in 
it, but it seemed larger for bemg a single apartment and 
remote from neighbors. All the attractions of a house 
were concentrated in one room, it was kitchen, chamber, 
parlor, and keeping-room; and whatever satisfaction 
parent or child, master or servant, derive from livmg in 
a house, I enjoyed it all. Cato says, the master of a 
family (patremfamtlias) must have in his rustic viUa 
“cellam oleariam, vinanam, doha multa, uti luheat can- 
totem expectare, et rei, et virtuti, et gloriae eritr that is, 
“an oil and wme cellar, many casks, so that it may be 
pleasant to expect hard times, it will be for his advan- 
tage, and vrctue, and glory.” I had in my cellar a firkin 
of potatoes, about two quarts of peas with the weevil in 
them, and on my shelf a httle rice, a jug of molasses, and 
of rye and Indian meal a peck each. 

I sometimes dream of a larger and more populous 
house, standmg in a golden age, of enduring matenals, 
and without gingerbread worl^ which shall still consist 



488 WALDEN 

of only one room, a vast, rude, substantial, primitive 
ball, without ceilmg or plastermg, with bare raters and 
purlins supportmg a sort of lower heaven over one’s 
head— useful to keep off ram and snow, where the kmg 
and queen posts stand \ out to receive your homage, 
when you have done reverence to the prostrate Saturn 
of an older dynasty on steopmg over the sdl, a cavern- 
ous house, wherem you imist reach up a torch upon a 
pole to see the roof, where ^ome may hve m the fire- 
place, some in the recess of a wmdow, and some on 
settles, some at one end of the hall, some at another, and 
some aloft on rafters with the spiders, if they choose, a 
house which you have got mto when you have opened the 
outside door, and the ceremony is Wer, where the weary 
traveler may wash, and eat, and converse, and sleep, 
without further journey, such a shelter as you would be 
glad to reach m a tempestuous mght, contai nin g all the 
essentials of a house, and nothmg for housekeepmg; 
where you can see aU the treasures of the house at one 
■view, and everythmg hangs upon it^ peg that a man 
should use, at once kitchen, pantry,/ parlor, chamber, 
storehouse, and garret, where you ca i see so necessary 
a thmg as a barrel or a ladder, so cortvement a thing as 
a cupboard, and hear the pot boil, and pay your respects 
to the fire that cooks your dinn er, and the oven that 
bakes your bread, and the necessary furmture and uten- 
sils are the chief ornaments, where the washmg is not 
put out, nor the fire, nor the mistress, and perhaps you 
are sometimes requested to move from off the trap-door, 
when the cook would descend into the cellar, and so 
learn whether the ground is sohd or hollow beneath 
you without stampmg. A house whose mside is as open 
and manifest as a bird’s nest, and you cannot go in at 
the front door and out at the back without seemg some 
of its inhabitants, where to be a guest is to be presented 
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"With the freedom of the house, and not to be carefully 
excluded from seven eighths of it, shut up in a particular 
cell, and told to make yourself at home there — m soh- 
tary confinement. Nowadays the host does npt admit 
you to his hearth, but has got the mason to bmld one 
for yourself somewhere m his alley, and hospitahty is the 
art of keeping you at the greatest distance, lliere is 
as much secrecy about the co’okmg as if he had a design 
to poison you. I am aware that I have been on many a 
mans premises, and might have been legally ordered 
off, but I am not aware that I have been in many men’s 
houses. I might visit in my old clothes a king and queen 
who hved simply in such a house as I have described, 
if I were gomg their ivay, but badong out of a modem 
palace will be all that I shall desire to leam, if ever I 
am caught in one. 

It would seem as if the very language of our parlors 
would lose all its nerve and degenerate mto parlaver 
wholly, our hves pass at such remoteness from its sym- 
bols, and its metaphors and tropes are necessarily so far 
fetched, through shdes and dumbwaiters, as it were, in 
other words, the parlor is so far from the kitchen and 
workshop. The dinner even is only the parable of a 
dinner, commonly. As if only the savage dwelt near 
enough to Nature and Tmth to borrow a trope from 
them. How can the scholar, who dwells away in the 
Northwest Territory or the Isle of Man, tell what is par- 
hamentaiy in the ibtchen? 

However, only one or two of my guests were ever 
bold enough to stay and eat a hasty-puddmg with me; 
but when they saw that crisis approachmg they beat a 
hasty retreat rather, as if it would shake the house to 
its foundations. Nevertheless, it stood through a great 
many hasty-puddmgs. 

1 did not plaster tiH it was freezing weather. I brought 
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over some vi^hiter and cleaner sand for this purpose from 
the opposite shore of the pond m a boat, a sort of con- 
veyance which would have tempted me to go much far- 
ther if necessary. My house had m the meanwhile been 
shingled down to the ground on every side. In lathmg I 
was pleased to be able to send home each nail with a 
smgle blow of the hanAier, and it was my ambition to 
transfer the plaster from the board to the wall neatly 
and rapidly. I remembered Ae story of a conceited fel- 
low, who, m fine clothes, waXwont to lounge about the 
village once, givmg advice to Workmen. Venturmg one 
day to substitute deeds for wbrds, he turned up his 
cuffs, seized a plasterer’s board, pnd having loaded his 
trowel without mishap, with a c^pplacent look toward 
the lathmg overhead, made a bold) gesture thitherward; 
and straightway, to lus complete dpcomfiture, received 
the whole contents m his ruffled bosom I admired anew 
the economy and convemence of plastering, which so 
effectually shuts out the cold and takes a handsome 
finish, and I learned the various casumties to which the 
plasterer is hable I was surprised to see how thirsty the 
bricks were which drank up all the \ moisture m my 
plaster before I had smoothed it, and how many pail- 
fuls of water it takes to christen a new hearth I had the 
previous winter made a small quantity of hme by bum- 
mg the shells of the Unto fluviatths, which our nver af- 
fords, for the sake of the experiment, so that I knew 
wheie my matenals came from. I might have got good 
limestone within a mile or two and burned it myself, if 
I had cared to do so. 

The pond had m the meanwhile skimmed over in the 
shadiest and shallowest coves, some days or even weeks 
before the general freezing. The first ice is especially m- 
terestmg and perfect, bemg hard, dark, and transparent, 
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and affords the best opportunity that ever offers for ex- 
amining the bottom where it is shallow, for you can he 
at your length on ice only an inch thick, like a skater in- 
sect on the surface of the water, and study the bottom at 
your leisure, only two or three inches distant, hke a pic- 
ture behmd a glass, and the water is necessarily always 
smooth then. There are many furrows m the sand where 
some creature has traveled about and doubled on its 
tracks, and, for wrecks, it is strewn with the cases of 
caddis worms made of minute grains of white quartz. 
Perhaps these have creased it, for you find some of their 
cases m the furrows, though they are deep and broad for 
them to make. But the ice itself is the object of most in- 
terest, though you must improve the earhest oppor- 
tumty to study it. If you examme it closely the mormng 
after it freezes, you find that the greater part of the 
bubbles, which at first appeared to be withm it, are 
against its under surface, and that more are continually 
nsmg from the bottom, while the ice is as yet compara- 
tively sohd and dark, that is, you see the water throu^ 
it. These bubbles are from an eightieth to an eighth of 
an inch in diameter, veiy clear and beautiful, and you 
see your face reflected m them through the ice. There 
may be thirty or forty of them to a square mch. There 
are also already within the ice narrow oblong perpendic- 
ular bubbles about half an mch long, sharp cones with 
the apex upward, or oftener, if the ice is qmte fresh, 
mmute spherical bubbles one directly above another, 
like a string of beads. But these withm the ice are not so 
numerous nor obvious as those beneath. I sometimes 
used to cast on stones to try the strength of die ice, and 
those which broke through earned m air with them, 
which formed very large and conspicuous white bubbles 
beneath. One day when I came to the same place forty- 
eight hours afterward, I found that those large bubbles 



492 WALDEN 

were still perfect, though an inch more of ice had 
formed, as I could see distinctly by the seam in the edge 
of a cake. But as the last two days had been very warm, 
like an Indian summer, the ice was not now transparent, 
showing the dark green color of the water, and the bot- 
tom, but opaque and whitish or gray, and though twice 
as thick was hardly stronger than before, for the air bub- 
bles had greatly expanded under this heat and run to- 
gether, and lost their regularity; they were no longer 
one direcdy over another, but often hke silvery coins 
poured from a bag, one overlapping another, or in thin 
flakes, as if occupymg shght cleavages. The beauty of 
the ice was gone, and it was too late to study the bot- 
tom. Bemg curious to know what position my great 
bubbles occupied with regard to the new ice, I broke 
out a cake contammg a middling sized one, and turned 
it bottom upward. The new ice had formed around and 
under the bubble, so that it was included between the 
two ices. It was wholly m the lower ice, but close against 
the upper, and was flattish, or perhaps shghtly lenticu- 
lar, with a rounded edge, a quarter of an mch deep by 
four inches in diameter, and I was surprised to find that 
direcdy under the bubble the ice was melted with great 
regularity m the form of a saucer reversed, to the height 
of five eighths of an inch in the middle, leavmg a thm 
partition there between the water and the bubble, 
hardly an eighth of an inch thick, and in many places 
the small bubbles in this partition had burst out down- 
ward, and probably there was no ice at all under the 
largest bubbles, which were a foot in diameter. I m- 
ferred that the infinite number of mmute bubbles which 
I had first seen against the under surface of the ice were 
now frozen in likewise, and that each, in its degree, had 
operated hke a bummg-glass on the ice beneath to melt 
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and rot it. These are the htde air-guns which contribute 
to make the ice crack and whoop. 

At length the winter set in in good earnest, just as I had 
finished plastermg, and the wmd began to howl around 
the house as if it had not had permission to do so till 
then. Night after night the geese came lumbermg in in 
the dark with a clangor and a whistling of wings, even 
after the ground was covered with snow, some to ahght 
in Walden, and some flying low over the woods toward 
Fair Haven, bound for Mexico. Several times, when re- 
turning from the village at ten or eleven o^clock at mght, 
I heard the tread of a flock of geese, or else ducks, on 
the dry leaves in the woods by a pond-hole behmd my 
dweUing, where they had come up to feed, and the famt 
honk or quack of their leader as they hurried off. In 
1845 Walden froze entirely over for the first time on the 
night of the 22d of December, Fhnts* and other shal- 
lower ponds and the river having been frozen ten days 
or more; in *46, the 16th; in *49, about the 31st; and in 
*50, about the 27th of December; in *52, the 5th of Jan- 
uary, in *53, the 31st of December. The snow had al- 
ready covered the ground since the 25th of November, 
and surrounded me suddenly with the scenery of wmter. 
I withdrew yet farther mto my shell, and endeavored to 
keep a bnght fire both withm my house and within my 
breast. My employment out of doors now was to collect 
the dead wood m the forest, bringing it in my hands or 
on my shoulders, or sometimes trailing a dead pme tree 
imder each arm to my shed An old forest fence which 
had seen its best days was a great haul for me. I sacri- 
ficed it to Vulcan, for it was past serving the god Ter- 
minus. How much more interesting an event is that 
man*s supper who has just been forth m the snow to 



494 WALDEN 

hunt, nay, you nught say, steal, the fuel to cook it with! 
His bread and meat are sweet. There are enough fagots 
and waste wood of aU lands in the forests of most of our 
towns to support many fires, but which at present warm 
none, and, some think, hinder the growth of the young 
wood. There was also the driftwood of the pond. In the 
course of the summer I had discovered a raft of pitch- 
pme logs with the bark on, pmned together by the Insh 
when the railroad was bmlt. This I hauled up partly on 
the shore. After soaking two years and then lying high 
SIX months it was perfectly sound, though waterlogged 
past drying I amused myself one wmter day with shd- 
mg this piecemeal across the pond, nearly half a mile, 
skatmg behind with one end of a log fifteen feet long on 
my shoulder, and the other on the ice, or I tied seveial 
logs together vwth a birch withe, and then, with a longer 
buch or alder which had a hook at the end, dragged 
them across. Though completely waterlogged and al- 
most as heavy as lead, they not only burned long, but 
made a very hot fire, nay, I thought that they burned 
better for the soakmg, as if the pitch, bemg confined by 
the water, burned longer as m a lamp. 

Gilpm, m his account of the forest borderers of Eng- 
land, says that “the encroachments of trespassers, and 
the houses and fences thus raised on the borders of the 
forest,” were “considered as great nuisances by the old 
forest law, and were severely pumshed under the name 
of purprestures, as tendmg ad terrorem ferarum — fld 
nocumentum forestae, etc.,” to the fnghtemng of the 
game and the detriment of the forest. But I was in- 
terested m the preservation of the venison and the vert 
more than the hunters or woodchoppers, and as much as 
though I had been the Lord Warden himself, and if any 
part was burned, though I burned it myself by accident, 
I grieved with a gnef that lasted longer and was more 
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inconsolable than that of the propnetors, nay, I gneved 
when it was cut down by the propnetors themselves I 
would that our farmers when they cut down a forest felt 
some of that awe which the old Romans did when they 
came to thm, or let in the hght to, a consecrated grove 
{lucum conlucare)t that is, would beheve that it is 
sacred to some god. The Roman made an expiatory 
ofEering, and prayed. Whatever god or goddess thou art 
to whom this grove is sacred, be propitious to me, my 
family, and children, etc. 

It is remarkable what a value is still put on upon 
wood even in this age and in this new country, a value 
more permanent and umversal than that of gold. After 
all our discovenes and mventions no man will go by a 
pile of wood. It is as precious to us as it was to our Saxon 
and Norman ancestors. If they made then bows of it, 
we make our gun stocks of it. Michaux, more than thirty 
years ago, says that the price of wood for fuel in New 
York and Philadelphia ‘‘nearly equals, and sometimes 
exceeds, that of the best wood in Paris, though this im- 
mense capital annually requires more than three hun- 
dred thousand cords, and is surrounded to the distance 
of three hundred iniles by cultivated plains. In this 
town the price of wood rises almost steadily, and the 
only question is, how much higher it is to be this year 
than it was the last Mechamcs and tradesmen who 
come in person to the forest on no other errand, are sure 
to attend the wood auction, and even pay a high price 
for the privilege of gleanmg after the woodchopper. It 
is now many years that men have resorted to the forest 
for fuel and the materials of the arts: the New Eng- 
lander and the New Hollander, the Parisian and the 
Celt, the farmer and Robinhood, Goody Blake and 
Harry Gill, m most parts of the world the prmce and 
the peasant, the scholar and the savage, equ^y requue 
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still a few sticks from the forest to warm them and cook 

their food. Neither could I do without them. 

Every man looks at his wood pde with a kind of affec- 
tion. X loved to have mme before my wmdow, and the 
more chips the better to remind me of my pleasmg 
work. I had an old axe which nobody claimed, with 
which by spells m wmter days, on the suimy side of the 
house, I played about the stumps which I had got out of 
my beanfield. As my dnver prophesied when I was 
ploughing, they warmed me twice — once while I was 
sphttmg them, and agam when they were on the fire, so 
that no fuel could give out more heat. As for the axe, I 
was advised to get the village blacksmith to “jump” it; 
but I jumped him, and, puttmg a hickory helve from 
the woods mto it, made it do. H it was dull, it was at 
least hung true. 

A few pieces of fat pine were a great treasure. It is 
interestmg to remember how much of this food for fire 
is still concealed m the bowels of the earth. In previous 
years I had often gone “prospecting” over some bare 
hill side, where a pitch-pme wood had formerly stood, 
and got out the fat pme roots. They are almost mde- 
structible. Stumps thirty or forty years old, at least, will 
still be sound at the core, though the sapwood has all 
become vegetable mould, as appears by the scales of 
the thick bark forrumg a rmg level with the earth four 
or five mches distant from the heart. With axe and- 
shovel you explore this mine, and follow the marrowy 
store, yellow as beef tallow, or as if you had struck on a 
vem of gold, deep mto the earth. But commonly I kin- 
dled my fire with the dry leaves of the forest, which 
I had stored up m my shed before the snow came. 
Green hickory finely spht makes the woodchopperS 
k m d l i n gs, when he has a camp m the woods. Once m a 
while I got a httle of this. When the villagers were hght- 
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3ng their fires beyond the horizon, I too gave notice to 
the various wild inhabitants o£ Walden vale, by a smol^ 
streamer from my chimney, that I was awake. 

Light-winged Smoke, Icanan bird, 

Meltmg thy pinions m thy upward flight, 

Lark without song, and messenger of dawn, 

Circhng above the hamlets as thy nest. 

Or else, departing dream, and shadowy form 
Of midnight vision, gathermg up thy skirts; 

By mght star-veihng, and by day 
Darkenmg the hght and blottmg out the sun; 

Go thou my mcense upward from this hearth. 

And ask the gods to pardon this clear flame. 

Hard green wood just cut, though I used but little of 
that, answered my purpose better than any other, I 
sometimes left a good fire when I went to take a walk m 
a winter afternoon; and when I returned, three or four 
hours afterward, it would be still ahve and glowmg. My 
house was not empty though I was gone. It was as if I 
had left a cheerful housekeeper behmd. It was I and 
Fire that Kved there; and commonly my housekeeper 
proved trustworthy. One day, however, as I was spht- 
ting wood, I thought that I would just look in at the 
wmdow and see if the house was not on fire; it was the 
only time I remember to have been particularly anxious 
on this score; so I looked and saw that a spark had 
caught my bed, and I went in and extinguished it when 
it had burned a place as big as my hand. But my house 
occupied so sunny and sheltered a position, and its roof 
was so low, that I could afford to let the &e go out in 
the middle of almost any .winter day. 

The moles nested m my cellar, mbbhng every third 
potato, and makmg a snug bed even there of some hair 
left after plastermg and of brown paper, for even the 
"wildest animals love comfort and warmth as well as 
man, and they survive the wmter only because they are 
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so careful to secure them. Some of my friends spoke as 
if I was commg to the woods on purpose to freeze my- 
self The animal merely makes a bed, which he warms 
with his body, m a sheltered place, but man, havmg 
discovered fire, boxes up some air in a spacious apart- 
ment, and warms that, mstead of robbmg' himself, 
makes that his bed, m which he can move about di- 
vested of more cumbrous clo thin g, mamtam a kmd of 
su mm er in the midst of wmter, and by means of wm- 
dows even admit the hght, and with a lamp lengthen 
out the day. Thus he goes a step or two beyond instmct, 
and saves a htde time for the fine arts. Though, when 
I had been exposed to the rudest blasts a long time, my 
whole body began to grow torpid, when I reached the 
gemal atmosphere of my house I soon recovered my 
faculties and prolonged my hfe. But the most luxun- 
ously housed has httle to boast of m this respect, nor 
need we trouble ourselves to speculate how the human 
race may be at last destroyed. It would be easy to cut 
their threads any time with a httle sharper blast from 
the north We go on datmg from Cold Fndays and 
Great Snows, but a httle colder Friday, or greater snow, 
would put a penod to man’s existence on the globe. 

The next wmter I used a small cookmg stove for econ- 
omy, smce I did not own the forest, but it did not keep 
fire so well as the open fireplace. Cookmg was then, for 
the most part, no longer a poetic, but merely a chemic 
process. It will soon be forgott^i, in these days of 
stoves, that we used to roast potatoes in the ashes, after 
the Indian fashion. The stove not only took up room 
and scented the house, but it concealed the fire, and I 
felt as if I had lost a compamon. You can always see a 
face m the fire. The laborer, lookmg mto it at evenmg, 
purifies his thoughts of the dross and earthmess which 
they have accumulated durmg the day. But I could no 
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longer sit and look into the fire, and the pertinent words 
of a poet recurred to me with new force. 

“Never, bnght flame, may be demed to me 
Thy dear. Me imagmg, close sympathy. 

What but my hopes shot upward e’er so bnght? 

What but my fortunes sunk so low m mght? 

Why art thou banished from our hearth and hall. 

Thou who art welcomed and beloved by all? 

Was thy existence then too fanciful 

For our life’s common hght, who are so dull? 

Did thy bnght gleam mystenous converse hold 
With our congenial souls? secrets too bold? 

Well, we are safe and strong, for now we sit 
Beside a hearth where no dim shadows flit. 

Where nothmg cheers nor saddens, but a fire 
Warms feet and hands — nor does to more aspue, 

By whose compact utihtanan heap 
The present may sit down and go to sleep. 

Nor fear the ghosts who from the dun past walked, 

And with us by the unequal hght of the old wood fin> 
talked.” 


FORMER inhabitants; AND WINTER VISITORS 

I weathered some merry snowstorms, and spent some 
cheerful wmter evemngs by my fireside, while the snow 
whirled wildly without, and even the hootmg of the 
owl was hushed. For many weeks I met no one m my 
walks but those who came occasionally to cut wood and 
sled it to the village. The elements, however, abetted 
me in makmg a path through the deepest snow m the 
woods, for when I had once gone through, the wmd 
blew the oak leaves mto my tracks, where they lodged, 
and by absorbmg the rays of the sun melted the snow, 
and so not only made a diy bed for my feet, but in the 
night their dark hne was my guide. For human society 
I was obhged to conjure up the former occupants of 
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these woods. Within the memory of many of my towns- 
men the road near which my house stands resounded 
with the laugh and gossip of inhabitants, and the 
woods which border it were notched and dotted here 
and there with their httle gardens and dwellings, though 
it was then much more shut m by the forest than now. 
In some places, withm my own remembrance, the pines 
would scrape both sides of a chaise at once, and women 
and children who were compelled to go this way to 
Lincoln alone and on foot did it with fear, and often 
ran a good part of the distance. Though mainly but a 
humble route to neighboring villages, or for the wood- 
man’s team, it once amused the traveler more than now 
by its variety, and hngered longer m his memory. 
■V^ere now firm open fields stretch from the village to 
the woods, it then ran through a maple swamp on a 
foundation of logs, the remnants of which, doubtless, 
stiU underhe the present dusty highway, from the Strat- 
ten, now the Alms House, Farm, to Brister’s Hill. 

East of my bean field, across the road, hved Cato In- 
graham, slave of Duncan Ingraham, Esquire, gentle- 
man, of Concord village, who built his slave a house, 
and gave him permission to hve m Walden Woods — 
Cato, not Uticensis, but Concordiensis. Some say that 
he was a Gumea Negro. There are a few who remember 
his httle patch among the walnuts, which he let grow 
up till he should be old and need them; but a younger 
and whiter speculator got them at last. He too, however, 
occupies an equally narrow house at present. Cato’s 
half-obhterated cellar hole still remams, though known 
to few, bemg concealed from the traveler by a fnnge 
of pmes. It IS now filled with the smooth sumach (Bhus 
glabra), and one of the earhest species of goldenrod 
{Soltdago stricta) grows there luxuriantly. 

Here, by the very comer of my field, still nearer to 
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town, Zilpha, a colored woman, had her htde house,, 
where she spun hnen for the townsfolk, makmg the Wal- 
den Woods rmg with her shrill singmg, for she had a 
loud and notable voice. At length, in the war ,of 1812, 
her dwellmg was set on fire by, English soldiers, pris- 
oners on parole, when she was away, and her cat and 
dog and hens were all burned up together. She led a 
hard life, and somewhat inhumane. One old frequenter 
of these woods remembers, that as he passed her house 
one noon he heard her muttermg to herself over her gur- 
glmg pot, “Ye are all bones, bonesl” I have seen bncks 
amid the oak copse there. 

Down the road, on the right hand, on Blister’s HiH,. 
lived Bnster Freeman, “a handy Negro,” slave of Squire 
Cummings once — ^there where grow still the apple trees 
which Bnster planted and tended; large old trees now, 
but their fruit stiH wild and ciderish to my taste. Not 
long since I read his epitaph m the old Lmcoln burying- 
ground, a little on one side, near the unmarked graves 
of some British grenadiers who fell m the retreat from 
Concord — where he is styled “Sippio Blister” — Scipio- 
Afncanus he had some title to be called — ^‘a man of 
color,” as if he were discolored. It also told me, with 
starmg emphasis, when he died, which was but an m- 
direct way of informmg me that he ever hved. With him 
dwelt Fenda, his hospitable wife, who told fortunes, yet 
pleasantly — ^large, round, and black, blacker than any of 
the children of night, such a dusky orb as never rose on 
Concord before or smce. 

Farther down the hill, on the left, on the old road in 
the woods, are marks of some homestead of the Stratten 
family, whose orchard once covered all the slope of Bns- 
ter s Hill, but was long since killed out by pitch pmes,. 
exceptmg a few stumps, whose old roots furnish still 
the wild stocks of many a thrifty village tree. 
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Nearer yet to town, you come to Breed’s location, on 
the other side of the way, just on the edge of the wood; 
ground famous for the pranks of a demon not distmctly 
named uj old mythology, who has acted a prominent 
and astoundmg part m our New England life, and de- 
serves, as much as any mythological character, to have 
his biography written one day, who first comes m the 
gmse of a friend or hired man, and then robs and mur- 
ders the whole family — New England Rum. But history 
must not yet tell the tragedies enacted here, let tune in- 
tervene m some measure to assuage and lend an azure 
tmt to them. Here the most indistmct and dubious tradi- 
tion says that once a tavern stood, the well the same, 
which tempered the traveler’s beverage and refreshed 
his steed Here then men saluted one another, and 
heard and told the news, and went their ways agam. 

Breed’s hut was standing only a dozen years ago, 
though it had long been unoccupied. It was about the 
size of rmne. It was set on fire by mischievous boys, one 
Election mght, if I do not mistake. I hved on the edge 
of the village then, and had just lost myself over Daven- 
ant’s Gondibert, that wmter that I labored with a leth- 
argy, which, by the way, I never knew whether to re- 
gard as a family complamt, havmg an uncle who goes to 
sleep shavmg himself, and is obhged to sprout potatoes 
in a cellar Sundays, m order to keep awake and keep 
the Sabbath, or as the consequence of my attempt to 
read Chalmers’ collection of Enghsh poetry without 
skippmg It fauly overcame my Nervu. I had just sunk 
my head on this when the bells rung fire, and m hot 
haste the engmes rolled that way, led by a stragghng 
troop of men and boys, and I among the foremost, for I 
had leaped the brook. We thought it was far south over 
the woods — ^we who had run to fires before — ^bam, 
shop, or dwelhng-house, or all together. “It’s Bakers 
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barn,” cried one. "It is the Codman place,” affirmed an- 
other. And then fresh sparks went up above the wood, 
as i6 the roof fell in, and we all shouted "Concord to the 
rescue!” Wagons shot past with furious speed and crush- 
ing loads, beanng, perchance, among the rest, the agent 
of the Insurance Company, who was bound to go how- 
ever far, and ever and anon the engine bell tmkled be- 
hmd, more slow and sure; and rearmost of all, as it was 
afterward whispered, came they who set the fire and 
gave the alarm. Thus we kept on hke true idealists, re- 
jectmg the evidence of our senses, until at a turn m the 
road we heard the crackhng and actually felt the heat of 
the fire from over the wall, and reahzed, alas! that we 
were there. The very nearness of the fire but cooled our 
ardor. At first we thought to throw a frog-pond on to it, 
but concluded to let it bum, it was so far gone and so 
worthless. So we stood round our engme, jostled one an- 
other, expressed our sentiments through speakmg-tnim- 
pets, or m lower tone referred to the great conflagra- 
tions which the world has witnessed, includmg Bascom's 
shop, and, between ourselves, we thought that, were we 
there in season with our "tub,” and a full frog-pond by, 
we could turn that threatened last and umversal one 
into another flood. We finally retreated without domg 
any mischief — ^returned to sleep and Gondibert. But as 
for Gondibert, I would except that passage m the pref- 
ace about Wit bemg the soul’s powder, "but most of 
mankmd are strangers to wih as Indians are to powder.” 

It chanced that I walked that way across die fields 
the followmg mght, about the same hour, and heanng a 
low moanmg at this spot, I drew near m the dark, and 
discovered the only survivor of the family that I know, 
the heir of both its virtues and its vices, who alone was 
interested m this burmng, lymg on his stomach and 
lookmg over the cellar wall at the still smouldermg cm- 
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ders beneath, muttering to himself, as is his wont. He 
had been working far ofiE m the river meadows all day, 
and had improved the first moments that he could call 
his own to visit the home of his fathers and his youth. 
He gazed mto the cellar from all sides and pomts of 
view by turns, always lying down to it, as if there was 
some treasure, which he remembered, concealed be- 
tween the stones, where there was absolutely not h ing 
but a heap of bricks and ashes. The house bemg gone, 
he looked at what there was left. He was soothed by the 
sympathy which my mere presence imphed, and 
showed me, as well as the darkness permitted, where 
the well was covered up, which, thank Heaven, could 
never be burned, and he groped long about the wall to 
find the weU-sweep which his fadier had cut and 
mounted, feelmg for the iron hook or staple by which a 
burden had been fastened to the heavy end — all that he 
could now chng to — to convmce me that it was no com- 
mon “nder.” I felt it, and still remark it almost daily m 
my walks, for by it hangs the history of a family. 

Once more, on the left, where are seen the well and 
^ lilac bushes by the wall, m the now open field, lived 
Nutting and LeGrosse. But to return toward Lmcoln.. 

Farther m the woods than any of these, where the 
road approaches nearest to the pond, Wyman the potter 
squatted, and furnished his townsmen with earthen- 
ware, and left descendants to succeed him Neither 
were they rich m worldly goods, holdmg the land by suf- 
ferance while they hved; and there often the sheriff 
came m vam to collect the taxes, and ^attached a chip,”’ 
for formas sake, as I have read m his accounts, there be- 
mg nothing else that he could lay his hands on. One day 
m midsummer, when I was hoemg, a man who was 
carrymg a load of pottery to market stopped his horse 
against my field and inquired, concemmg Wyman the 



FORMER INHABITANTS 505 

younger. He had long ago bought a potter’s wheel of 
hun, and wished to kno^w what had become of him. I 
had read of the potter’s clay and wheel in Scnpture, but 
it had never occurred to me that the pots we use were 
not such as had come down unbroken from those days, 
or grown on trees like gourds somewhere, and I was 
pleased to hear that so fictile an art was ever practiced 
in my neighborhood. 

The last inhabitant of these woods before me was an 
Irishman, Hugh Quoil (if I have spelt his name with 
coil enough) who occupied Wyman’s tenement — Col. 
Quoil, he was called. Rumor said that he had been a 
soldier at Waterloo. If he had lived I should have made 
him fight his battles over again. His trade here was that 
of a ditcher. Napoleon went to St Helena, Quoil came 
to Walden, Woods. All I know of him is tragic. He was 
a man of manners, like one who had seen the world, and 
was capable of more civil speech than you could well 
attend to. He wore a greatcoat m midsummer, bemg 
affected with the tremblmg delirium, and his face was 
the color of carmme. He died in the road at the foot of 
Blister’s Hill shortly after I came to the woods, so that „ 
I have not remembered him as a neighbor. Before his 
house was pulled down, when his comrades avoided it 
as “an unlucky castle," I visited it. There lay his old 
clothes curled up by use, as if they were himself, upon 
his raised plank bed His pipe lay broken on the hearth, 
instead of a bowl broken at the fountain. The last could 
never have been the symbol of his death, for he con- 
fessed to me that, though he had heard of Bnster’s 
Sprmg, he had never seen it; and soiled cards, kmgs of 
diamonds, spades, and hearts, were scattered over the 
floor. One black chicken which the administrator could 
not catch, black as mght and as silent, not even croak- 
ing, awaitmg Reynard, still went to roost in the next 
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apartment. In the rear there was the dim outhne of a 
garden, which had been planted but had never received 
its first hoeing, owmg to those temble shakmg fits, 
though it was now harvest time. It was overrun with 
Roman wormwood and beggarticks, which last stuck to 
my clothes for aU frmt. The skm of a woodchuck was 
freshly stretched upon the back of the house, a trophy 
of his last Waterloo, but no warm cap or mittens would 
he want more. 

Now only a dent m the earth marks the site of these 
dweUmgs, with buried cellar stones, and strawberries, 
raspbemes, thimble-bemes, hazel-bushes, and sumachs 
growmg m the sunny sward there, some pitch pine or 
gnarled oak occupies what was the chimney nook, and a 
sweet-scented black-birch, perhaps, waves where the 
doorstone was Sometimes the well dent is visible, 
where once a spnng oozed, now dry and tearless grass; 
or it was covered deep — ^not to be discovered till some 
late day — ^with a flat stone under the sod, when the last 
of the race departed What a sorrowful act must that be 
— the covenng up of weUsl coincident with the opening 
of weUs of tears. These cellar dents, like deserted fox 
burrows, old holes, are aU that is left where once were 
the stir and bustle of human life, and “fate, free-wiU, 
foreknowledge absolute,” m some form and dialect or 
other were by turns discussed. But all I can learn of 
their conclusions amounts to just this, that “Cato and 
Bnster pulled wool,” which is about as edifymg as the 
history of more famous schools of philosophy. 

StiLL grows the vivacious lilac a generation after the 
door and Imtel and the sill are gone, unfoldmg its sweet- 
scented flowers each sprmg, to be plucked by the amus- 
mg traveler, planted and tended once by children’s 
hands, m front yard plots — ^now standmg by wall-sides 
m retired pastures, and givmg place to new-nsmg 
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forests — the last of that strip, sole survivor of that fam- 
ily. Little did the dusky cMdren think that the puny 
shp with its two eyes only, which they stuck m the 
ground m the shadow of the house and daily watered, 
would root itself so, and outhve them, and house itself 
in the rear that shaded it, and grown man’s garden and 
orchard, and tell then story famtly to the lone wanderer 
a half century after they had grown up and died — blos- 
sommg as fair, and smelhng as sweet, as in that first 
spring. I mark its stdl tender, civil, cheerful, hlac 
colors. 

But this small village, germ of some th i n g more, why 
did It fail while Concord keeps its ground? Were there 
no natural advantages, no water privileges, forsooth? 
Ay, the deep Walden Pond and cool Bnster’s Spnng — 
privilege to drink long and healthy draughts at these, 
all unimproved by these men but to dilute their glass. 
They were universally a thirsty race. Might not the 
basket, stable-broom, mat-makmg, com-parchmg, hnen- 
spinnmg, and pottery busmess have thrived here, mak- 
ing the wilderness to blossom like the rose, and a nu- 
merous posterity have inherited the land of their fathers? 
The sterfe soil would at least have been proof agamst a 
lowland degeneracy. Alas! how httle does the memory 
of these human inhabitants enhance the beauty of the 
landscape! Agam, perhaps. Nature will try, with me for 
a first settler, and my house raised last spnng to be the 
oldest m the hamlet 

I am not aware that any man has ever built on the 
spot which I occupy. Dehver me from a city built on 
the site of a more ancient city, whose matenals are 
ruins, whose gardens cemetenes. The soil is blanched 
and accursed there, and before that becomes necessary 
the earth itself will be destroyed. With such reminis- 
cences I repeopled the woods and lulled myself asleep. 
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Al ihl.'i souiion X Koldom luid a vaitor. Wlioa tho anow 
Itiy doc|;;cst no wandorur vonlurcd near iriy lamyo for a 
week or foilnighL at a time, ()iit tlieio X lived a‘i snug 
as a meadow rrjouae, or as cattle and poultry which are 
said to have suivived for a long time buried in drifts, 
even wUhoiit food; or like that early .settler's family in 
the town of Sutton, in this .state, whose cottage was 
comj)]etely covered by tho great snow of L7X7 when ho 
was ab.sent, and an Xridian found it only by the hole 
which tho chirnnoy'.s breath made in tho drift, and so 
relieved tho family, but no friendly Xndian concerned 
himself about me; nor needed he, for the master of tlio 
hou.so wa.s at home. TJio Great Snowl flow cheerful it 
Is to hear ofl When the farmers could not get to tho 
woods and swamps with their tearn.s, and were obliged 
to cut down tho shade trees before their houses, and 
when the crust was harder cut off the trees in tho 
swamps ten feet from the ground, an it appeared tho 
next spring, 

In tho deepe.st snows, the path wlilch I used from tho 
liighway to my house, about half a mile long, might 
have been repiosented by a meandering dotted line, 
with wide intervals between tlie dots. For a week of 
even weather X took exaetly tlic same number of steps, 
and of tho sarno length, coming and going, stepping de- 
liberately and with tho precision of a pair of dividers in 
my own deep tuicks — to such routlno tho winter re- 
duces US — ^yet often they were filled with heaven'.s own 
bluo. but no weather interfered fatally with my walks, 
or rather my going abroad, for X frequently tramped 
eight or ten miles tluough the deepest snow to keep Jm 
appointment with u beech tree, or a yellow birch, or an 
old acquaintanco among tho pines; when tho ieo and 
snow causing their limbs to droop, and so sharpening 
their tops, hud changed the pines into XIr trees; wading 
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to tibe tops of the highest hills when the snow was nearly 
two feet deep on a level, and shaking down another 
snowstorm on my head at every step, or sometimes 
creepmg and floundermg thither on my hands and knees, 
when the hunters had gone into wmter quarters. One 
afternoon I amused myself by watchmg a barred owl 
{Stnx nebulosa) sittmg on one of the lower dead limbs 
of a white pme, close to the trunk, in broad dayhght, I 
standmg withm a rod of him. He could hear me when 
I moved and cronched the snow with my feet, but could 
not plainly see me. When I made most noise he would 
stretch out his neck, and erect his neck feathers, and 
open his eyes wide, but their hds soon fell agam, and he 
began to nod. I too felt a slumberous influence after 
watchmg him half an hour, as he sat thus with his eyes 
half open, hke a cat, wmged brother of the cat. There 
was ody a narrow sht left between then hds, by which 
he preserved a peninsular relation to me, thus, with 
half-shut eyes, lookmg out from the land of dreams, and 
endeavormg to realize me, vague object or mote that in- 
terrupted his visions. At length, on some louder noise or 
my hearer approach, he would grow uneasy and slug- 
gishly turn about on his perch, as if impatient at havmg 
his (heams disturbed, and when he launched himself off 
and flapped through the pmes, spreadmg his wmgs to 
imexpected breadth, I could not hear the shghtest sound 
from them. Thus, gmded amid the pme boughs rather 
by a dehcate sense of then neighborhood than by sights 
feelmg his twihght way as it were with his sensitive pm- 
ions, he found a new perch, where he might in peace 
await the dawnmg of his day. 

As I walked over the long causeway made for the rail- 
road through the meadows, I encountered many a blus- 
termg and mppmg wmd, for nowhere has it freer play; 
and when the frost had smitten me on one cheek, hea- 
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then as I was, I turned to it the other also. Nor was it 
much better by the carnage road from Bnster’s Hill. For 
I came to town still, like a friendly Indian, when the 
contents of the broad open fields were all piled up be- 
tween the walls of the Walden road, and half an hour 
suflBced to obliterate the tracks of the last traveler. And 
when I returned new dnfts would have formed, through 
which I floundered, where the busy northwest wmd had 
been depositmg the powdery snow round a sharp angle 
m the road, and not a rabbits track, nor even the fine 
prmt, the small type, of a meadow mouse was to be seen. 
Yet I rarely failed to find, even m midwmter, some warm 
and sprmgy swamp where the grass and the skunk- 
cabbage still put forth with perenmal verdure, and some 
hardier bird occasionally awaited the return of sprmg. 

Sometimes, notwithstandmg the snow, when I re- 
turned from my walk at evemng I crossed the deep 
tracks of a woodchopper leadmg from my door, and 
found his pde of whittlmgs on the hearth, and my house 
filled with the odor of Ins pipe. Or on a Sunday after- 
noon, if I chanced to be at home, I heard the crouching 
of the snow made by the step of a longheaded farmer, 
who from far through the woods sought my house, to 
have a social “crack”; one of the few of his vocation 
who are “men on then farms”; who donned a frock m- 
stead of a professor’s gown, and is as ready to extract 
the moral out of church or state as to haul a load of 
manure from his barnyard. We talked of rude and simple 
times, when men sat about large fires in cold bracmg 
weather, with clear heads, and when other dessert failed, 
we tried our teeth on many a nut which wise squirrels 
have long smce abandoned, for those which have the 
thickest shells are commonly empty. 

The one who came from farthest to my lodge, dnough 
deepest snows and most dismal tempests, was a poet. 
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A farmer, a hunter, a soldier, a reporter, even a philos- 
opher, may be daunted; but nothing can deter a poet, 
for he is actuated by pure love. Who can predict his 
comings and gomgs? His busmess calls him out at all 
hours, even when doctors sleep. We made that small 
house rmg with boisterous mirth and resound with the 
murmur of much sober talk, makmg amends then to 
Walden vale for the long silences. Broadway was still 
and deserted m comparison. At smtable mtervals there 
were regular salutes of laughter, which rmght have been 
referred mdifferendy to the last uttered or the forthcom- 
mg jest We made many a “bran new” theory of hfe over 
a thin dish of gruel, which combmed the advantages of 
conviviahty with the clearheadedness which philosophy 
requires. 

I should not forget that during my last wmter at the 
pond there was another welcome visitor, who at one 
tune came through the village, through snow and ram 
and darkness, tiU he saw my lamp through the trees, 
and shared with me some long wmter evenmgs One of 
the last of the philosophers — Connecticut gave hun to 
the world — ^he peddled first her wares, afterwards, as he 
declares, his brains. These he peddles still, promptmg 
God and disgracmg man, bearmg for frmt his bram 
only, like the nut its kemeL I think that he must be the 
man of the most faith of any ahve. His words and atti- 
tude always suppose a better state of things than other 
men are acquamted with, and he will be the last man 
to be disappomted as the ages revolve. He has no ven- 
ture m the present. But though comparatively disre- 
garded now, when his day comes, laws unsuspected by 
most Will take effect, and masters of f amili es and rulers 
will come to him for advice. 


“How blind that cannot see serenityl” 
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A true fnend of man; almost the only friend of hmnan 
progress. An Old Mortahty, say rather an Immortahty, 
with imweaned patience and faith making plam the 
image engraven m men’s bodies, the God of whom 
they are but defaced and leamng monuments. With his 
hospitable intellect he embraces children, beggars, m- 
sane, and scholars, and entertams the thought of all, 
addmg to it commonly some breadth and elegance. I 
think that he should keep a caravansary on the world’s 
highway, where philosophers of all nations might put 
up, and on his sign should be pnnted, “Entertainment 
for man, but not for his beast. Enter ye that have leisure 
and a qmet mmd, who earnestly seek the right road.” 
He is perhaps the sanest man and has the fewest crotch- 
ets of any I chance to know; the same yesterday and 
tomorrow. Of yore we had sauntered and talked, and 
effectually put the world behind us, for he was pledged 
to no mstitution m it, freeborn, tngenuus. Whichever 
way we turned, it seemed that the heavens and the 
earth had met together, smce he enhanced the beauty 
of the landscape. A blue-robed man, whose fittest roof 
is the overardung sky which reflects his seremty. I do 
not see how he can ever die. Nature cannot spare him. 

Havmg each some shmgles of thought well dned, we 
sat and whittled them, trymg our kmves, and admirmg 
the clear yellowish gram of the pumpkin pme. We 
waded so gendy and reverendy, or we pulled together 
so smoothly, that the fishes of thought were not scared 
from the stream, nor feared any angler on the bank, but 
came and went grandly, like the clouds which float 
through the western sl<y, and the mother-o’-pearl flocks 
which sometimes form and dissolve there. There we 
worked, revismg mythology, roundmg a fable here and 
there, and buildmg casdes m the air for which earth 
offered no worthy foundation. Great Lookerl Great Ex- 
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pecterl 'toy converse, with whom was a New England 
Night’s Entertainment. Ahl such discourse we had, her- 
mit and philosopher, and the old settler I have spoken 
o£ — we three — at expanded and racked my httle house; 
I should not dare to say how many pounds’ weight there 
was above the atmospheric pressure on every circular 
inch; it opened its seams so that they had to be calked 
with much dullness thereafter to stop the consequent 
leak; but I had enough of that kind of oakum already 
picked. 

There was one other with whom I had "solid seasons,” 
long to be remembered, at his house in the village, and 
who looked in upon me from time to tune; but I had no 
more for society there. 

There too, as everywhere, I sometimes expected the 
Visitor who never comes. The Vishnu Purana says, “The 
house-holder is to remain at eventide m his coui^ard as 
long as it takes to milk a cow, or longer if he pleases, to 
await the arrival of a guest.” I often performed this duty 
of hospitality, waited long enough to milk a whole herd 
of cows, but did not see the man approaching from the 
town. 


WINTER ANIMALS 

When the ponds were firmly frozen, they afforded not 
only new and shorter routes to many pomts, but new 
views from their surfaces of the familiar landscape 
around diem. When I crossed Flmts’ Pond, after it was 
covered, with snow, though I had often paddled about 
and skated over it, it was so imexpectedly wide and so 
strange that I could think of nothmg but Baffin’s Bay. 
The l^coln hills rose up around me at the extremity of 
a sno^yy, plains in which I did not remember to have 
stood b^oie;' ^d the fishermen, at an mdetennmable 
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distance over the ice, moving slowly about with their 
wolfish dogs, passed for sealers or Esquimaux, or in 
misty weather loomed like fabulous creatures, and I did 
not know whether they were giants or pygmies. I took 
this course when I went to lecture m Lincoln in the 
evemng, travehng m no road and passing no house be- 
tween my own hut and the lecture room. In Goose 
Pond, winch lay m my way, a colony of muskrats dwelt, 
and raised their cabins high above the ice, though none 
could be seen abroad when I crossed it. Walden, being 
hke the rest usually bare of snow, or with only shallow 
and mterrupted drifts on it, was my yard where I could 
walk freely when the snow was nearly two feet deep 
on a level elsewhere and the villagers were confined to 
their streets. There, far from the village street, and ex- 
cept at very long mtervals, from the jmgle of sleighbells, 
I shd and skated, as in a vast moose-yard well trodden, 
overhung by oak woods and solemn pmes bent down 
with snow or bnsthng with icicles. 

For sounds m wmter mghts, and often in winter days, 
I heard the forlorn but melodious note of a hooting owl 
indefimtely far, such a sound as the frozen earth would 
yield if struck with a smtable plectrum, the very lingua 
■oernacula of Walden Wood, and qmte famihar to me at 
last, though I never saw the bird while it was makmg it 
I seldom opened my door m a wmter evemng without 
heanng it, Hoo hoo hoo, hooret hoo, sounded sono- 
rously, and the first three syllables accented somewhat 
hke how der do, or sometimes hoo hoo only. One night 
m the beginning of wmter, before the pond froze over, 
about mne o clock, I was startled by the loud honkmg 
of a goose, and, steppmg to the door, heard the sound of 
their wmgs hke a tempest in the woods as they flew low 
over my house. They passed over the pond toward Fair 
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Haven, ^seemingly deterred from settlmg by my light, 

' their commodore honldng all the while widi a regular 
beat. Suddenly an unmistakable cat-owl from very near 
me, witb the most harsh and tremendous voice I ever 
heard from any inhabitant of the woods, responded at 
regular intervals to the goose, as if determined to ex- 
pose and disgrace this mtruder from Hudson’s Bay by 
exhibiting a greater compass and volume of voice in a 
native, and boo-hoo him out of Concord horizon. What 
do you mean by alarmmg the atadel at this time of 
night consecrated to me? Do you think I am ever caught 
napping at such an hour, and that I have not got lungs 
and a larynx as well as yourself? Boo-hoo, boo-hoo, boo- 
^ hool It was one of the most thrilhng discords I ever 
heard. And yet, if you had a discmmnatmg ear, there 
were in it the elements of a concord such as these plains 
never saw nor heard, 

I also heard the whooping of the ice in the pond, my 
great bedfellow in that part of Concord, as if it were 
restless in its bed and would fain turn over, were 
troubled "with flatulency and bad dreams, or I was 
waked by the cracking of the ground by the frost, as if 
some one had driven a team against my door, and m the 
mormng would find a crack in the earth a quarter of a 
mile long and a third of an mch wide. 

Sometimes I heard the foxes as they ranged over the 
snow cnist, in moonhght mghts, in search of a partridge 
or other game, barking raggedly and demomacally like 
forest dogs, as if labormg with some anxiety, or seeking 
expression, strugglmg for Hght and to be dogs outright 
and run freely m the streets, for if we take the ages mto 
our account, may there not be a civilization going on 
among brutes as well as men? They seemed to me to 
be rudimentaV burrowing men, stfll standmg on their 
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defence, awaiting their transformation. Sometimes one 
came near to my window, attracted by my light, barked 
a vulpine curse at me, and then retreated. 

Usually the red squirrel {Sciurus Hudsonius) waked 
me m the dawn, coursmg over tlie roof and up and down 
the sides of tlie house, as if sent out of the woods for 
this purpose. In the course of the winter I threw out 
half a bushel of ears of sweet corn, wliich had not got 
npe, onto the snow crust by my door, and was amused 
by watching the motions of the various animals which 
were baited by it. In the twihght and the mght the 
rabbits came regularly and made a hearty meal All day 
long the red squirrels came and went, and afforded me 
much entertainment by tlieir maneuvers. One would 
approach at first wanly through the shrub-oaks, runmng 
over the snow crust by fits and starts hke a leaf blown 
by the wind, now a few paces this way, with wonderful 
speed and waste of energy, makmg inconceivable haste 
with his “trotters,” as if it were for a wager, and now as 
many paces that way, but never getting on more than 
half a rod at a time, and then suddenly pausmg with a 
ludicrous expression and a gratmtous somerset, as if all 
the eyes m the universe were fixed on him — ^for all the 
motions of a squurel, even in the most sohtary recesses 
of the forest, imply spectators as much as those of a 
dancing girl — ^wasting more time in delay and circum- 
spection than would have sufficed to walk the whole 
distance — ^I never saw one walk — and then suddenly, 
before you could say Jack Robinson, he would be m the 
top of a young pitch pine, wmding up his clock and chid- 
ing all imaginary spectators, sohloquizmg and talking 
to all the umverse at the same time — ^for no reason that 
I could ever detect, or he himself was aware of, I sus- 
pect At length he would reach the com, and selecting 
a smtable ear, frisk about in the same uncertam trigo- 
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nometrical way to the topmost stick of my woodpile, 
before my wmdow, where he looked me m the face; and 
' there sit for hours, supplymg himself with a new ear 
from time to tune, mbbhng at first voraciously and 
throwmg the half-naked cobs about, till at length he 
grew more damty still and played with his food, tastmg 
only the mside of the kernel, and the ear, which was 
held balanced over the stick by one paw, shpped from 
his careless grasp and fell to the ground, when he would 
look over at it with a ludicrous expression of uncertamiy, 
as if suspectmg that it had life, with a mmd not made 
up whether to get it agam, or a new one, or be off, now 
thinkmg of com, then hstemng to hear what was m the 
wmd So the httle impudent fellow would waste many 
an ear m a forenoon, ^ at last, seizmg some longer and 
plumper one, considerably bigger than himself, and 
skiUfuUy balancmg it, he would set out with it to the 
woods, like a tiger with a buffalo, by the same zigzag 
course and frequent pauses, scratchmg along with it as 
if it were too heavy for him and fallmg all the while, 
makmg its fall a diagonal between a perpendicular and 
horizontal, bemg determmed to put it through at any 
rate — a smgularly frivolous and whimsical fellow — and 
so he would get off with it to where he hved, perhaps 
carry it to the top of a pme tree forty or fifty rods distant, 
and I would afterwards find the cobs strewn about the 
woods m various duecbons. 

At length the jays arrive, whose discordant screams 
were heard long before, as they were wanly makmg 
then approach an eighth of a mile off, and m a stealthy 
and sneakmg manner they flit from tree to tree, nearer 
and nearer, and pick up the kernels which the squirrek 
have dropped. Then, sitting on a pitch-pme bough, they 
attempt to swallow m their haste a kernel which is too 
big for their throats and chokes them, and after great 
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labor they disgorge it, and spend an hour in the en- 
deavor to crack it by repeated blows with their bills. 
They were manifestly thieves, and I had not much re- 
spect for them, but the squirrels, though at first shy, 
went to work as if they were takmg what was their own. 

Meanwhile also came the chickadees in flocks, which, 
pickmg up the crumbs the squirrels had dropped, flew 
to the nearest twig, and, placmg them under their claws, 
hammered away at them with their httle bills, as if it 
were an msect m the bark, till they were sufficiently re- 
duced for their slender tffioats. A httle flock of these 
titmice came daily to pick a dinner out of my woodpile, 
or the crumbs at my door, with famt flittmg Lspmg 
notes, like the tmklmg of icicles in the grass, or else with 
spnghtly day day day, or more rarely, in sprmglike days, 
a wiry summery phe-be from the woodside. They were 
so famihar that at length one ahghted on an armful of 
wood which I was carrying in, and pecked at the sticks 
without fear, I once had a sparrow ahght upon my 
shoulder for a moment while I was hoemg in a village 
garden, and I felt that I was more distmgmshed by that 
circumstance than I should have been by any epaulet I 
could have worn. The squirrels also grew at last to be 
qmte familiar, and occasionally stepped upon my shoe, 
when that was the nearest way. 

When the ground was not yet qmte covered, and 
again near the end of winter, when the snow was melted 
on my south hillside and about my woodpile, the par- 
tridges came out of the woods mommg and evemng to 
feed there. Whichever side you walk m the woods the 
partridge bursts away on whirrmg wings, jarring the 
snow from the dry leaves and twigs on high, which 
comes siftmg down in the sunbeams like golden dust, 
for this brave bird is not to be scared by wmter. It is 
frequently covered up by drifts, and, it is said, “some- 
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tunes plunges from on wmg into the soft snow, where it 
remams concealed for a day or two.” I used to start them 
m the open land also, where they had come out of the 
woods at sunset to “bud” the wild apple trees. They will 
come regularly every evemng to particular trees, where 
the cunmng sportsman hes m wait for them, and the 
distant orchards next the woods sufFer thus not a httle. 
I am glad that the partndge gets fed, at any rate. It is 
Nature’s own bird which hves on buds and diet-dnnk. 

In dark winter mornings, or in short winter after- 
noons, I sometimes heard a pack of hounds threadmg all 
the woods with houndmg cry and yelp, unable to resist 
the mstmct of the chase, and the note of the huntmg 
horn at mtervals, proving that man was m the rear. The 
woods nng agam, and yet no fox bursts forth onto the 
open level of the pond, nor foUowmg pack pursumg 
their Actaeon. And perhaps at evemng I see the hunters 
returmng with a smgle brush traihng from their sleigh 
for a trophy, seeking their inn. They tell me that if the 
fox would remam m the bosom of the frozen earth he 
would be safe, or if he would run m a straight hne away 
no foxhound could overtake him, but, havmg left his 
pursuers far behind, he stops to rest and hsten till they 
come up, and when he runs he circles round to his old 
haunts, where the hunters await him Sometimes, how- 
ever, he will run upon a wall many rods, and then leap 
off far to one side, and he appears to know that water 
will not retam his scent. A hunter told me that he once 
saw a fox pursued by hounds burst out onto Walden 
when the ice was covered vvuth shallow puddles, run 
part way across, and then return to the same shore. Ere 
long the hounds arrived, but here they lost the scent. 
Sometimes a pack huntmg by themselves would pass my 
door, and circle round my house, and yelp and hound 
without regardmg me, as if afSicted by a species of 
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madness, so that nodung could divert them from the 
pursmt. Thus they circle imtil they fall upon the recent 
trail of a fox, for a wise hound will forsake everythmg 
else for this. One day a man came to my hut firom Lex- 
ington to mquire after his hound that made a large 
track, and had been hunting for a week by himself. But 
I fear that he was not the "sviser for all I told him, for 
every time I attempted to answer his questions he inter- 
rupted me by asking, “What do you do here?” He had 
lost a dog, but found a man. 

One old hunter who has a dry tongue, who used to 
come to bathe m Walden once every year when the 
water was warmest, and at such tunes looked in upon 
me, told me that many years ago he took his gun one 
afternoon and went out for a cnuse m Walden Wood, 
and as he walked the Wayland road he heard the cry of 
hoimds approachmg, and ere long a fox leaped the wall 
into the road, and as qmck as thought leaped the other 
wall out of the road, and his swift buUet had not touched 
him. Some way behmd came an old hound and her three 
pups m fuU pursmt, himtmg on their own account, and 
disappeared agam m the woods. Late m the afternoon, 
as he was restmg m the thick woods south of Walden, 
he heard the voice of the hounds far over toward Fau 
Haven still pmsumg the fox, and on they came, their 
houndmg cry which made ah the woods nng soundmg 
nearer and nearer, now from WeU-Meadow, now from 
the Baker Farm. For a long tune he stood still and lis- 
tened to then music, so sweet to a hunter’s ear, when 
suddenly the fox appeared, threadmg the solemn aisles 
with an easy comsmg pace, whose sound was concealed 
by a sympathetic rustle of the leaves, swift and shll, 
keepmg the ground, leavmg his pmsuers far behmd, 
and, leapmg upon a rock amid the woods, he sat erect 
and hstemng, with his back to the hunter. For a moment 
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compassion restrained the latter’s arm; but that was a 
short-hved mood, and as quick as thought can follow 
thought his piece was leveled, and whang ! — ^the fox 
roUmg over the rock lay dead on the ground. The hunter 
still kept his place and listened to the hounds. Still on 
they came, and now the near woods resounded through 
all their aisles with their demoniac cry. At length the old 
hound burst mto view with muzzle to the ground, and 
snappmg the air as if possessed, and ran directly to the 
'^rock, but spymg the dead fox she suddenly ceased her 
houndmg, as if struck dumb with amazement, and 
walked round and round him in silence, and one by one 
her pups arnved, and, like their mother, were sobered 
into silence by the mystery. Then the hunter came for- 
ward and stood m their midst, and the mystery was 
solved They waited m silence while he skinned the fox, 
then foEowed the brush a while, and at length turned 
off mto the woods agam. That evening a Weston Squire 
came to the Concord hunter’s cottage to inquire for his 
hounds, and told how for a week they had been huntmg 
on their own account from Weston woods The Concord 
hunter told him what he knew and offered hun the skm; 
but the other declmed it and departed He did not find 
his hounds that night, but the next day learned that they 
had crossed the nver and put up at a farmhouse for the 
mght, whence, havmg been well fed, they took their 
departure early m the morning. 

The hunter who told me this could remember one 
Sam Nuttmg, who used to hunt bears on Fair Haven 
Ledges, and exchange their skins for rum in Concord 
village, who told him, even, that he had seen a moose 
there. Nuttmg had a famous foxhound named Burgoyne 
— ^he pronounced it Bugme — ^which my informant used 
to borrow. In the ‘Wast Book” of an old trader of this 
town, who was also a captam, town-clerk, and repre- 
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sentative, I find the following entry. Jan. 18th, 1742-43, 
“John Melven Cr. by 1 Grey Fox 0 — 2 — 3”; they are not 
now found here, and in his ledger, Feb. 7th, 1743, Heze- 
laah Stratton has credit ‘l)y /z a Catt slon 0 — 1 — 4l3”j 
of course, a wildcat, for Stratton was a sergeant in the 
old French war, and would not have got credit for hunt- 
ing less noble game. Credit is given for deer skins also, 
and they were daily sold. One man sbll preserves the 
horns of the last deer that was killed in this vicmity, and 
another has told me the particulars of the hunt in which 
his uncle was engaged. The hunters were formerly a 
numerous and merry crew here I retnember well one 
gaunt Nimrod who would catch up a leaf by the road- 
side and play a strain on it wilder and more melodious, 
if my memory serves me, than any huntmg horn. 

At midnight, when there was a moon, I sometimes 
met with hounds m my path prowhng about the woods, 
which would skulk out of my way, as if afraid, and stand 
silent amid the bushes tdl I had passed. 

Sqmrrels and wild mice disputed for my store of nuts. 
There were scores of pitch pmes around my house, from 
one to four mches m diameter, which had been gnawed 
by mice the previous winter — a Norwegian wmter for 
them, for the snow lay long and deep, and they were 
obhged to mix a large proportion of pme bark with their 
other diet These trees were ahve and apparently flour- 
ishmg at midsummer, and many of them had grown a 
foot, though completely girdled, but after another wm- 
ter such were without exception dead It is remarkable 
that a smgle mouse should ^us be allowed a whole pme 
tree for its dmner, gnawing round mstead of up and 
down it, but perhaps it is necessary m order to thm 
these trees, which are wont to grow up densely. 

The hares {Lepus Amencanus) were very famdiar. 
One had her form under my house all wmter, separated 
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from me only by the flooring, and she starded me each 
morning by her hasty departure when I began to stir 
thump, thump, thump, strflong her head agamst the 
floor toibers m her hurry. They used to come round my 
door at dusk to nibble the potato parmgs which I had 
thrown out, and were so nearly the color of 
that they could hardly be distmgmshed when still Some- 
tunes in the twihght I alternately lost 
sight of one sittmg motionless under my 
ropened my door m the evemng, off *ey would go ™th 
a squeak aid a bounce. Near at hand they oifly exated 
my pity. One evemng one sat by my door two paces 
from me, at flrst trembhng with fear, y^t^m^ngto 
move, a poor wee tbmg, lean and bony, with rapd ears 
and shai^ nose, scant tail and slender paws. ^ loi*ed » 
if Nature no longer contained the breed of nobler , 
but stood on her last toes. Its large eyes appeared young 
and unhealthy, almost dropsical. I took a step, and , 
away it scud with an elastic sprmg over the snow crus^ 
straightemng its body and its limbs mto grace e g » 
andfoon put the forest between me and ttself-the ™ld 
free venison, assertmg its vigor and the digmty o 
ture. Not without reason was its slenderness, uc 
was its nature. {Lepus, levipes, hghtfoot i 

What is a country without rabbits and partndgesr 
They are among the most simple and mdigenous amm 
products, ancient and venerable famihes knovra to an q 
mty as to modem times, of the very hue and su stance 
of Nature, nearest alhed to leaves and to the 
and to one another, it is either wmged or it ^ egg® 
is hardly as if you had seen a wild creature when a rabDir 
or a partridge bursts away, only a natural one, as 
to be expected as rustlmg leaves. The partridge ® 

rabbit are still sure to thnve, like tme natives of the soi4 
whatever revolutions occur. If the forest is cut o , ® 
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sprouts and bushes which spring up afford them con- 
cealment, and they become more numerous than ever. 
That must be a poor country indeed that does not 
support a hare. Our woods teem with them both, and 
around every swamp may be seen the partridge or rab- 
bit walk, beset with twiggy fences and horsehair snares, 
which some cowboy tends, 

THE POND IN WINTER 

After a still wmter mght I awoke with the impression 
that some question had been put to me, which I had 
been endeavormg m vam to answer in my sleep, as what 
— how — ^when — ^where? But there was dawnmg Nature, 
in whom all creatures hve, lookmg in my broad windmvs 
with serene and satisfied face, and no question on her 
lips I awoke to an answered question, to Nature and 
daylight. The snow lymg deep on the earth dotted with 
, young pmes, and the very slope of the hill on which my 
house IS placed, seemed to say. Forward! Nature pul^ 
no question and answers none which we mortals ask. 
She has long ago taken her resolution. “O Prmce, oim 
eyes contemplate with admiration and transnut to the 
soul the wonderful and varied spectacle of this umverse. 
The mght veils without doubt a part of this glonoi^ 
creation, but day comes to reveal to us this great 
which extends from earth even mto the plains of th® 
ether.” - 

Then to my mormng work. First I take an axe an 
pad and go in search of water, if that be not a dream. 
After a cold and snowy mght it needed a divimng ro 
to find it Every wmter the hqmd and trembhng surface 
of the pond, which was so sensitive to every breath, an 
reflected every hght and shadow, becomes sohd to e 
depth of a foot or a foot and a half, so that it wdl sup 
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port the heaviest teams, and perchance the snow covers 
it to an equal depth, and it is not to be distmgmshed 
from any level field. Lilce the marmots m the surround- 
ing hills, it closes its eyehds and becomes dormant for 
three months or more. Standmg on the snow-covered 
plam, as if in a pasture amid the hiUs, I cut my way first 
through a foot of snow, and then a foot of ice, and open 
a wmdow under my feet, where, kneelmg to dnnk, I 
look down into the qmet parlor of the fishes, pervaded 
by a softened hght as through a "window of ground glass, 
with its bnght sanded floor the same as m summer; 
there a perenmal waveless seremty reigns as m the am- 
ber twihght sky, correspondmg to the cool and even tem- 
perament of the inhabitants. Heaven is under our feet as 
well as over our heads. 

Early in the mommg, while all things are crisp with 
frost, men come with fishing reels and slender lunch, 
and let down their fine hues through the snowy field to 
take pickerel and perch, wild men, who mstmctively fol- 
low other fashions and trust other authorities than their 
townsmen, and by their gomgs and commgs stitch towns 
together in parts where else they would be ripped. They 
sit and eat their luncheon in stout fear-naughts on the 
dry oak leaves on the shore, as wise m natural lore as 
the citizen is in artificial. They never consulted with 
books, and know and can tell much less than they have 
done. The thmgs which they practice are said not yet 
to be known. Here is one fishing for pickerel with grown 
perch for bait. You look mto his pad with wonder as mto 
a summer pond, as if he kept summer locked up at 
home, or knew where she had retreated. How, pray, did 
he get these in midwmter? O, he got worms out of rotten 
logs smce the ground froze, and so he caught them. His 
life itself passes deeper in Nature than the studies of the 
naturalist penetrate; himspl f a subject for the naturalist. 
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Walden all over and aU through, are themselves small 
Waldens in the animal kmgdom, Waldenses. It is sur- 
prising that they are caught here, that m this deep and 
capacious sprmg, far beneath the rattlmg teams and 
chaises and tmkhng sleighs that travel the Walden road, 
this great gold and emerald fish swims. I never chanced 
to see its kmd m any market, it would be the cynosure 
of all eyes there. Easily, with a few convulsive quirks 
they give up their watery ghosts, hke a mortal translated 
before his time to the thui air of heaven. 

As I was desirous to recover the long lost bottom of 
Walden Pond, I surveyed it carefully, before the ice 
broke up, early in * 46 , with compass and chain an 
soundmg Ime. There have been many stones told aboi^ 
the bottom, or rather no bottom, of this pond, whicm 
certainly had no foundation for themselves. It is remark- 
able how long men wdl beheve in the bottomlessness 
of a pond without takmg the trouble to sound it I h^e 
visited two such Bottomless Ponds in one walk in tos 
neighborhood. Many have beheved that Walden reached 
qmte through to the other side of the globe. Some w o 
have lam flat on the ice for a long time, looking down 
through the illusive medium, perchance with watery 
eyes into the bargam, and driven to hasty conclusions 
by the fear of catchmg cold m their breasts, have seen 
vast holes “mto which a load of hay might be driven, if 
there were anybody to drive it, the undoubted source of 
the Styx and entrance to the Infernal Regions from these 
parts Others have gone down from the village with a 
“fifty-six’* and a wagon-load of inch rope, but yet have 
failed to find any bottom; for while the “fifty-six w^ 
restmg by the way, they were paymg out the rope m the 
vain attempt to fathom their truly unmeasurable capac- 
ity for marvelousness. But I can assure my readers that 
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Walden has a reasonably tight bottom at a not unrea- 
sonable, though at an unusual, depth. I fathomed it easily 
with a cod-hne and a stone weighing about a pound and 
a half, and could teU accurately when the stone left the 
bottom, by havmg to pull so much harder before the 
water got underneath to help me. The greatest depth 
was exactly one hundred and two feet, to which may be 
added the five feet which it has risen since, malong one 
hundred and seven. This is a remarkable depth for so 
small an area, yet not an mch of it can be spared by the 
imagmation. What if all ponds were shallow? Would it 
not react on the minds of men? I am thankful that this 
pond was made deep and pure for a symbol. While men 
beheve m the infini te some ponds will be thought to be 
bottomless. 

A factory owner, hearmg what depth I had found, 
thought that it could not be true, for, judgmg from his 
acquamtance with dams, sand would not he at so steep 
an angle. But the deepest ponds are not so deep m 
portion to their area as most suppose, and, if dramed, 
would not leave very remarkable valleys. They are not 
like cups between the hills, for this one, which is so im- 
usually deep for its area, appears m a vertical section 
through its center not deeper than a shallow plate Most 
ponds, emptied, would leave a meadow no more hollow 
than we frequently see. WiUiam Gilpm, who is so ad- 
mirable m all that relates to landscapes, and usually so 
correct, standing at the head of Loch Fyne, in Scotian , 
which he describes as “a bay of salt water, sixty or sev- 
enty fathoms deep, four miles m breadth,’ and 
fifty miles long, surroimded by mountains, observes, 
we could have seen it immediately after the diluwan 
crash, or whatever convulsion of Nature occasione ib 
before the waters gushed in, what a horrid chasm i 
must have appearedl 
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“So high as heaved the tumid hills, so low 
Down sunk a hollow bottom, broad, and deep. 
Capacious bed of waters 


But if, using the shortest diameter of Loch Fyne, we 
apply these proportions to Walden, which, as we have 
seen, appears aheady in a vertical section only like a 
shallow plate, it will appear four tunes as shallow. So 
much for the increased horrors of the chasm of Loch 
Fyne when emptied. No doubt many a s mil i n g valley 
with its stretching cornfields occupies exactly such a 
"“hornd chasm,” from which the waters have receded, 
though it requires the insight and the far sight of the 
geologist to convince the unsuspectmg inhabitants of 
this fact. Often an inquisitive eye may detect the shores 
of a primitive lake m the low horizon hills, and no sub- 
sequent elevation of the plam have been necessary to 
oonceal then history. But it is easiest, as they who wo^ 
on the highways know, to find the hollows by the pud- 
dles after a shower. The amount of it is, the imagmation, 
give it the least hcense, dives deeper and soars higher 
than Nature goes. So, probably, the depth of the ocean 
wiU be found to be very mconsiderable compared with 


its breadth. 

As I sounded through the ice I could detemune the 
shape of the bottom with greater accuracy than is 
sible m surveymg harbors which do not freeze over, and 
I was surpnsed at its general regularity In the deepest 
part there are several acres more level than almost any 
field which is exposed to the sun, wmd, and plough. In 
one instance, on a Ime arbitrarily chosen, the depth did 
not vary more than one foot m thuty rods, and generally 
near the middle, I could calculate the variation for each 
one hundred feet in any direction beforehand within 
three or four mches. Some are accustomed to speak of 
deep and dangerous holes even m quiet sandy^ ponds 
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like tliis, but the efFect of water under these circum- 
stances is to level all inequahties. The regularity of the 
bottom and its conformity to the shores and the range 
of the neighbonng hills were so perfect that a distant 
promontory betrayed itself m the soundings qmte across 
the pond, and its direction could be determined by ob- 
servmg the opposite shore Cape becomes bar, and plain 
shoal, and valley and gorge deep water and channel 

When I had mapped the pond by the scale of ten 
rods to an inch, and put down the soundings, more than 
a hundred m all, I observed this remarkable comcidence. 
Having noticed that the number mdicatmg the greatest 
depth was apparently m the center of the map, I laid a 
rule on the map lengthwise, and then breadthwise, and 
found, to my surpnse, that the hne of greatest length 
intersected the line of greatest breadth exactly at the 
point of greatest depth, notwithstanding that the middle 
is so nearly level, the outlme of the pond far from regu- 
lar, and the extreme length and breadth were got by 
measuring mto the coves, and I said to myself, Who 
knows but this hmt would conduct to the deepest part 
of the ocean as well as of a pond or puddle? Is not this 
the rule also for the height of mountains, regarded as 
the opposite of valleys? We know that a hill is not high- 
est at its narrowest part. 

Of five coves, three, or all which had been soimded, 
were observed to have a bar qmte across their mouths 
and deeper water withm, so that the bay tended to be 
an expansion of water withm the land not only horizon- 
tally but vertically, and to form a basm or independent 
pond, the direction of the two capes showmg the course 
of the bar. Every harbor on the seacoast, also, has its bar 
at its entrance. In proportion as the mouth of the cove 
was wider compared with its length, the water over the 
bar was deeper compared with that m the basin. Given, 



THE POND IN WINTER 531 

tiien, the length and breadth of the cove, and the char- 
acter of the surrounding shore, and you have almost ele- 
ments enough to make out a formula for all cases. 

In order to see how nearly I could guess, with this 
expenence, at the deepest pomt m a pond, by observing 
the outhnes of its surface and the character of its shores 
alone, I made a plan of White Pond, which contains 
about forty-one acres, and, hke this, has no island m it, 
nor any visible inlet or outlet, and as the Ime of greatest 
breadth fell very near the Ime of least breadth, where 
two opposite capes approached each other and two op- 
posite bays receded, I ventured to mark a pomt a short 
distance from the latter Ime, but still on the hne of great- 
est length, as the deepest. The deepest part was found 
to be withm one hundred feet of this, still farther m the 
direction to which I had mclmed, and was only one foot 
deeper,^ namely, sixty feet. Of course, a stream ninmng 
through, or an island m the pond, would make the prob- 
lem much more comphcated. 

If we knew all the laws of Nature, we should need 
only one fact, or the description of one actual phenom- 
enon, to infer all the particular results at that pomt. 
Now we know only a few laws, and our result is vitiated, 
not, of course, by any confusion or irregularity m Na- 
ture, but by our ignorance of essential elements m the 
calculation. Our notions of law and harmony are com- 
monly confined to those instances which we detect, but 
the harmony which results from a far greater number of 
seemmgly conflictmg, but really concurring, laws, which 
we have not detected, is sbll more wonderful. The par- 
ticular laws are as our pomts of view, as, to the traveler, 
a mountain outlme vanes with every step, and it has an 
lofimte number of profiles, though absolutely but one 
form. Even when cleft or bored through it is not com- 
prehended in its entireness. 



532 WALDEN 

What I have observed of the pond is no less true in 
ethics. It IS the law of average. Such a rule of the two 
diameters not only gmdes us toward the sun in the sys- 
tem and the heart in man, but draw hues through the 
length and breadth of the aggregate of a man’s particu- 
lar daily behaviors and waves of life into his coves and 
inlets, and where they mtersect wiU be the height or 
depth of his character. Perhaps we need only to know 
how his shores trend and his adjacent country or circum- 
stances, to infer his depth and concealed bottom, h he is 
surrounded by mountainous circumstances, an Achille^ 
shore, whose peaks overshadow and are reflected 
bosom, they suggest a correspondmg depth in to. But 
a low and smooth shore proves to shallow on that side. 
In our bodies, a bold projectmg brow falls off to ^d m- 
dicates a correspondmg depth of thought. Also there is 
a bar across the entrance of our every cove, or parLCT> 
lar inclmation, each is our harbor for a season, ^ 
we are detamed and partially land-locked. These m- 
clmatLons are not whimsical usually, but their form, sr^, 
and direction are detenmned by the promontones o & 
shore, the ancient axes of elevation. When this ar is 
gradually mcreased by storms, tides, or current, or 
there is a subsidence of the waters, so that it reac es o 
the surface, that which was at first but an me ation 
in the shore m which a thought was harbored becoi^s 
an mdividual lake, cut off from the ocean, wherein © 
thought secures its own conditions — changes, per p » 
from salt to fresh, becomes a sweet sea, dead sea, or a 
marsh. At the advent of each mdividual mto 
may we not suppose that such a bar has nsen to e ^ 
face somewhere? It is true, we are such poor ° 

that our thoughts, for the most part, stand off an o 
upon a harborless coast, are conversant only w 
bights of the bays of poesy, or steer for the pu c po 
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of entry, and go into the dry docks of science, where 
they merely refit for this world, and no natural currents 
concur to individualize them. 

As for the inlet or outlet of Walden, I have not dis- 
covered any but rain and snow and evaporation, though 
perhaps, with a thermometer and a hne, such places 
may be found, for where the water flows mto the pond 
it will probably be coldest in summer and warmest in 
winter. When the icemen were at work here in ’46-’47, 
the cakes sent to the shore were one day rejected by 
those who were stackmg them up there, not being thick 
enough to he side by side with the rest, and the cutters 
thus discovered that the ice over a small space was two 
or three inches thumer than elsewhere, which made 
them think that there was an inlet there. They also 
showed me in another place what they thought was a 
^each hole,” through which the pond leaked out under 
a lull mto a neighbonng meadow, pushmg me out on a 
cake of ice to see it. It was a small cavity under ten feet 
of water, but I think that I can warrant the pond not to 
need soldermg tfil they find a worse leak than that One 
has suggested, that if such a “leach hole” should be 
found, its connection with the meadow, if any existed, 
might be proved by conveymg some colored powder or 
sawdust to the mouth of the hole, and then puttmg a 
stramer over the sprmg m the meadow, which would 
catch some of the particles earned through by the cur- 
rent. 

While I was surveymg, the ice, which was sixteen 
inches thick, undulated under a shght wmd like water. 
It is well known that a level cannot be used on ice. At 
one rod from the shore its greatest fluctuation, when 
observed by means of a level on land directed toward 
a graduated staff on the ice, was three quarters of an 
inch, though the ice appeared firmly attached to the 
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shore. It was probably greater in the middle. Who 
knows but if our mstruments were dehcate enough we 
might detect an undulation in the crust of the earth? 
When two legs of my level were on the shore and the 
third on the ice, and the sights were directed over the 
latter, a nse or fall of the ice of an almost infinitesunal 
amount made a difFerence of several feet on a tree across 
the pond. When I began to cut holes for soundmg there 
were three or four mches of water on the ice under a 
deep snow which had sunk it thus far, but the water be- 
gan immediately to run into these holes, and contmued 
to run for two days m deep streams, which wore away 
the ice on every side, and contnbuted essentially, if not 
mainly, to dry the surface of the pond, for, as the water 
ran m, it raised and floated the ice. This was somewhat 
like cutting a hole in the bottom of a ship to let the 
water out. When such holes freeze, and a ram succeeds, 
and finally a new freezing forms a fresh smooth ice over 
aU, it is beautifully mottled internally by dark figures, 
shaped somewhat like a spider s web, what you may call 
ice rosettes, produced by the channels worn by the wa- 
ter flowmg from all sides to a center. Sometimes, also, 
when the ice was covered with shallow puddles, I saw 
a double shadow of myself, one standmg on the head 
of the other, one on the ice, the other on the trees or 
hillside. 

While yet it is cold January, and snow and ice are 
thick and sohd, the prudent landlord comes from the 
village to get ice to cool his summer dnnk, impressively, 
even pathetically, wise, to foresee the heat and thirst of 
July now m January — ^wearmg a thick coat and mittensl 
when so many thmgs are not provided for. It may be 
that he lays up no treasures m this world which will 
cool his su mm er drink m the next. He cuts and saws the 
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solid pond, unroofs the house of fishes, and carts off 
their very element and air, held fast by chains and stakes 
like corded wood, through the favonng wmter air, to 
wmtry cellars, to underhe the summer there. It looks 
hke sohdified azure, as, far off, it is drawn through the 
streets. These ice-cutters are a merry race, full of jest 
and sport, and when I went among them they were 
wont to mvite me to saw pit-fashion with them, I stand- 
ing imdemeath. 

In the wmter of *46-^47 there came a hundred men of 
Hyperborean extraction swoop down onto our pond one 
morning, with many carloads of ungamly-lookmg farm- 
mg tools — sleds, ploughs, dnil-barrows, turf-kmves, 
spades, saws, rakes, and each man was armed with a 
double-pomted pike-staff, such as is not described m 
the New England Farmer or the Cultivator. I did not 
know whether they had come to sow a crop of wmter 
rye, or some other kmd of gram recently introduced 
from Iceland. As I saw no manure, I judged that they 
meant to skim the land, as I had done, thmkmg the soil 
was deep and had lam fallow long enough. They said 
that a gentleman farmer, who was behmd the scenes, 
wanted to double his money, which, as I understood, 
amounted to half a milhon already, but m order to cover 
each one of his dollars with another, he took off the only 
coat, ay, the skm itself, of Walden Pond m the midst of 
a hard wmter. They went to work at once, ploughmg, 
harrowmg, rollmg, furrowmg, m admirable order, as if 
they were bent on making this a model farm, but when 
I was lookmg sharp to see what kmd of seed they 
dropped mto the furrow, a gang of fellows by my side 
suddenly began to hook up the virgin mould itself, with 
a pecuhar jerk, clean down to the sand, or rather the 
water — ^for it was a very sprmgy soil — ^mdeed all the 
terra firma there was — and haul it away on sleds, and 
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then I guessed that they must be cutting peat in a hog. 
So they came and went every day, with a pecuhar shnek 
from the locomotive, from and to some pomt of the polar 
regions, as it seemed to me, like a flock of arctic snow- 
birds. But sometimes Squaw Walden had her revenge, 
and a hired man, waling behind his team, shpped 
through a crack m the ground down toward Tartarus, 
and he who was so brave before suddenly became but 
the mnth part of a man, almost gave up his animal heat, 
and was glad to take refuge m my house, and acknowl- 
edged that there was some virtue in a stove, or some- 
tunes the frozen soil took a piece of steel out of a 
ploughshare, or a plough got set m the furrow and had 
to be cut out. 

To speak hteraUy, a himdred Inshmen, with Yankee 
overseers, came from Cambridge every day to get out 
the ice. They divided it mto cakes by methods too well 
known to require description, and these, bemg sledded 
to the shore, were rapidly hauled off onto an ice plat- 
form, and raised by grapphng irons and block and 
tackle, worked by horses, on to a stack, as surely as so 
many barrels of flour, and there placed evenly side by 
side, and row upon row, as if they formed the sohd base 
of an obehsk designed to pierce the clouds. They told 
me that m a good day they could get out a thousand 
tons, which was the yield of about one acre. Deep ruts 
and “cradle holes” were worn m the ice, as on terra 
jirma, by the passage of the sleds over the same track, 
and the horses mvanably ate then oats out of cakes of 
ice hollowed out like buckets They stacked up the cakes 
thus m the open an m a pile thnty-five feet high on one 
side and six or seven rods square, puttmg hay between 
the outside layers to exclude the an, for when the wind, 
though never so cold, finds a passage through, it will 
wear large cavities, leavmg shght supports or studs only 
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here and there, and finally topple it down. At tet it 
looked hie a vast blue fort or Valhalla, but when y 
began to tuck the coarse meadow hay mto the “^wces 
and this became covered with rune and icicles, it lo 
like a venerable moss-grown and hoary nm, b^t ot 
azure-tmted marble, the abode of Wmter, Aat “ 
we see m the almanac^his shanty, as if he had a desi^ 
m estivate ivith us. They calculated that not twenty-^e 
per cent of this would reach its destmaton, ^ud *^1 ^ 
or three per cent would be wasted m the cars How^ 
a stdl greater part of this heap had a different destoy 
from what was mtended, for, either became i^^s 
found not to keep so weU as was ejected, | 

more an than usual, ot for some other reason, i 
got to market This heap, made m the wm at o „ 
and estimated to contam ten thousand tons, wa / 
coveted with hay and boards, and though it was im 
roofed the foUowmg July, and a part of it 
rest remaining exposed to the sun, it stoo o , , 

summer and the next winter, and was not qmte melted 
till September, 1848. Thus the pond recovered the 

Lke fte^water, the Walden ice, seen near at hand; 
has a green tint, but at a distance is beau y » 

and you can easily tell it from the white ice o ^ c ’ 

or the merely greenish ice of some ponds, a qumter 
mile off Sometimes one of those great cakes s ps ^ 
the iceman’s sled mto the village street, an es 
for a week like a great emerald, an object of 
all passers I have noticed that a portion o ^ -i ^ 
which m the state of water was green will o en, w 
frozen, appear from the same pomt of view k ue o 
hollows about this pond will, sometimes, m the wm e , 
be fflled with a greenish water somewhat like i^ 
but the next day will have frozen blue. Perhaps e u 
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color of water and ice is due to the hght and air they 
contain, and the most transparent is the bluest. Ice is 
an mterestmg subject for contemplation. They told me 
that they had some m the icehouses at Fresh Pond five 
years old which was as good as ever. Why is it that a 
bucket of water soon becomes putrid, but hrozen re- 
mams sweet forever? It is commonly said that this is the 
difference between the affections and the mtellect. 

Thus for sixteen days I saw from my wmdow a hun- 
dred men at work hke busy husbandmen, with teams and 
horses and apparently all the implements of farmmg, 
such a picture as we see on the first page of the almanac; 
and as often as I looked out I was reminded of the fable 
of the lark and the reapers, or the parable of the sower, 
and the hke, and now they are aU gone, and m thirty 
days more, probably, I shall look from the same wmdow 
on the pure sea-green Walden water there, reflectmg 
the clouds and the trees, and sendmg up its evaporations 
in sohtude, and no traces will appear that a man has ever 
stood there. Perhaps I shall hear a sohtary loon laugh 
as he dives and plumes himself, or shall see a lonely 
fisher m his boat, hke a floatmg leaf, beholdmg his form 
reflected in the waves, where lately a hundred men 
securely labored. 

Thus it appears that the sweltering inhabitants of 
Charleston and New Orleans, of Madras and Bombay 
and Calcutta, dnnk at my well. In the mommg I bathe 
my intellect m the stupendous and cosmogonal philoso- 
phy of the Bhagvat Geeta, since whose composition 
years of the gods have elapsed, and in comparison with 
which our modem world and its hterature seem puny 
and trivial, and I doubt if that philosophy is not to be 
referred to a previous state of existence, so remote is its 
sublimity from our conceptions. I lay down the book 
and go to my well for water, and lol there I meet the 
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servant of the Bramin, priest of Brahma and Vishnu and 
Indra, who still sits m his temple on the Ganges readmg 
the Vedas, or dweUs at the root of a tree with his crust 
and water jug. I meet his servant come to draw water 
for his master, and our buckets as it were grate together 
in the same well. The pure Walden water is ^gled 
with the sacred water of the Ganges. With favoring 
vraads it is wafted past the site of the fabulous islan s 
of Atlantis and the Hespendes, makes the penplus ot 
Hanno, and, floating by Temate and Tidore and the 
mouth of the Persian Gulf, melts in the tropm ga es o 
the Indian seas, and is landed m ports of which Alex- 
ander only heard the names. 


SPRING 

The openmg of large tracts by the ice-cutters com- 
monly causes a pond to break up earher, for the water, 
agitated by the wmd, even m cold weather, wears away 
the surroundmg ice. But such was not the effect on 
Walden that year, for she had soon got a thick new 
garment to take the place of the old. This pond never 
breaks up so soon as the others in this neighborhood, on 
account both of its greater depth and its havmg no 
stream passmg through it to melt or wear away the ice. 
I never knew it to open in the course of a wmter, not ex- 
cepting that of ’ 52 -’ 53 , which gave the ponds so severe 
a trial It commonly opens about the first of Apn , a 
week or ten days later than Fhnts* Pond and 
Haven, beginmng to melt on the north side and in the 
shallower parts where it began to freeze. It mdicates 
better than any water hereabouts the absolute progress 
of the season, bemg least affected by transient changes 
of temperature. A severe cold of a few days' duration m 
March may very much retard the openmg of the former 
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ponds, while the temperature of Walden increases al- 
most unmterruptedly. A thermometer thrust mto the 
middle of Walden on the 6th of March, 1847, stood at 
32°, or freezing pomt, near the shore at 33°; in the mid- 
dle of Flmts’ Pond, the same day, at 323^°; at a dozen 
rods from the shore, m shallow water, under ice a foot 
thick, at 36°. This difference of three and a half degrees 
between the temperature of the deep water and the 
shallow m the latter pond, and the fact that a great 
proportion of it is comparatively shallow, show why it 
should break up so much sooner than Walden The ice 
in the shallowest part was at this tune several mches 
thinner than m the middle. In rmdwmter the middle 
had been the warmest and the ice thinnest there. So, 
also, everyone who has waded about the shores of a. 
pond in summer must have perceived how much 
warmer the water is close to the shore, where only three 
or four inches deep, than a httle distance out, and on 
the surface where it is deep, than near the bottom. In 
sprmg the sun not only exerts an influence through the 
increased temperature of the air and earth, but its heat 
passes through ice a foot or more thick, and is reflected 
from the bottom m shallow water, and so also warms 
the water and melts the under side of the ice, at the 
same time that it is meltmg it more directly above, mak- 
ing it uneven, and causmg the air bubbles which it con- 
tains to extend themselves upward and downward until 
it is completely honeycombed, and at last disappears 
suddenly m a smgle sprmg ram. Ice has its gram as well 
as wood, and when a cake begins to rot or “comb, that 
is, assume the appearance of honeycomb, whatever may 
be its position, the air cells are at right angles with what 
was the water surface. Where there is a rock or a log 
rismg near to the surface the ice over it is much thinner, 
and is frequently qmte dissolved by this reflected heat. 


SPRING 

I have been ‘oH ‘hat in Men^ent^at 
bndge to faeeze water m a ^ ^ bad 

though the cold air circulated ^ 

access to both sides, the re ^ ^ advantage. 

bottom more than coimter 

When a warm ram .“"^^dtatsrhard dark 

off the snow-ice from ^alde , ^ be a strip 

or transparent ice on the m ’ g. rod or more wide, 
of rotten though thicker w^ e > reflected heat Also, 
about the scores, created ^ ^ ,^thm the ice 

as I have said, the bubbles Jbeneath. 

operate as burmng-glasses to rilace every day in 

’^The phenomena of 

a pond on a small scale. ry .^varmed more 

spedang, the shallow ^ ® ot be made so 

rapidly than the deep, though it may 
warm'after all, and every «venmg tt is bemg 
more rapidly untd the mor^g The ^ay “ ^ ,„a 

„£ the year The mght - X»d^e“ oon fs the 
evenmg are the sprmg an all, p ^ indicate 
summel The crackmg and boor^g o ^ 

a change of ‘“"P®”‘^®Xf| 5 ?\avmg gone to Fhnts’ 
cold mght, February 24th 1850, ^ 

Pond to spend the day, I noticed ,e- 

when I struck the ice with the head of y ^ ^ ^ 

sounded like a gong for many ro ar 

had struck on a tight drumhea . P 

boom about an hour after sunr^e, w 

fiuence of the sun’s rays slanted wakmg man 
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three or four hours. It took a short si^ta at n 

boomed once more toward mght, as e weather 

drawing his influence. In the nght stage “ 

a pond fires its evenmg gun with gre gm 
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in the middle of the day, bemg full of cracks, and the 
air also bemg less elastic, it had completely lost its 
resonance, and probably fishes and muskrats could not 
then have been stunned by a blow on it. The fishermen 
say that the “thundermg of the pond” scares the fishes 
and prevents their bitmg. The pond does not thunder 
every evenmg, and I cannot tell surely when to expect 
its thundering, but though I may perceive no difference 
in the weather, it does. Who would have suspected so 
large and cold and thick-skinned a thing to be so sensi- 
tive? Yet it has its law to which it thunders obedience 
when it should as surely as the buds expand m the 
sprmg The earth is aU alive and covered with papillae. 
The largest pond is as sensitive to atmosphenc changes 
as the globule of mercury in its tube. 

One attraction in coming to the woods to live was 
that I should have leisure and opportunity to see the 
Sprmg come m. The ice m the pond at length begms to 
be honeycombed, and I can set my heel m it as I walk. 
Fogs and rams and warmer suns are gradually meltmg 
the snow, the days have grown sensibly longer; and I 
see how I shall get through the wmter without addmg 
to my woodpile, for large fires are no longer necessary. 
I am on the alert for the first signs of spnng, to hear the 
chance note of some amvmg bird, or the stnped squir- 
rels chirp, for his stores must be now nearly exhausted, 
or see the woodchuck venture out of his wmter quarters. 
On the 13th of March, after I had heard the bluebird, 
song-sparrow, and red-wmg, the ice was still nearly a 
foot thick. As the weather grew warmer it was not sensi- 
bly worn away by the water, nor broken up and floated 
off as m nvers, but, though it was completely melted for 
half a rod m width about the shore, the middle was 
merely honeycombed and saturated with water, so that 
you could put your foot through it when six mches 
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iliick, but by the next day evening, perhaps, ^er a 
warn ram foUowed by fog, it would have whoUy 
appeaied, all gone o£E with the fog, spinted away. One 
ve^ I went across the middle only five days before it 
Lappeared entirely. In 1845 W^'^en was first 
pletely open on the 1st of April, in_ ^ 

Marci fa ’47. the 8th of April; 
of March, fa ’52. the 18th of April, in 53. the 23d of 

March; fa ’54. about the 7th of April. 

Every incident connected with the breaking up 
rivers and ponds and the settling of the weather is p^- 
ticularly interesting to us who hve m a climate o 
great extremes. When the warmer days come, they 
who dwell near the river hear the ice crack at mg 
with a startlmg whoop as loud as artillery, as i i y 
fetters were rent from end to end, and w m ^ ^ 
days see it rapidly going out. So the a or c 
out of the mud with quakmgs of the ear* One o 
man, who has been a close observer of Nature, an 
seems as thoroughly wise m regard to all her opera o 
as if she had been put upon the stocks when he was a 
boy. and he had helped to lay her keel— who has come 
to his growth, and can hardly acquire more o na 
lore if he should hve to the age of Methuselah— told 
me, and I was surprised to hear him express won e 
at any of Nature^s operations, for I thought that ere 
were no secrets between them, that one spring ay © 
took his gun and boat, and thought that he worn ave 
a httle sport with the ducks There was ice stul on e 
meadows, but it was all gone out of the nver, an 
he dropped down without obstruction from Sud ury, 
where he hved, to Fair Haven Pond, which he foimd, 
unexpectedly, covered for the most part with a rm 
field of ice. It was a warm day, and he was surprise 
to see so great a body of ice remaimng. Not seemg any 
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duck'/, lie Idd hln bout on die noi th or back nkh of an 
J'/JiUkI ill Ibo X’oiid, and then concealed iiir/jf/olf in llio 
b(i«licij on tlic f/outh lado, to uwalt tliorn, Tlic ico was 
melted for three or four rods from tho shore, and there 
was u /anootli and warm alicofc of water, witli a muddy 
bottom, mail as the ducks love, within, and lie thought 
it Jikaiy that somo would he along xiretly soon. After fie 
iiad lain still there about an Jiour he heard a low and 
seomlngly very distant sound, hut nini'ukir}/ grand and 
impressivo, unliko anything ho iiad over iieard, gradu- 
ally /welling and inercasi'ng as if it would have a uni- 
versal and rnemorahle ending, jt sullen rush and roar, 
wiiicli Seemed to iiim all at once like the sound of a 
vast body <)£ fowl coming in to settle there, and, seeing 
h/s gun, ha started up in li.isle and excited; hut he 
found, to ills surpris(., that the wiiole body of tho ico 
i/ad started vdiilo he lay liicre, and drifted in to tho 
shore, and the sound lie iiad heard v/as made by its edge 
grating on the shore— ~at first gently nibbled and cru/n- 
blofi off, hut at length iieaving up and scattering it'/ 
wrecks along tlie island to u eonslderahlu iieight before 
it came to a stand //(ill, 

At Jenglh the sun's rays liave attained the right angle, 
and v/arm winds blow up mist and rain and melt tho 
snov/ h/inks, ,and the sun dl//persiug the mist smiles on 
it chcf'kerorl lanclscsipe of russet and while smoking 
with Incense, through which the traveler picks his way 
from islet to islet, clieercd by the music of a thousand 
tinkling lilis and rivulets wiioso veins are filled with the 
blood of winter which they are hearing olf, 

X'ew phanonicna gave me more delight than to eb- 
sorvo the forms whicii tliawing s/ind and eJay assume in 
flowing down the sides of a deep cut on tiie railroad 
tlirough v/hich X passed on my way to tiie village, a 
plicnoincnon not very common on so large u scale, 
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thougli the number o£ freshly exposed bai^ of the right 

matenal must have been greatly vm 

roads were invented. The matenal was sand of eve^ 
degree of fineness and of various rich colors, <=0“™° ^ 
mied with a httle clay. When the frost comes out m 4e 
y pr -n v and even in a thawmg day m the wmter the 
Ld begins to flow down the slopes like lava, “me^es 
burstmg out through the snow and overflowmg it where 
3was tobesinbefore. Numerable h^ she^ 
overlap and mterlace one with anoAer, ednhih g 
sort of hybnd product, which obeys half way 
of curreirts, and hah way that of vegetation. M h 
it takes the forms of sappy leaves or ™es. rn^g 
heaps of pulpy sprays a foot or more m depth, and r^ 
slblmg.\s you look doivn on them, the lacimatei 
lobed, and imbncated thalluses of some “7 

are remmded of coral, of leopards paws or bn^s tee^ 
of brains or lungs or bowels, and excrements ot^ 
lands. It is a truly grotesque vegetation, whose fo^ 
and color we see imitated m bronze, a sort of 
tural fohage more ancient and typical thm ac > 
chicory, ivy, vme, or any vegetable leaves, es e p 
haps, under some circumstances, to become a p 
future geologists. The whole cut impresse ^ 
were a cave with its stalactites laid open to e g 
The various shades of the sand are smgular y nc 
agreeable, embracmg the different iron colors, 
gray, yellowish, and reddish. When fhe . 

reaches the dram at the foot o£ the bank it sprea 
flatter mto strands, the separate streams losmg e 
semi-cyhndncal form and gradually becommg more 
and broad, runmng together as they are more mo^t, 
they form an almost flat sand, still variously an eau 
fully shaded, but m which you can trace the on^ ^ 
forms of vegetation, till at length, in the water i e , 
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they are converted into hanks, like those formed off the 
mouths of rivers, and the forms of vegetation are lost m 
the npple marks on the bottom. 

The whole bank, which is from twenty to forty feet 
high, IS sometimes overlaid with a mass of this kmd of 
fohage, or sandy rupture, for a quarter of a mile on one 
or both sides, the produce of one sprmg day. What 
makes this sand fohage remarkable is its springmg into 
existence thus suddenly. When I see on the one side the 
inert bank — ^for the sim acts on one side first — and on 
the other this luxuriant fohage, the creation of an hour, 
I am affected as if m a pecuhar sense I stood in the 
laboratory of the Artist who made the world and me — 
had come to where he was still at work, sportmg on this 
bank, and with excess of energy strewmg his fresh de- 
signs about I feel as if I were nearer to the vitals of the 
globe, for this sandy overflow is somethmg such a foha- 
ceous mass as the vitals of the animal body. You find 
thus m the very sands an anticipation of the vegetable 
leaf. No wonder that the earth expresses itself out- 
wardly in leaves, it so labors with ^e idea mwardly. 
The atoms have already learned this law, and are preg- 
nant by it. The overhangmg leaf sees here its prototype. 
Internally, whether m the globe or animal body, it 
a moist thick lohe, a word especially apphcable to the 
hver and lungs and the leaves of fat (Xst^w, labor, lap- 
sus, to flow or shp downward, a lapsmg, Xo^o?, glohus, 
lobe, globe, also lap, flap, and many other words) ; ex- 
ternally, a dry thin leaf, even as the f and v are a 
pressed and dried b The radicals of lobe are Ih, the soft 
mass of the b (smgle lobed, or B, doubled lobed) with 
the hqmd I bel^d it pressmg it forward. In globe, gib, 
the guttural g adds to the meamng the capacity of the 
throat. The feathers and wings of birds are stdl drier 
and t hinn er leaves. Thus, also, you pass from the lump* 



SPRING 

fch grab in the earth to the any “<1 

TVtP verv dobe continually transcends and translates it 

ra rts orbrt. Even - be^- 

with dehcate costal leaves, as .f it ve 2 

moulds which the fronds of water P’^ jj 
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SpTm™g eardi. and towns and cides are the 

meXs:^ ttos die sand ceases to flow. W 
in^ morning the streams will ^tart 
branch and branch agam mto a myn If 

here see perchance how blood vessels are fo™®“ 

5ou look Lely you observe that first 

ward from the thawmg mass a of “ L,.. , 

with a drophke pomt. like the baU of *o^gf 

Its way slowly and bhndly downward. im , ^ 

more heat and moisture, as the ^ g 8 

most flmd porUon. m its effort to obey f^o ^w 

the most inert also yields, separates om 

forms for itself a meandermg ch^el " „ 

that, m which IS seen a htde silvery atre^ g" 

like hghtnmg from one stage of pulpy foaves or ^ 

to anLer, and ever and anon swallowed up m the 

sand It IS wonderful bow rapidly yet ^ 

organizes itself as it flows, using the es „v,qnnel. 

mass affords to form the sharp ed^s o i .^qs+er 

Such are the sources of nvers. In die s aou 

which the water deposits is perhaps the -uy 

and m the stiff finer soil and orgamc matter the ti 7 

fiber or cellular tissue What is man but a m^s o 

ing clay? The ball of the human finger is but P 

congealed. The fingers and toes flow ® what 
from the tharvmg iSass of the body ^o ^ows vvto 

the human body would expand and flow ou 
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a more gemal heaven? Is not the hand a spreading 
palm leaf with its lobes and vems? The ear may be re- 
garded, fancifully, as a hchen, umhilicaria, on the side 
of the head, with its lobe or drop. The hp — labium, 
from labor (?) — ^laps or lapses from the sides of the 
cavernous mouth. The nose is a manifest congealed 
drop or stalactite. The chm is a still larger drop, the 
confluent drippmg of the face. The cheeks are a shde 
from the brows mto the valley of the face, opposed and 
diff used by the cheek bones. Each rounded lobe of the 
vegetable leaf, too, is a thick and now loitermg drop, 
larger or smaller, the lobes are the fingers of the leaf; 
and as many lobes as it has, in so many directions it 
tends to flow, and more heat or other gemal influences 
would have caused it to flow yet farther. 

Thus it seemed that this one hillside illustrated the 
pnnciple of all the operations of Nature. The M^er 
of this earth but patented a leaf. What Champolhon 
will decipher this hieroglyphic for us, that we may turn 
over a new leaf at last? This phenomenon is more ex 
hilaratmg to me than the luxuriance and fertihiy o 
vmeyards. True, it is somewhat excrementitious m its 
character, and there is no end to the heaps of hver, 
hghts, and bowels, as if the globe were turned wrong 
side outward, but this suggests at least that Nature as 
some bowels, and there agam is mother of humanity.^ 
This IS the frost coming out of the ground, this is Spnng. 
It precedes the green and flowery sprmg, as mytho ogy 
precedes regular poetry I know of nothmg more purga 
tive of wmter fumes and mdigestions. It convinces me- 
that Earth is still m her swaddhng clothes, and s^retc es 
forth baby fingers on every side Fresh curls sprmg oto. 
the baldest brow. There is nothmg morgamc T ese 
fohaceous heaps he along the bank like the slag o a. 
furnace, showmg that Nature is “m full blast wi 
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The earth is not a mere fragment of dead history, stra- 
tum upon stratum hke the leaves of a book, to be stud- 
ied by geologists and antiquaries chiefly, but hvmg po- 
etry hke the leaves of a tree, which precede flowers and 
frmt — ^not a fossil earth, but a hvmg earth, compared 
with whose great central hfe all animal and vegetable 
life is merely parasitic. Its throes will heave our exuviae 
from then graves. You may melt your metals and cast 
them mto the most beautiful moulds you can, they will 
never excite me hke the forms which t h is molten earth 
flows out mto. And not only it, but the institutions upon 
it are plastic hke clay in the hands of the potter. 

Ere long, not only on these banks, but on every hill 
and plam and m every hollow, the host comes out of 
the ground hke a dormant quadruped from its burrow, 
and seeks the sea with music, or migrates to other chmes 
m clouds. Thaw with his gentle persuasion is more 
powerful than Thor with his hammer. The one melts, 
the other but breaks m pieces. 

When the ground was partially bare of snow, and a 
few warm days had dned its surface somewhat, it was 
pleasant to compare the first tender signs of the infant 
year just peepmg forth with the stately beauty of the 
Withered vegetation which had withstood the wmter 
— ^hfe-everlasting, goldenrods, pmweeds, and graceful 
Wild grasses, more obvious and mterestmg frequently 
than m summer even, as if their beauty was not npe 
till then, even cotton-grass, cat-tails, mulleins, johns- 
wort, hard-hack, meadow-sweet, and other strong- 
stemmed plants, those unexhausted granaries which en- 
tertam the earhest birds — decent weeds, at least, which 
widowed Nature wears. I am particularly attracted by 
the archmg and sheaflike top of the wool-grass, it brmgs 
back the summer to our wmter memories, and is among 
the forms which art loves to copy, and which, m the 
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vegetable kingdom, have the same relation to types al- 
ready m the mmd of man that astronomy has. It is an 
antique style, older than Greek or Egyptian. Many of 
the phenomena of Winter are suggestive of an inex- 
pressible tenderness and fragile dehcacy We are ac- 
customed to hear this kmg descnbed as a rude and bois- 
terous tyrant, but with the gentleness of a lover he 
adorns the tresses of Summer. 

At the approach of sprmg the red-squirrels got under 
my house, two at a tune, directly under my feet as I 
sat reading or wntmg, and kept up the queerest chuck- 
Img and chirrupmg and vocal puouettmg and gurgling 
sounds that ever were heard, and when I stamped they 
only chirruped the louder, as if past all fear and respect 
an then mad pranks, defymg humamty to stop them. No 
you don^t — chickaree — chickaree. They were wholly 
deaf to my arguments, or failed to perceive their force, 
and fell mto a stram of mvective that was irresistible. 

The first sparrow of sprmgl The year begmnmg with 
younger hope than ever! The famt sdvery warbhngs 
heard over the partially bare and moist fields from the 
bluebird, the song-sparrow, and the redwmg, as if the 
last flakes of wmter tinkled as they fell! What at such 
a time are histones, chronologies, traditions, and all 
wntten revelations? The brooks sing carols and glees 
to the sprmg. The marsh-hawk sailing low over the 
meadow is already seekmg the first slimy life that 
awakes The smkmg sound of meltmg snow is heard 
in all dells, and the ice dissolves apace m the ponds. 
The grass flames up on the hillsides like a sprmg 
‘et pnmitus ontur herba imbnbus pnmonbus evocata 
—as if the earth sent forth an mward heat to greet the 
retummg sun, not yellow but green is the color of its 
flame; the symbol of perpetual youth, the grass-blade, 
like a long green nbbon, streams from the sod mto the 
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„ elected mdeed by 

mg on again, hftmg its spear °£ oozes 

fresh life below. It grows as ^ 

out of the groimd ^ ^ ijk are dry, the 

in the growing days of Jm , ^ yo^j. 

grass blades are then “ Im and the 
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our human life but dies down to its root, ana son p 

forth Its green blade to ^al two rods 

Walden is melting apace There is 

Wide along the ^ ^ of jce has cracked off 

sun at the east end A great “"^^.gmg from 

from the mam body I hear a song P oJiip, 

the bushes on the shore-ote, o •*, 

chip, che char — che totss, totss, sweeping curves 

to mck It. How handsome the , /jo diose of 

m the edge of the ice. — g^mewhnt ‘o^^ 

the shore, but more regularl It is un^ua y 

to the recent severe but transient cdd.^and 

or waved like a palace fiooi. leaches the 

ward over its opaque surface m behold this nb- 

hving surface beyond. It is glono 

bon of water sparkling m the ® ' .oy of the 

pond full of glee and youth, as i sp ^ silvery 

Lhes within It, and of the sands 

sheen as from the scales of a _ter and 

one active fish Such is the contrast e 
sprmg Walden was dead and is ah''^ 
spnng It broke up more steaeWy, as 

The change from storm and wmte 

weather, from dark and sluggish h things pro- 

elastic ones, is a memorable crisis ® Suddenly an 
claim. It IS seemmgly mstantaneous at 1 g^^vas 

influx of hght fiUed my house, though the evening 
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at hand, and the clouds of winter still overhung it, and 
the eaves were dripping with sleety rain. I looked out 
the window, and lo! where yesterday was cold gray ice 
■there lay the transparent pond already calm and ruU ot 
hope as m a summer evenmg, reflectmg a summer eve- 
ning sky in its bosom, though none was visible over- 
head, as if it had intelhgence with some remote horizon. 

I heard a robin in the distance, the first I had heard for 
many a thousand years, methought, whose note I shall 
not forget for many a thousand more — the same sweet 
and powerful song as of yore. O the evenmg robin, at 
the end of a New England summer day! If I could ever 
£nd the twig he sits upon* I mean he, I mean the twig- 
This at least is not the Turdtts migratonus The pit 
pines and shrub-oaks about my house, which Iwd so 
long drooped, suddenly resumed their several charac- 
ters, looked brighter, greener, and more erect and ahve, 
as effectually cleansed and restored by the 
knew that it would not rain any more. You may te y 
lookmg at any twig of the forest, ay, at your very w(^ 
pile, whether its wmter is past or not. As it grew dar er, 
I was startled by the honking of geese flymg low 
■the woods, like weary travelers gettmg m late from 
southern lakes, and mdulgmg at last m unrestr^e 
■complamt and mutual consolation. Standing at my door, 
I could hear the rush of their wings, when, dnvmg t^ 
ward my house, they suddenly spied my fight, and w 
hushed clamor wheeled and settled m the pond, o 
came m, and shut the door, and passed my first sprmg 
night m the woods. / . 

In the mommg I watched the geese from the 
■through the mist, s ailin g in the middle of the pond, firty 
xods off, so large and tumultuous that Walden appeare 
like an artificial pond for their amusement But when 
stood on the shore they at once rose up with a grea 
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flapping of wings at the signal of their commander, and 
when they had got mto rank circled about over my 
head, twenty-mne of them, and then steeied straight to 
Canada, with a regular honk from the leader at inter- 
vals, trusting to break their fast m muddier 
"plump” of ducks rose at the same time and took the 
xonte to the north m the wake of their noisier cousins. 

For a week I heard the circhng groping clangor ot 
some sohtary goose m the foggy mormngs seeking its 
companion, and sbU peopling the woods with the sound 
of a larger Me than they could sustain In Aprd we 
pigeons were seen agam flymg express m sma oc , 
and m due time I heard the martms twittering over my 
dearmg, though it had not seemed that the township 
contamed so many that it could afford me any, an 
fancied that they were pecuharly of the ancient race.‘that 
dwelt m hollow trees ere white men came In almost all 
climes the tortoise and the frog are among the precursors 
and heralds of this season, and birds fly with song and 
glancmg plumage, and plants sprmg and b oom, an 
wmds blow, to correct this shght oscillation of the poles 
and preserve the equilibrium of Nature. 

As every season seems best to us m its turn, so e 
coming m of sprmg is like the creation of Cosmos ou 
of Chaos and the realization of the Golden Age. 


"Eurus ad Auroram, Nabathacaque regna recessit, 
Persidaque, et radiis juga subdita matutmis 

"The East-Wmd vathdrew to Aurora and the Nabathaean 

And the Persian, and the ndges placed under the morning 
rays. 

• ••••** 

Man was bom. Whether that Artificer of things. 

The oricin of a better world, made him from the i 
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Or the earth being recent and lately sundered from the 
high 

Ether, retamed some seeds of cognate heaven ” 

A single gentle ram makes the grass many shades 
greener. So our prospects brighten on the mflux of bet- 
ter thoughts. We should be blessed if we hved m the 
present always, and took advantage of every accident 
that befell us, hke the grass which confesses the influ- 
ence of the shghtest dew that falls on it, and did not 
spend our time m atonmg for the neglect of past oppor- 
tumties, which we call doing our duty. We loiter m win- 
ter while it is already spnng In a pleasant spring morn- 
ing all men’s sms are forgiven Such a day is a truce to 
vice While such a sun holds out to bum, the vilest sin- 
ner may return Through our own recovered mnocence 
we discern the mnocence of our neighbors. You may 
have known your neighbor yesterday for a thief, a 
drunkard, or a sensuahst, and merely pitied or despised 
him, and despaired of the world, but the sun shmes 
bnght and warm this first spring mommg, re-creatmg 
the world, and you meet him at some serene work, and 
see how his exhausted and debauched "veins expand 
with still ]oy and bless the new day, feel the sprmg influ- 
ence with the innocence of infancy, and all his faults are 
forgotten. There is not only an atmosphere of good will 
about him, but even a savor of hohness groping for ex- 
pression, bhndly and meffectually perhaps, like a new- 
born mstmct, and for a short hour the south hillside 
echoes to no vulgar jest You see some innocent fair 
shoots preparing to burst from his gnarled nnd and try 
another year’s life, tender and fresh as the youngest 
plant Even he has entered into the ]oy of his Lord. Why 
the jailer does not leave open his prison doors -why 
the judge does not dismiss his case — ^why the preacher 
does not dismiss his congregation! It is because they do 
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rt obey the hint which God gives them, nor accept the 
nrapproaches a htUe 

he sprouts of the forest which has been Med. in 
„Ler the evil which one does in the 
prevents the germs of v^es -hich 
agam from developing th^se ves prevented 

“After the germs of virtue have *us “nn P 
many times from developmg ihemselves 
icent breath of evenmg does not si^ce P 
As soon as the breath of evenmg n® , j ^gr 
to preserve them, then the nature of m^ does no^^^ 
much from that of the brute on se never 

this man hke that of the brute, think that h 
possessed the innate faculty of re^on Are those 
true and natural sentunents of manr 

“The Golden Age was first created, which without any 

SpontlneoSly without law chenshed wrds 

Punishment and fear were not, nor w 

On suspended brass, nor did the an 

The words of their judge, but were s 

Not vet le pme feUed on its wSfd,^ 

To the hquid waves that it imght see a 

And mortals knew no shores but their own. ^ ^ 

There was eternal spring, and placid zephyrs with 
Blasts soothed the flowers bom without see 

On the 29th of April, as I was fishing from ^ 
of the nver near the Nine-Acre-Comer bn ge, 
on tlie quaking grass and willow roots, where r 
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rats lurk, I heard a singular ratthng sound, somewhat 
like that of the sticks which boys play with their fingers, 
when, looking up, I observed a very shght and graceful 
hawk, like a night-hawk, alternately soaring like a npple 
and tumbhng a rod or two over and over, showing the 
underside of its wings, which gleamed hke a satin nb- 
bon in the sun, or hke the pearly mside of a shell. This 
sight reminded me of falconry and what nobleness and 
poetry are associated with that sport The Merlm it 
seemed to me it might be called but I care not for its 
name It was the most ethereal flight I had ever wit- 
nessed It did not simply flutter hke a butterfly, nor soar 
like the larger hawks, but it sported with proud rehance 
in the fields of air, mountmg again and agam with its 
strange chuckle, it repeated its free and beautiful fall, 
tunung over and over like a kite, and then recovering 
from its lofty tumbhng, as if it had never set its foot on 
terra firma It appeared to have no companion m the 
umverse — sporting there alone — and to need none but 
the morning and die ether with which it played It was 
not lonely, but made aU the earth lonely beneath it. 
Where was the parent which hatched it, its kmdred, and 

its father m the heavens? The tenant of the air, it seemed 

« 

related to the earth but by an egg hatched some tune m 
the crevice of a crag, or was its native nest made m the 
angle of a cloud, woven of the rambow’s tnmmmgs and 
the sunset sky, and hned with some soft midsummer 
haze caught up from earth? Its eyry now some chf^ 
cloud. 


Beside this I got a rare mess of golden and sdver and 
bnght cupreous fishes, which looked hke a string of 
jewels. Ahl I have penetrated to those meadows on the 
morning of many a first sprmg day, jumping from hum- 
mock to hummock, from willow root to willow 
when the wild nver valley and the woods were bathed 
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in so pure and bngM a light as would have waked the 
dead, if they had been slumbering m their graves, as 
some suppose. There needs no stronger ° ^ 

mortahty. AU thmgs must hve m such a hght O Death, 
where was thy stmg? O Grave, where was thy victory. 


menr ^ . r ^ 4.1,0. 

Our village life would stagnate if it were not 

unexplored forests and meadows which surround it. 
We need the tome of wildness— to wade sometimes m 
marshes where the bittern and the meadow- en m , 
and hear the booming of the smpe, to sme ^ ^ 
permg sedge where only some wilder and more so 
fowl builds her nest, and the mink crawls wi its e y 
close to the ground. At the same time that we am ear 
nest to explore and learn all thmgs, we require a 
things be mysterious and imexplorable, th^ ^ , 

sea be infinitely wild, unsui;veyed and unfathomed y 
us because unfathomable. We can never have enoug 
of Nature. We must be refreshed by the sight ot mex- 
hausUble vigor, vast and Titamc features, the seacoas 
with its wrecks, the wilderness with its hvmg an its e 
caymg trees, the thundercloud, and the ram whic s 
three weeks and produces freshets. We need to wi e 
our own limi ts transgressed, and some life pastu^g 
freely where we never wander. We are cheere w en 
we observe the vulture feedmg on the canion, w c 
disgusts and disheartens us, and denvmg hea ^ 
strength from the repast. There was a dead horse in 
hollow by the path to my house, which comp^e me 
sometimes to go out of my way, espeaally in the mg 
when the air was heavy, but the assurance it gave me 0 
the strong appetite and inviolable health of Nature was 
my compensation for this. I love to see that Nature^ 
so nfe with hfe that myriads can be afforded to e 
sacrificed and suffered to prey on one another; that ten 
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der organizations can be so serenely squashed out of 
existence like pulp — tadpoles which herons gobble up, 
and tortoises and toads run over m the road, and that 
sometimes it has ramed flesh and blood* With the lia- 
bihty to accident, we must see how httle account is to 
be made of it. The impression made on a wise man is 
that of umversal mnocence Poison is not poisonous after 
all, nor are any wounds fatal. Compassion is a very un- 
tenable ground. It must be expeditious. Its pleadings 
will not bear to be stereotyped. 

Early m May, the oaks, hickories, maples, and 'other 
trees, just putting out amidst the pme woods around the 
pond, imparted a brightness like sunshme to the land- 
scape, especially in cloudy days, as if the sun were 
breakmg through mists and s hinin g famtly on the hill- 
sides here and there. On the third or fourth of May I 
saw a loon m the pond, and during the first week of the 
month I heard the whippoorwill, the brown-thrasher, 
the veery, the wood-pewee, the chewink, and other 
birds. I had heard the wood-thrush long before. The 
phoebe had already come once more and looked in at 
my door and wmdow, to see if my house was cavem-like 
enough for her, sustammg herself on hummmg wings 
with clmched talons, as if she held by the air, while she 
surveyed the premises. The sulphur-hke pollen of the 
pitch pme soon covered the pond and the stones and 
rotten wood along the shore, so that you could have col- 
lected a barrelful This is the “sulphur showers” we hear 
Even in Cahdas’ drama of Sacontala, we read of 
nils dyed yellow with the golden dust of the lotus. 
And so the seasons went rolling on into summer, as one 
rambles into higher and higher grass. 

Thus was my first year’s hfe m the woods completed, 
and the second year was similar to it. I finally left Wal- 
den September 6th, 1847. 
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To the sick the doctors wisely recommend a ^h^p 
of air and scenery. Thank Heaven, here i5 not a e 
world. The buckeye does not grow m New England, and 
the mochng-bird is rarely heard here. The wild goose is 
more of a cosmopohte than we; he breaks his fast m 
Canada, takes a luncheon m the Ohio, and plumes him- 
self for the mght m a southern bayou. Even the bison, 
to some extent, keeps pace with the seasons, croppmg 
the pastures of the Colorado only tiU a greener an 
sweeter grass awaits him by the YeUowstpe. e vv 
think that if rail fences are pulled down, f ^pone w^s 
piled up on our farms, bounds are henpfo se ° 

Hves and our fates decided If you are chosen town cler^ 
forsooth, you cannot go to Tierra del Fuego 
but you may go to the land of infernal fire never e e 
The umverse is wider than our views of it. 

Yet we should oftener look over the taffem o o 
craft, like curious passengers, and not m^e e 
like stupid sailors pickmg oakum. The other si e o 
globe is but the home of our correspondent, nr voy 
agmg IS only great-cude saihng, and the dopors pr^ 
scnbe for diseases of the skm merely. One has ep 
Southern Afnca to chase the giraffe, but sure y 
not the game he would be after. How long, pr^^y* 
a man hunt giraffes if he could? Smpes and woo 
also may afford rare sport, but I trust it would be no e 
game to shoot one’s self. 

“Direct your eye right inward, and you 11 find 
A thousand regions m your mind 
Yet undiscovered Travel them, and be 
Expert m home-cosmography.” 
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What does Afnca, what does the West, stand for? Is not 
our own uitenor white on the chart? black though it may 
prove, hke the coast, when discovered. Is it the source 
of the Nile, or the Niger, or the Mississippi, or a North- 
west Passage around this continent, that we would find? 
Are these the problems which most concern mankind? Is 
Franklin the only man who is lost, that his wife should 
be so earnest to fed him? Does Mr. Griimell know where 
he himself is? Be rather the Mungo Park, the Lewis and 
Clarke and Frobisher, of your own streams and oceans, 
explore your own higher latitudes — ^with shiploads of 
preserved meats to support you, if they be necessary, 
and pile the empty cans sky-high for a sign. Were pre- 
served meats mvented to preserve meat merely? Nay, be 
a Columbus to whole new contments and worlds within 
you, opemng new channels, not of trade, but of thought 
Every man is the lord of a realm beside which the 
earthly empire of the Czar is but a petty state, a hum- 
mock left by the ice. Yet some can be patriotic who have 
no 5eZ/-respect, and sacrifice the greater to the less. They 
love the soil which makes their graves, but have no sym- 
pathy with the sprat which may stdl animate their clay. 
Patriotism is a maggot m their heads. What was the 
meamng of that South-Sea Explormg Expedition, with 
all its parade and expense, but an indirect recogmtion of 
the fact, that there are contments and seas m the moral 
world, to which every man is an isthmus or an inlet, yet 
unexplored by him , but that it is easier to sail many 
thousand miles through cold and storm and canmbals, 
in a government ship, with five hundred men and boys 
to assist one, than it is to explore the private sea, the 
Atlantic and Pacific Ocean of one’s bemg alone. 

“Erret, et extremes alter scrutetur Iberos ^^ 

Plus hahet liic vitae, plus habet file viae. ’ 
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Let them wander and scmtmize the outlandish Austrahans. 
I have more of God, they more of the road. 

It IS not worth the while to go round the world to count 
the cats in Zanzibar. Yet do this even till you can do 
better, and you may perhaps find some “Symmes’ Hole” 
by which to get at the inside at last. England and 
France, Spam and Portugal, Gold Coast and Slave 
Coast, all front on this pnvate sea, but no bark from 
them has ventured out of sight of land, though it is with- 
out doubt the direct way to India. If you would learn 
to speak all tongues and conform to the customs of all 
nations, if you would travel farther than all travelers, be 
naturalized m all climes, and cause the Sphinx to dash 
her head agamst a stone, even obey the precept of the 
old philosopher, and Explore thyself. Herem are de- 
manded the eye and the nerve. Only the defeated and 
deserters go to the wars, cowards that run away and en- 
list. Start now on that farthest western way, which does 
not pause at the Mississippi or the Pacific, nor conduct 
toward a worn-out Chma or Japan, but leads on direct a 
tangent to this sphere, summer and wmter, day and 
mght, sundown, moondown, and at last earth down too. 

It IS said that Muabeau took to highway robbery ^‘to 
ascertam what degree of resolution was necessary in 
order to place one’s self m formal opposition to the most 
sacred laws of society ” He declared that “a soldier who 
fights m the ranks does not require half so much courage 
as a foot-pad” — ^“that honor and rehgion have never 
stood m the way of a well-considered and a firm re- 
solve. This was manly, as the world goes, and yet it 
was idle, if not desperate. A saner man would have 
found himself often enough *’in formal opposition” to 
what are deemed “the most sacred laws of society,” 
through obedience to yet more sacred laws, and to have 
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tested his resolution without going out of his way. It is 
not for a man to put himself in such an attitude to so- 
ciety, but to mamtam himself m whatever attitude he 
find himself through obedience to the laws of his being 
which will never be one of opposition to a just govern- 
ment, if he should chance to meet with such, 

I left the woods for as good a reason as I went there. 
Perhaps it seemed to me that I had several more hves 
to hve, and could not spare any more time for that one. 
It is remarkable how easily and insensibly we fall into 
a particular route, and make a beaten track for ourselves. 
I had not hved there a week before my feet wore a path 
from my door to the pond-side, and though it is five or 
SIX years smce I trod it, it is still quite distmct. It is true, 
I fear that others may have fallen into it, and so helped 
to keep it open. The surface of the earth is soft and iii> 
pressible by the feet of men, and so with the paths which 
the mind travels. How worn and dusty, then, must be 
the highways of the world, how deep the ruts of tradi- 
tion and conformity! I did not wish to take a cabm pas- 
sage, but rather to go before the mast and on the deck or 
tihe world, for there I could best see the moonhght amid 


the mountams I do not wish to go below now. 

I learned this, at least, by my experiment; that if one 
advances confidently in the direction of his dreams, and 
endeavors to hve the life which he has imagmed, he 
will meet with a success unexpected in common houi^ 
He will put some thmgs behmd, will pass an invisible 
boundary, new, universal, and more hberal laws wm 
begin to estabhsh themselves around and withm bun, 
or the old laws be expanded, and interpreted in his favor 
m a more hberal sense, and he will hve with the hce^ 
of a higher order of bemgs In proportion as he simphheS 
his life, the laws of the umverse will appear less complex 
and sohtude will not be sohtude, nor poverty poverty* 
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nor weakness weakness If you have built castles in the 
air, your work need not be lost, that is where they should 
be. Now put the foundations under them. 

It IS a ridiculous demand which England and Amenca 
make, that you shah speak so that they can understand 
you. Neither men nor toadstools grow so. As if that were 
important, and there were not enough to understand you 
without them. As if Nature could support but one order 
of understandmgs, could not sustam buds as well as 
quadrupeds, flymg as well as creepmg thmgs, and hush 
and who, which Bright can understand, were the best 
Enghsh. As if there were safety m stupidity alone. I feai 
chiefly lest my expression may not be extra-vagant 
enough, may not wander far enough beyond the narrow 
limits of my daily experience, so as to be adequate to the 
truth of wluch I have been convmced. Eoctra vagance^ it 
depends on how you are yarded The migratmg buffalo, 
which seeks new pastures in another latitude, is not 
extravagant like the cow which kicks over the pad, leaps 
the cowyard fence, and runs ^ter her caff, m imlkmg 
tune. I desue to speak somewhere without bounds, hke 
a man in a wakmg moment, to men m theu wakmg mo- 
ments, for I am convmced that I cannot exaggerate 
enough even to lay the foundation of a true expression. 
Who that has heard a stram of music feared then lest 
he should speak extravagantly any more forever? In 
view of the i^ture or possible, we should hve quite laxly 
and undefined in front, our outhnes dim and misty on 
that side, as our shadows reveal an msensible perspua- 
tion toward the sun. The volatile truth of our words 
should continually betray the madequacy of the residual 
statement. Theu truth is mstantly translated, its hteral 
monument alone remains The words which express our 
faith and piety are not defimte, yet they are significant 
und fragrant like frankmcense to superior natures. 
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hears a different drummer. Let him step to the music 
which he hears, however measured or far away It is not 
important that he should mature as soon as an apple tree 
or an oak. Shall he turn his spring mto summer? If the 
condition of things which we were made for is not yet, 
what were any reahty which we can substitute? We will 
not be shipwrecked on a vam reahty. Shall we with 
pains erect a heaven of blue glass over ourselves, though 
when It IS done we shall be sure to gaze still at the true 
ethereal heaven far above, as if the former were not? 

There was an artist m the city of Kouroo who was dis- 
posed to strive after perfection. One day it came mto his 
mind to make a staff. Havmg considered that m an im- 
perfect work tune is an mgredient, but mto a perfect 
work time does not enter, he said to himself. It shall be 
perfect m all respects, though I should do nothmg else 
in my life. He proceeded instantly to the forest for wood, 
bemg resolved that it should not be made of unsuitable 
material, and as he searched for and rejected stick after 
stick, his fnends gradually deserted him, for they grew 
old in their works and died, but he grew not older by a 
moment. His smgleness of purpose and resolution, and 
his elevated piety, endowed him, without his knowledge. 
With perennial youth. As he made no compromise with 
Time, Tune kept out of his way, and only sighed at a 
distance because he could not overcome him. Before he 
had found a stock m all respects smtable the city of 
Kouroo was a hoary rum, and he sat on one of its mounds 
to peel the stick. Before he had given it the proper shape 
the dynasty of the Candahars was at an end, and with 
the pomt of the stick he wrote the name of the last of 
that race m the sand, and then resumed his work By the 
tune he had smoothed and polished the staff Kalpa was 
no longer the pole-star, and ere he had put on the ferule 
and the head adpmed with precious stones, Brahma had 
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awoke and slumbered many times. But why do I stay to 
mention these tilings? When the finishing stroke was 
put to his work, it suddenly expanded before the eyes or 
the astomshed artist into the fairest of all the creaUons of 
Brahma. He had made a new system m making a staff, a 
world witli full and fair proporbons; m which, though 
the old cibes and dynasties had passed away, fairer and 
more glorious ones had taken their places. And ® 
saw by the heap of shavings sbll fresh at his feet, that, 
for him and his work, the former lapse of time had been 
an illusion, and that no more time had elapsed than is 
required for a single scintillabon from tlie brain ot 
Brahma to fall on and inflame the bnder of a morta 
brain. The material was pure, and his art was pure, low 

could the result be other than wonderful? 

No face which we can give to a matter will stea us 
so well at last as the truth. This alone wears we . o 
the most part, we are not where we are, but m a se 
posibon. Through an infirmity of our natures, we sup- 
pose a case, and put ourselves mto it, and ^ 

two cases at the same time, and it is doubly dmcu 
get out. In sane moments we regard only the fiwts, 
case that is. Say what you have to say, not 
ought. Any buth is better tlian make-beheve. o 
Hyde, the bnker, standing on tlie gallows, ® „ 

he had anythmg to say. “Tell the tailors, said e, 
remember to make a knot m tlieir thread before i y 
take the first sbtch.” His companion’s prayer is forgo e * 
However mean your hfe is, meet it and live it; on 
shun It and call it hard names. It is not so bad as y^^^ 
are. It looks poorest when you are richest. The an 
finder wiU find faults even m paradise. Love 
poor as it is. You may perhaps have some pleasant, 
ing, glorious hours, even m a poorhouse. The setbng 
is reflected from the wmdows of the almshouse 
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a lower level by magnanimity on a bigher. Superfluous 
wealth can buy superBmties only. Money is not required 
to buy one necessary of the soul. 

I hve m the angle of a leaden wall, into whose com- 
position was poured a httle alloy of bell metal. Often, 
an the repose of my midday, there reaches my ears a 
confused tintinnabulum from without. It is the noise 
of my contemporaries. My neighbors teU me of their 
adventures with famous gentlemen and ladies, what 
notabihties they met at the dinner-table, but I am no 
more mterested in such thmgs than m the contents of 
the Daily Times. The interest and the conversation are 
about costume and manners* chiefly, but a goose is a 
goose still, dress it as you will They tell me of Cahfomia 
and Texas, of England and the Indies, of the Hon Mr. 

of Georgia or of Massachusetts, all transient and 

fleeting phenomena, till I am ready to leap from their 
courtyard like the Mameluke bey. I dehght to come to 
my bearmgs — ^not walk m procession with pomp and 
parade, m a conspicuous place, but to walk even with 
the Builder of the universe, if. I may — not to hve in this 
restless, nervous, busthng, trivial mneteenth century, 
but stand or sit thoughtfully while it goes by. What are 
men celebratmg? They are aU on a committee of ar- 
rangements, and hourly expect a speech from somebody. 
God IS only the president of the day, and Webster is his 
orator I love to weigh, to settle, to gravitate toward that 
which most strongly and nghtfully attracts me; not hang 
by the beam of the scale and try to weigh less, not sup- 
pose a case, but take the case that is, to travel the only 
path I can, and that on which no power can resist me. 
It affords me no satisfaction to commence to spring an 
arch before I have got a solid foundation. Let us not 
play at kittlybenders. There is a sohd bottom every- 
where. We read that the traveler asked the boy if the 
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swamp before him had a hard bottom The boy rephed 
that it had. But presently the traveler s horse sank m up 
to the girths, and he observed to the boy, “I thought you 
said that this bog had a hard bottom.” “So it has,” an- 
swered the latter, “but you have not got half way to it 
yet.” So it IS with the bogs and qmcksands of society; 
but he IS an old boy that knows it. Only what is thought, 
said, or done at a certam rare comcidence is good. I 
would not be one of those who wiU foolishly drive a 
nail mto mere lath and plastermg, such a deed would 
keep me awake mghts. Give me a hammer, and let me 
feel for the furrowmg. Do not depend on the putty. 
Drive a nail home and chnch it so faithfully that you can 
wake up m the mght and think of your work with satis- 
faction — a work at which you would not be ashamed to 
invoke the Muse. So wiU help you God, and so only. 
Every nail driven should be as another nvet i£i the ma- 
chine of the universe, you carrymg on the work. 

Rather than love, than money, than fame, give me 
truth. I sat at a table where were nch food and wme 
in abundance, and obseqmous attendance, but smcenty 
and truth were not, and I went away hungry from the 
inhospitable board. The hospitahty was as cold as the 
ices. I thought that there was no need of ice to freeze 
them. They talked to me of the age of the vione and the 
fame of the vmtage, but I thought of an older, a newer, 
and purer wme, of a more glorious vmtage, which they 
had not got, and could not buy. The style, the house and 
grounds and “entertainment” pass for nothing with me. 
I called on the kmg, but he made me wait m his hall, 
•and conducted like a man mcapacitated for hospitahty. 
There was a man m my neighborhood who hved m a 
hoUow tree. His manners were truly regal. I should have 
done better had I called on him. 

How long shall we sit m our porticoes practicmg idle 
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and musty virtues, which any work would make im- 
pertment? As if one were to begm the day with long- 
sujffenng, and hire a man to hoe his potatoes, and m the 
afternoon go forth to practice Christian meekness and 
charity witii goodness aforethoughti Consider the China 
pride and stagnant self-complacency of mankind. This 
generation mchnes a httle to congratulate itself on being 
the last of an illustrious hne, and in Boston and London 
and Paris and Rome, thinking of its long descent, it 
speaks of its progress in art and science and hterature 
with satisfaction. There are the Records of the Philosoph- 
ical Societies, and the pubhc Eulogies of Great Men! 
It is the good Adam contemplating his own virtue. “Yes, 
we have done great deeds, and sung divine songs, which 
shall never die” — that is, as long as we can remember 
them. The learned societies and great men of Assyna — 
where are they? What youthful philosophers and expen- 
mentahsts we are I There is not one of my readers who 
has yet hved a whole human hfe. These may be but the 
spnng months in the life of the race. If we have-had the 
seven-years’ itch, we have not seen the seventeen-year 
locust yet m Concord. We are acquamted with a mere 
peUicle of the globe on which we hve. Most have not 
delved six feet beneath the surface, nor leaped as many 
above it. We know not where we are. Besides, we are 
sound asleep nearly half our time. Yet we esteem our- 
selves wise, and have an established order on the sur- 
face Truly, we are deep thinkers, we are ambitious 
spirits I As I stand over the insect crawhng amid the pme 
needles on the forest floor, and endeavoring to conceal 
itself from my sight, and ask myself why it will cherish 
those humble thoughts, and hide its head from me who 
might, perhaps, be its benefactor, and impart to its race 
some cheermg information, I am remmded of the greater 
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rection and immortality strengthened by hearmg of this? 
Who knows what beautiful and wmged life, whose egg 
has been buned for ages under many concentnc layers 
of woodenness m the dead dry life of society, deposited 
at first m the alburnum of die green and hvmg tree, 
which has been gradually converted mto the semblance 
of its well-seasoned tomb — ^heard perchance gnawmg 
out now for years by the astomshed family of man, as 
they sat round the festive board — ^raay unexpectedly 
come forth from amidst society’s most trivial and hand* 
selled furmture, to enjoy its perfect summer hfe at last! 

I do not say that John or Jonathan will reahze all this, 
but such is die character of that morrow which mere 
lapse of time can never make to dawn. The hght which 
puts out our eyes is darkness to us. Only that day dawns 
to which we are awake There is more day to dawn. The 
sun is but a mommg-star. 



Journal 


In the basement of the /. Pierpont Morgan Library in New 
York City there is a sturdy wooden box. Thoreau built it him- 
self and it houses the thirty-odd ledgers that compose his 
famous Journal, The first volumes are written in a round, 
almost schoolboyish hand, and the last are fUed with the 
swift scrawls of a surveyor who sat down at night to recall 
practically every natural detail of the day. Thoreau s Journal 
became his mine of raw material. First drafts of everything 
from letters to lectures can be seen there The most important 
aspect of the Journal, however, is that it furnishes a daily 
account of the growth, change, and observations of an essen- 
tial American writer. The selection for 1858 given below 
shows Thoreau in transition. The great writing and the Tran- 
scendentalism have pretty weU gone, but the final obsession 
with natural detail has not yet become complete This por- 
tion starts with New Yearns Day, but for aU of Thoreau one 
would never know it. 

C. B. 


JANUARY, 1858 
(Age 40) 

Jan. 1. There are many words which are genuine and 
indigenous and have dieir root in our natures, not 
made by sdbolars, and as well understood by the illiter- 
ate as others. There are also a great many words whidi 
are spunous and artifiaal, and can only be used in a bad 
sense, smce the thing they signify is not fair and sub- 
stantia} — such as the church, the judiciary, to impeach, 
etc., etc. They who use them do not stand on solid 
ground. It is in vain to try to preserve them by attaching 

573 



574 JOURNAL 

other words to them as the true church, etc. It is lihe 

towing a sinking ship with a canoe. 

I have lately been surveying the Walden woods so 
extensively and minutely that I now see it mapped 
in my mmd’s eye — as, indeed, on paper — as so many 
men’s woodlots, and am aware when I walk there that 
I am at a given moment passmg from such a one’s wood- 
lot to such another’s. I fear this particular dry knowl- 
edge may affect my imagination and fancy, that it will 
not be easy to see so much wildness and native vigor 
there as formerly. No thicket will seem so unexplored 
now that I know that a stake and stones may be found 
in it. In these respects those Marne woods differed essen- 
tially from ours. There you are never reminded that the 
wilderness which you are threading is, after aU, some 
villager’s faraihar woodlot from which his ancestors 
have sledded their fuel for generations, or some widow’s 
thirds, minutely descnbed in some old deed, which is 
recorded, of which the owner has got a plan, too, and 
old bound marks may be found every forty rods if you 
will search. What a history this Concord wilderness 
which I affect so much may have hadl How many old 
deeds describe it — some particular wild spot — how it 
passed from Cole to Robinson, and Robinson to Jones, 
and Jones finally to Smith, in course of yearsl Some have 
cut it over three times dunng their hves, and some 
burned it and sowed it with rye, and built walls and 
made a pasture of it, perchance. All have renewed the 
bounds and reblazed the trees many tunes. Here you are 
not renunded of these things. ’Tis true the map informs 
you that you stand on land granted by the State to such 
an academy, or on Bingham’s Purchase, but these names 
do not impose on you, for you see nothing to remmd you 
of the academy or of Bmgham. 
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Jan. S. Sunday. I see a flock of F. hyemalis this after- 
noon, the weather is hitherto so warm. 

About, in his hvely “Greece and the Greeks,” says, 
“These are the most exqmsite dehghts to be found in 
Greece, next to, or perhaps before, the pleasure of ad- 
mmng the masterpieces of art — a. httle cool water under 
a gemal sun.” I have no doubt that this is true Why, 
then, travel so far when the same pleasures may be 
found near home? 

The slosh on Walden had so much water in it that it 
has now frozen perfectly smooth and looks hke a semi- 
transparent marble. Being, however, opaque, it reminds 
one the more of some vast hall or comdor s floor, yet 
probably not a human foot has trodden it yet. Only the 
track-repairers and stokers have cast stones and billets of 
wood onto it to prove it. 

Gomg to the Andromeda Ponds, I was greeted by the 
warm brown-red glow of the Andromeda calyculata to- 
ward the sun. I see where I have been through, the 
more reddish under sides apparently being turned up. 
It IS long smce a human fnend has met me with such a 
glow. 

Jan. 4. p M. — ^The weather still remarkably warm, the 
ice too soft for skatmg. I go through by the Andromeda 
Ponds and down nver from Fair Haven. I am encour- 
aged by the sight of men fishmg m Fair Haven Pond, 
for it remmds me that they have animal spirits for such 
adventures. I am glad to be remmded that any go a-fish- 
ing. When I get down near to Cardmal Shore, the sim 
near settmg, its hght is wonderfully reflected from a nar- 
row edgmg of yeUowish stubble at the edge of. the 
meadow ice and foot of the hill, an edging only t\vo or 
three feet wide, and the stubble but a few mches high. 
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(lam looking east.) It is remarkable because the ice is 
but a dull lead-color (it is so soft and sodden), reflecting 
no light, and the hill beyond is a dark russet, here and 
there patched with snow, but this narrow mtermediate 
hne of stubble is all aglow. I get its true color and bright- 
ness best when I do not look directly at it, but a httle 
above it toward the hill, seemg it with the lower part of 
my eye more truly and abstractly. It is as if all the rays 
shd over the ice and lodged agamst and were reflected 
by the stubble. It is surprismg how much sunny light a 
httle straw that survives the winter wdl reflect. 

The channel of the river is open part of the way. The 
Cornus sericea and some quite young willow shoots are 
the red-barked twigs so conspicuous now along the 
riversides. 

That bnght and warm reflection of sunhght from the 
insignificant edgmg of stubble was remarkable. I was 
commg downstream over the meadows, on the ice, 
withm four or five rods of the eastern shore. The sim on 
my left was about a quarter of an hour above the hori- 
zon. The ice was soft and sodden, of a dull lead-color, 
qmte dark and reflecfang no hght as I looked eastward, 
but my eyes caught by accident a smgular sunny bnght- 
ness reflected from the narrow border of stubble only 
three or four mches high (and as many feet wide per- 
haps) which rose along the edge of the ice at the foot 
of the hill It was not a mere brighteiung of the bleached 
stubble, but the warm and yellow hght of the sun, 
which, it appeared, it was peculiarly fitted to reflect. It 
was that amber hght from the west which we sometimes 
witness after a storm, concentrated on this stubble, for 
the hill beyond was merely a dark russet spotted with 
snow. All ^e yellow rays seemed to be reflected by this 
msigmficant stubble alone, and when I looked more 
generally a hwtle above it, seemg it with the under part 
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ot eye, it appeared yet more truly and more bright* 
me reflected light made its due impression on my eye, 
separated &om the proper color of the stubble, and it 
glowed almost like a low, steady, and serene fire It was 
precisely as if the sunlight had mechamcally shd over 
me ice, ^d lodged agamst the stubble. It will be enough 
to say of somethmg warmly and sunnily bnght that it 
glowed lit stubble. It was remarkable that, looking 
€a^ard, this was the only evidence of the hght m the 

Here and there in the meadow, etc., near springy 
placM, you see where the thmner ice has been pushed 
up tentwise ( or ) and r^aoked, 
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p M — ^Up railroad to North River. 

The mam stream, barely skimmed over with snow, 
which has sunk the thin ice and is saturated with water, 
is of a dull-brown color between the white fields. 

I detect a very tall and slender tupelo by its thomy- 
lookmg twigs. It IS close by a white oak, at the yellow 
gerardia up railroad. It is nearly fifty feet high and only 
one foot through at the ground. I denve a certain excite- 
ment, not to be refused, even from gomg through Den- 
nis’s Swamp on the opposite side of the railroad, where 
the poison-dogwood abounds. This simple-stemmed bush 
is very full of frmt, hanging m loose, dry, pale-green 
drooping pamcles. Some of them are a foot long. It im- 
presses me as the most fruitful shrub thereabouts. I can- 
not refram from plucking it and bnngmg home some 
pretty sprigs Other fruits there are there which belong 
to the hard season, the enduring panicled andromeda 
and a few partly decayed prmos berries. I walk amid 
the bare midribs of cinnamon ferns, with at most a ter- 
minal leafet, and here and there I see a httle dark water 
at the bottom of a dimple m the snow, over which the 
snow has not yet been able to prevail. 

I was feeling very cheap, nevertheless, reduced to 
make the most of diy dogwood berries. Very httle evi- 
dence of God or man did I see just then, and hfe not as 
nch and mviting an enterprise as it should be, when my 
attention was caught by a snowflake on my coatsleeve. 
It was one of those perfect, crystaUine, star-shaped ones, 
six-rayed, like a flat wheel with six spokes, only the 
spokes were perfect httle pine trees in shape, arranged 
around a central spangle This httle object, which, "With 
many of its fellows, rested unmelting on my coat, so 
perfect and beautiful, remmded me that Nature had not 
lost her pnstme vigor yet, and why should man lose 
heart? Sometimes the pmes were worn and had lost their 
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wangles, and again it appeared as if several stars had 
^prnged on one another at various angles malane a 
^ewhat spherical mass. These httle wheels Ume doln 
to Ae wrecks of chariots from a battle waged .nZ 
fy. There were mmgled with these starry flakes small 
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It snowed so late last night, and so much has fallen 
from the trees, that I notice only one squirrel, and a fox, 
and perhaps partridge track, into which the snow has 
blown. The fox has been beatmg the bush along walls 
and fences. The surface of the snow in the woods is 
thickly marked by the snow which has fallen from the 
trees onto it. The mice have not been forth since the 
snow, or perhaps m some places where they have, their 
tracks are obhterated. 

By 10.30 A M it begins to blow hard, the snow comes 
down from the trees m fine showers, finer far than ever 
falls direct from the sky, completely obscurmg the view 
through the aisles of the wood, and m open fields it is 
rapidly dnftmg. It is too hght to make good sleighmg. 

By 10 o’clock I notice a very long level stratum of 
cloud not very high m the southeastern sky — all the rest 
bemg clear — ^which I suspect to be the vapor from the 
sea. This lasts for several hours. 

These are true mommgs of creation, origmal and 
poetic days, not mere repetitions of the past. There is no 
hngenng of yesterday’s fogs, only such a mist as might 
have adorned the first mommg. 

PM — I see some tree sparrows feeding on the fine 
grass seed above the snow, near the road on the hill- 
side below the Dutch house They are flittmg along one 
at a time, their feet commonly sunk in the snow, utter- 
mg occasionally a low sweet warble and seemingly as 
happy there, and with this wmtry prospect before them 
for the night and several months to come, as any man 
by his fireside One occasionally hops or fiies toward 
another, and the latter suddenly jerl^ away from Imn. 
They are reachmg or hoppmg up to the fine grass, or 
oftener pickmg the seeds from the snow At length the 
whole ten have collected withm a space a dozen feet 
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s^we, “but soon after, being alarmed, they utter a dif- 
ferent less musical chirp and flit away mto an apple 
tre^ ’ " ' 

■* -i 

Jan, 8, p.M. — To that small meadow just above the 
Boaz Brown meadow. 

^ .Gomg through the swamp, the snow balled so as to 
raise me three inches higher than usual, 

Jan, 9. Snows again, 

p.M. — To Deep Cut. 

The wind is southwest, and the snow is very moist, 
with large flakes. Looking toward Tnlhum Wood, the 
nearer flakes appear to move quite swiftly, often makmg 
the impression of a continuous white hne. They are also 
seen to move directly and nearly horizontally, but the 
more distant flakes appear to loiter m the air, as if un- 
certain how they will approach the earth, or even to 
cross the course of the former, and are always seen as 
simple and distinct flakes. I think that this difference is 
simply owing to the fact that the^ former pass quickly 
over the field of view, while the latter are much longer 
mit 

This moist snow has affected the yellow sulphur par- 
melias and others. They have all got a green hue, and 
the frmt of the smallest lichen looks fresh and fair. And 
the wet willow bark is a brighter yellow. 

Some chickadees come flitting close to me, and one 
utters Its spring note, phe-be, for whidh I feel under 
obligations to him" 

Jan. 10. Sunday, p.m. — To Goose Pond across Wal- 
den. 

The north side of Walden is a warm walk m sunny 
weather. If you are sick and despairmg, go forth m win- 
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ter and see the red alder cations dangling at the extrem- 
ities of the tvvigs, all in the wintry air, like long, hard 
mulberries, promising a new spring and the fulfillment of 
all our hopes We prize any tenderness, any softening, 
m the wmter — catkins, birds* nests, insect life, etc., etc. 
The most I get, perchance, is the sight of a mulberry- 
like red catl^ which I know has a dormant life m it, 
seemmgly greater than my own. 

Jan 11 Monday Rain, tain — ^washes off almost every 
vestige of snow. 

Jan 13 Wednesday Go to Lynn to lecture, via Cam- 
bndge. 

4 30 p M — ^At Jonathan Buffum’s, Lynn. Lecture in 
John B. Alley’s parlor. Mr. J. Buffum describes to me 
ancient wolf-traps, made probably by the early settlers 
m Lynn, perhaps after an Indian model, one some two 
miles from the shore near Saugus, another more north- 
erly, holes say seven feet deep, about as long, and some 
three feet wide, stoned up very smoothly, and perhaps 
converging a httle, so that the wolf could not get out. 
Tradition says that a wolf and a squaw were one morn- 
ing found m the same hole, starmg at each other. 

Jan 14 Mr Buffum says that m 1817 or 1819 he saw 
the sea-serpent at Swampscott, and so did several hun- 
dred others. He was to be seen off and on for some tune. 
There were many people on the beach the first time, m 
carnages partly m the water, and the serpent came so 
near that they, thinkmg that he might come ashore, m- 
voluntanly turned their horses to the shore as with a 
general consent, and this movement caused him to shear 
off also. The road from Boston was hned with people 
directly, commg to see the monster. Prmce came with his 
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tsp^gl^, sg\r, and printed his account of him. Buffum 
says he has seen him twenty times, once alone, from the 
rroc^ at Little Nahant, when he passed along close to 
the shore just beneath the surface, and withm fifty or 
sixty feet of him, so that he could have touched him 
with a very long pole, if he had dared to BuflFum is 
about sixty, and it should be said, as affectmg the value 
of his evidence, that he is a firm behever m Spintuahsm. 

This forenoon I rode to Nahant with Mr BufiFum. All 
the country bare. A fine warm day, neither snow nor ice, 
unless you search narrowly for them. On the way we 
pass hfc. Alonzo Lewis’s cottage. On the top of each of 
his stone posts is fastened a very perfectly egg-shaped 
pebble of siemte from Kettle Cove, fifteen to eighteen 
inches long and of proportionate diameter I never saw 
any of that size so perfect. There are some fifteen of them 
about his house, and on one flatter, circular one he has 
made a dial, by which I learned the hour (9 30 a m ). 
Says he was surveymg once at Kettle Cove, where they 
form a beach a third of a mile long and two to ten feet 
deep, and he brought home as many as his horse could 
draw. His house is clapboarded with hemlock bark, now 
some twenty years old. He says that he built it hi^elf 
Called at the shop where lately Samuel Jillson, now of 
Feltonville, set up birds — ^for he is a taxidermist and 
very slollfulj lolls his own birds and with blowguns, 
wMch he makes and sells, some seven feet long, of glass, 
using a clay ball Is said to be a dead shot at six rodsl 
Warm and fall-hke as it is, saw many snow buntings 
at the entrance to the beach. Saw many black ducks (so 
Lewis said; may they not have been velvet ducks, i. e- 
coot?) on the sea. Heard of a flock of geese (1) (may 
they not have been brant, or some other species?), etc ; 
ice [?] divers. On the south side of Little Nahant a large 
mass of fitie pudding-stone. Nahant is said to have been 
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well-wooded, and furnished timber for the wharves of 
Boston, le. to bmld them. Now a few willows and 
balm-of-Gileads are the only trees, if you except two or 
three small cedars. They say others will not grow on ac- 
count of wind The rocks are porphyry, with dykes of 
dark greenstone in it, and, at the extremity of Nahant, 
argillaceous slate, very distinctly stratified, with fossil 
coralhnes m tt (?), lookmg hke shells. Egg Rock, it 
seems, has a fertile garden on the top. 

PM — Rode with J. BuflFum, Parker Pillsbury, and 
Mr. Mudge, a lawyer and geologist of Lynn, into the 
northwest part of Lynn, to the Danvers hne. After a 
mile or two, we passed beyond the hne of the porphyry 
mto the siemte The sienite is more rounded. Saw some 
furrows m siemte On a ledge of siemte in the woods, 
the rocky woods near Danvers hne, saw many boulders 
of siemte, part of the same flock of which Ship Rock (so 
called) m Danvers is one. One fifteen feet long, ten 
wide, and five or six deep rested on four somewhat 
rounded (at least water-worn) stones, eighteen inches 
m diameter or more, so that you could crawl under it, 
on the top of a cliff, and projected about eight feet over 
it — just as it was dropped by an iceberg. A fine broad- 
backed ledge of siemte just beyond, north or northwest, 
from which we saw Wachusett, Watatic, Monadnock, 
and the Peterboro Hills. 

Also saw where one Boyse (if that is the spelling), a 
miller m old times, got out millstones m a primitive way, 
so said an old man who was choppmg there. He pried 
or cracked off a piece of the crust of the ledge, lying 
horizontal, some sixteen or eighteen mches thick, then 
made a fire on it about its edges, and, pourmg on water, 
cracked or softened it, so that he could break off the 
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e(5|g^"^d^make it round with his sledge. Then he 
‘ piclfed a hole through the middle and hammered it as 
smooth as he could, and it was done. But this old man 
' ^d>that he had heard old folks say that the stones were 
so rough in old tunes that they made a noise like thun- 
der as they revolved, and much grit was mixed with the 
meal. 

Returning down a gully, I thought I would look for a 
new plant and found at once what I suppose to be 
Genista itnctona, dyers’-green-weed — the stem is quite 
green, with a few pods and leaves left. It is said to have 
become naturalized on the hills of Essex County Close 
by was a mass of siemte some seven or eight feet high, 
with a cedar some two mches thick sprmgmg from a 
mere crack in its top. 

Visited Jordan’s or the Lynn Quarry (of siemte) 
on our return, more southerly. The stone cracks very 
squarely mid into very large masses In one place was a 
dyke of dark greenstone, of which, jomed to the siemte, 
I brought off two specimens, q, v. The more yellowish 
and rotten surface stone, lymg above the hard and 
grayer, is called the sap by the quarrymen. 

From these rocks and wooded hills three or four miles 
inlan d in the northwest edge of Lynn, we had an ex- 
tensive view of the ocean from Cape Ann to Scituate, 
and realized how the abongmes, when huntmg, berry- 
nMght perchance have looked out thus on the early 
pavigators saihng along the coast — thousands of them 
—when they httle suspected it — ^how patent to the in- 
habitants their visit must have been. A vessel could 
hardly have passed wi thin half a dozen miles of the 
shore, even at one place only, m pleasant weather — • 
without bemg seen by hundreds of savages. 

Mudge gave m© Saugus jasper, graywacke, amygda- 
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loid (greenstone with nodules of feldspar), asbestos, 
homstone (?), Buffum some porphyry, epidote, argilla- 
ceous slate from end of Nahant. 

Mr BuEFum tells me that they never eat the sea-clams 
without first takmg out “the worm,” as it is called, about 
as large as the small end of a pipe-stem. He supposes it 
IS the perns. 

Jan 15. At Natural History Rooms, Boston. 

Looked at the httle grebe. Its feet are not webbed 
with lobes on the side hke the coot, and it is qmte white 
beneath Saw the good-sized duck — velvet duck, with 
white spot on wmg — ^which is commonly called “coot” 
on salt water. They have a hvmg young bald eagle m 
the cellar Talked with Dr. Kneeland They have a 
golden eagle from Lexmgton, which K. obtained two 
or three years since, the first Dr Cabot has heard of in 
Massachusetts Speaking to hun of my mght-warbler, he 
asked if it uttered such a note, making the note of the 
myrtle-bird, ah, te-te-te te-t&-te te-te-te, exactly, and 
said that that was the note of the white-throated spar- 
row, which he heard at Lake Superior, at mght as well 
as by day Vide his report, July 15, 1857. 

Same afternoon, saw Dr. Durkee m Howard Street. 
He has not seen the common glowworm, and called his 
a variety of Lamptjrts noctiluca. Showed to Agassiz, 
Gould, and Jackson, and it was pew to them. They 
thought it a vanety of the above. His were lununous 
throughout, mme only m part of each segment. 

Saw some beautiful pamted leaves m a shop wmdow, 
— ^maple and oak. 


Jan 17 Sunday p.m. — To Conantum. 

The common birch fungus, which is horizontal and 
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tUTMcl doymwards, splits the bark as it pushes out very 
sunply, thus: I see a large downy owl’s 

feather adhering to a sweet-fern twig, looking like the 
down of a plant blowing in the wind This is near where 
I have found them before, on Conantum, above first 
Cliff. They would be very ornamental to a bonnet, so soft 
and fine widi their reflections fliat the eye hardly rests on 
the down. 


Jan. 18. At the Dugan Desert, I notice, under the 
overhanging or nearly horizontal small white oaks and 
shrub oaks about the edge, smgular httle hollows m the 
sand, evidently made by drops of ram or melting snow 
falling from the same part of the twig, a foot or two, 
on the same spot a long time. They are very numerous 
under every such low horizontal bough, on an average 
about three quarters of an mch apart or more. They are 
a third of an inch wide and a quarter to even three 
quarters of an inch deep; made some days ago evi- 
dently. 

The F. hyemalis about. I hear fhat the Emerson cHiI- 
dren found ladies’-dehghts out yesterday. 

Jan. 19. F, hyemdis. 

Jan. 23. Saturday. The wonderfully mild and pleas- 
ant weather contmues. The ground has been bare since 
the 11th. This mommg was colder than before. I have 
not been able to walk up the North Branch this wmter, 
nor along the channel of the South Br anch at any tune. 

pj*r.—To Saw Mill Brook. 

A fine afternoon. There has been but httle use for 
^oves this wmter, though I have' been surveymg a great 
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deal for three months. The sun, and cockcrowmg, bare 

ground, etc., etc , remmd me of March. 

Standmg on the bridge over the Mill Brook on the 
Turnpike, there hemg but httle ice on the south side, 
I see several small waterbugs (Gyrinus) swimming 
about, as m the sprmg 

I see the tennmal shield fern very fresh, as an ever^ 
green, at Saw Mill Brook, and (I think it is) the mar- 
gmal fern and Lycopodium lucidulum. 

I go up the brook, walkmg on it most of the way, 
surpnsed to find that it will bear me How it falls from 
rock to rock, as down a flight of stans, all through that 
roclg^ wood, from the swamp which is its source to the 
Everett farml The bays or more stagnant parts are 
thickest frozen, the channel oftenest open, and here and 
there the water has overflowed the ice and covered it 
with a thickenmg mass of ghstemng spiculae. The white 
markmgs on the under side are very rich and varied— 
the currency of the brook, the impression of its fleetmg 
bubbles even. It comes out of a meadow of about an 
acre. 

I go near enough to Flints* Pond, about 4 to 
hear it thundenng. In summer I should not have sus- 
pected its presence an eighth of a nule off through the 
woods, but m such a wmter day as this it speaks and 
betrays itself 

Returmng through Britton’s field, I notice the stumps 
of chestnuts cut a dozen years ago. This tree grows 
rapidly, and one layer seems not to adhere very firmly 
to another. I can easily count the concentric circles of 
growth on these old stumps as I stand over them, for 
they are worn mto conspicuous furrows along the fines 
of the pores of the wood. One or more nngs often gape 
an eighth of an mch or more, at about their twenty- 
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fourdifO'r'tweiity-fifth year, when the growth, in three 
or four cases that I examined, was most rapid. 
r'Lookmg toward the woods in the horizon, it is seen 
tohe very hazy. 

At Ditch Pond I hear what I suppose to be a fox 
barking, an exceedmgly husky, hoarse, and ragged note, 
prolonged perhaps by the echo, like a feeble puppy, or 
even a child endeavoring to scream, but choked with 
fear, yet it is on a high key. It sounds so through the 
wood, while I am in the hollow, that I carmot tell from 
which side it comes. I hear it bark forty or fifty times 
at least It is a peculiar sound, qmte unlike any other 
woodland sound tha|; I know. 

Walden, I think, begins to crack and boom first on 
the south side, which is first in the shade, for I hear it 
cracking there, thou^ it is still m the sun around me. 
It is not so sonorous and like the dumpmg of frogs as I 
have heard it, but more like the crackmg of crockery. 
It suggests the very brittlest matenal, as if the globe you 
stood on were a hollow sphere of glass and might fall 
to pi^es on the shghtest touch. Most shivermg, splm- 
tery, screechmg cracks these are, as if the ice were no 
thicker than a tumbler, though it is probably mne or 
ten mches. Methinks my weight sinks it and helps to 
crack sometimes. 

Who can doubt that men are by a certain fate what 
they are, contendmg with unseen and unimagmed difiS- 
culjies, or encouraged and aided by equally mystenous 
auspicious circu m sta n ces? Who can doubt essential 
and innate diflFerence between man and man, when he 
considers a whole race, like the Indian, inevitably and 
r^gnedly passmg away in spite of our efforts to Chris- 
tisni^ and educate them? Individuals accept their fate 
and hve accordmg to i^ as the Indian does. Everybody 
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notices that the Indian retains his habits wonderfully 
^is still the same man that the discoverers found. The 
fact IS, the history of the white man is a history of im- 
provement, that of the red man a history of fixed habits 
of stagnation. 

To insure health, a mans relation to Nature must 
come very near to a personal one, he must be conscious 
of a finendhness m her, when human fnends fail or die, 
she must stand in the gap to him. I cannot conceive of 
any life which deserves the name, unless there is a cer- 
tain tender relation to Nature. This it is which makes 
wmter warm, and supphes society m the desert and 
wilderness. Unless Nature sympathizes with and speaks 
to us, as it were, the most fertile and blooming regions 
are barren and dreary. 

Mrs. Wifiiam Monroe told Sophia last evening that 
she remembered her (Sophia’s) grandfather very well, 
that he was taller than Father, and used to nde out to 
their house — she was a Stone and hved where she and 
her husband did afterward, now Danus Memam’s — 
when they made cheeses, to dnnk the whey, bemg m 
consumption. She said that she remembered Grand- 
mother too, Jenme Bums, how she came to the school- 
room (in Middle Street (?), Boston) once, leadmg her 
htde daughter Ehzabeth, the latter so small that she 
could not tell her name distinctly, but spoke thick and 
lispmgly — ^“Ehzabeth Orrock Thoreau.” 

The dog IS to the fox as the white man to the red The 
former has attained to more clearness in his bark, it is 
more ringmg and musical, more developed; he explodes 
the vowels of his alphabet better, and beside he has 
made his place so good m the world that he can run 
without skulkmg in the open field. What a smothered, 
ragged, feeble, and unmusical sound is the bark of the 
foxi It seems as if he scarcely dared raise his voice lest 



JOURNAL 591 

it sKould catch the ear of his tame cousin and inveterate 
foe;-< 

^ ' I observe that the ice of Walden is heaved up more 
than a foot over that bar between the pond and Cyrus 
Hubbard’s basm. The gravelly bank or bar itself is also 
heaved up considerably where exposed. So that I am 
inchned to think that such a tilting is simply the result 
of a thawing beneath and not merely of a crowding or 
pressure on the two sides. 

I do not see that I can live tolerably without aflFection 
for Nature. If I feel no softemng toward the rocks, what 
do they signify? 

I do not think much of that chemistry that can ex- 
tract com and potatoes out of a barren [soil], but rather 
of that chemistry that can extract thoughts and senti- 
ments out of the life of a man on any soil It is m vam 
to write on the seasons unless you have the seasons in 
you. 



Walking 


Thoreau was almost too ill to care hy the time practical 
tecogntUon began to come his way. The Adantic Monthly 
applied for articles and he drew from his Journal and lectures 
as well as he could to supply them By the time the articles 
■were in proof he himself was unable to write and had to 
dictate his correspondence about them to his sister Sophia. 
And when "'Walking” the first one of the group, was pul^ 
lished in the Atlantic’s pages, he had been dead for a month. 
There is no sign in the essay itself, though, that its author had 
been moribund, its tone is vigorous ana vital. 

C. B. 

I WISH to speak a word for Nature, for absolute 
freedom and wildness, as contrasted with a freedom 
and culture merely civil — ^to regard man as an inhabi- 
tant, or a part and parcel of Nature, rather than a mem- 
ber of society. I wish to make an extreme statement, if 
so I may m^e an emphatic one, for there are enough 
champions of civilization, the minister and the school 
committee and every one of you will take care of that. 

I have met with but one or two persons in the course 
of my life who understood the art of Walkmg, that is, 
of takmg walks — ^who had a genius, so to speak, for 
sauntering, which word is beautifully derived “from idle 
people who roved about the country, in the Middle 
Ages, and asked chanty, under pretense of going d Zfl 
Sainte Terre,” to the Holy Land, till the children ex- 
claimed, “There goes a Samte-Terrer,*^ a Saunterer, a 
Holy-Lander. They who never go to the Holy Land m 
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thMr.wa^, as they pretend, are indeed mere idlers and 
■vagabonds; but they who do go there are saunterers in 
the good'sense, such as I mean. Some, however, would 
^^enve the word from sans terre, without land or a home, 
which, therefore, in the good sense, will mean, havmg 
no particular home, but equally at home everywhere. 
Por this is the secret of successful sauntenng. He who 
ats still in a house all the time may be the greatest 
■vagrant oh all, but the saunterer, m the good sense, is 
no more' vagrant than the meandenng river, which is all 
the while sedulously seekmg the shortest course to the 
sea. But I prefer the first, which, mdeed, is the most 
probable derivation. For every walk is a sort of crusade, 
preached by some Peter the Hermit m us, to go forth 
and reconquer this Holy Land from the hands of the 
Infidels. 

It is true, we are but faint-hearted crusaders, even 
•the walkers, nowadays, who imdertake no persevering, 
never-ending enterprises. Our expeditions are but tours, 
and come round -agam at evenmg to the old hearthside 
from which we set out. Half the walk is but retracmg 
our steps. We should go forth on the shortest walk, per- 
chance, in the spirit of imdymg adventure, never to re- 
turn, prepared to send back our embalmed hearts only 
as rehcs to our desolate kmgdoms. If you are ready to 
leave father and mother, and brother and sister, and 
wife and child and friends, and never see them again — 
if you have paid your debts, and made your will, and 
settled all your affairs, and are a free man — ^then you are 
ready for a walk. 

To come down to my own experience, my compamon 
and I, for I sometimes have a compamon, take pleasure 
in fancying ourselves kmghts of a new, or rather an old, 
order — ^not Equestrians or Chevahers, not Ritters or 
Riders, but Walkers, a still more ancient and honorable 
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class, I trust. The chivalric and heroic spirit which once 
belonged to the Rider seems now to reside in, or per- 
chance to have subsided mto, the Walker — not the 
Knight, but Walker, Errant. He is a sort of fourth estate, 
outside of Church and State and People. 

We have felt that we almost alone hereabouts prac- 
ticed this noble art, though, to tell the truth, at least if 
their own assertions are to be received, most of my 
townsmen would fain walk sometimes, as I do, but they 
cannot. No wealth can buy the requisite leisure, free- 
dom, and mdependence which are the capital m this 
profession. It comes only by the grace of God. It re- 
qmres a direct dispensation from Heaven to become a 
walker. You must be born into the family of the Walkers. 
Ambulator nascitur, non fit Some of my townsmen, it 
is true, can remember and have descnbed to me some 
walks which they took ten years ago, in which they were 
so blessed as to lose themselves for half an hour m the 
woods, but I know very well that they have confined 
themselves to the highway ever since, whatever pre* 
tensions they may make to belong to this select class. 
No doubt they were elevated for a moment as by the 
remimscence of a previous state of existence, when even 
they were foresters and outlaws. 

“When he came to grene wode. 

In a mery momynge. 

There he herde the notes small 
Of byrdes mery syngynge. 

“It is ferre gone, sayd Robyn, 

That I was last here; 

Me lyste a lytell for to shote 
At the doime dere.” 

I think that I cannot preserve my health and spirits, 
unless I spend four hours a day at least — and it is com- 
monly more than that — ^sauntermg through the woods 
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pand' over, the hills and fields, absolutely free from all 
, worldly! engagements. You may safely say, A penny for 
your thoughts, or a thousand pounds. ’When sometimes 
remmded that the mechamcs and shopkeepers 
^y in their shops not only all the forenoon, but all the 
afternoon too, sittmg with crossed legs, so many of them 
—as if the legs were made to sit upon, and not to stand 
or walk upon — I think that they deserve some credit for 
not having all committed smcide long ago. 

I, who cannot stay m my chamber for a smgle day 
without acquiring some rust, and when sometimes 3 
have stolen forth for a walk at the eleventh hour, or four 
o’clock in the afternoon, too late to redeem the day, 
when the shades of mght were already beginmng to be 
mingled with the dayhght, have felt as if I had com- 
mitted some sin to be atoned for — I confess that I am 
astonished at the power of endurance, to say nothing of 
the moral insensibihty, of my neighbors who confine 
themselves to shops and oflBces the whole day for weeks 
and months, aye, and years almost together. I know not 
what manner of stuflF they are of, sitting there now at 
three o’clock in the afternoon, as if it were three o’clock 
in the mommg. Bonaparte may talk of the three-o’clock- 
in-the-mormng courage, but it is nothmg to the courage 
which can sit down cheerfully at this hour in the after- 
noon over against one’s self whom you have known all 
the morning, to starve out a gamson to whom you are 
bound by such strong ties of sympathy. I wonder that 
about this tune, or say between four and five o’clock m 
the afternoon, too late for the morning papers and too 
early for the evemng ones, there is not a general ex- 
plosion heard up and down the street, scattermg a le- 
gion of antiquated and house-bred notions and whims 
to the four winds for an airing — and so the evil cure 
itself. 
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How womankind, who are confined to the house sbll 
more than men, stand it I do not know, but I have 
ground to suspect that most of them do not stand it at 
all When, early m a summer afternoon, we have been 
shaking the dust of the village from the skirts of our 
garments, makmg haste past those houses with purely 
Done or Gothic fronts, which have such an air of re- 
pose about them, my compamon whispers that probably 
about these tunes then occupants are all gone to bed. 
Then it is that I appreciate the beauty and the glory of 
architecture, which itself never turns in, but forever 
stands out and erect, keepmg watch over the slum- 
berers. 

No doubt temperament, and, above all, age, have a 
good deal to do with it As a man grows older, his abihty 
to sit still and follow mdooi occupations mcreases. He 
grows vespertmal m his habits as the evemng of life 
approaches, till at last he comes forth only just before 
sundo^, and gets all the walk that he reqmres m half 
an hour. 

But the waUang of which I speak has nothing in it 
akm to taking exercise, as it is called, as the sick take 
medieme at stated hours — ^as the swmgmg of dumb- 
bells or chans, but is itself the enterprise and adventure 
of the day. If you would get exercise, go m search of 
the sprmgs of life Think of a man’s svwngmg dumbbells 
for his health, when those sprmgs are bubbhng up m 
far-off pastures unsought by himl 

Moreover, you must walk like a camel, which is said 
to be the only beast which rummates when walkmg. 
When a traveler asked Wordsworth’s servant to show 
him her master’s study, she answered, “Here is his li- 
brary, but his study is out of doors.” 

Livmg much out of doors, m the sun and wmd, will 
no doubt produce a certam roughness of character ■ 
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^^:cause a tliicker cuticle to grow over some of the 
fer quahties of our nature, as on the face and hands, 
or^as seyere manual labor robs the hands of some of 
th^.dehcacy of touch. So staymg m the house, on the 
other han^ may produce a so^ess and smoothness, not 
to s^ thinness of sidn, accompamed by an increased 
sensibility to certain impressions. Perhaps we should be 
more ^ceptible to some influences important to our in- 
tellectual and mofal growth, if the sun had shone and 
the wmd blown on us a httle less, and no doubt it is 
^ “^^tter to proportion rightly the thick and thin 
skin. But methinks that is a scurf that will fall off fast 
enougir—that the natural remedy is to be found m the 
proportion which the night bears to the day, the wmter 
to the summer, thought to expenence. There wiU be so 
much the more air and sunshme in our thoughts The 
callous palms of the laborer are conversant with finer 
fesu^ of self-respect and heroism, whose touch thnlls 
the heart, than the langmd fingers of idleness. That is 
mere sentimentahfy that hes abed by day and thinks 

^ callus of expenence. 
v'^en we walk, we naturally go to the fields and 
woods; what would become of us, if we walked only m 

h ^ mall? Even some sects of philosophers 

ave felt the necessity of importmg the woods to them- 
se smce they did not go to the woods. 'They 
^ walks of Platanes,” where they took 

^ o ^ ambulationes in porticos open to the air. Of 
wme it IS of no use to direct our steps to the woods. 
It ttiey do not cany us thither. I am alarmed when it 
ppens that I have walked a mile mto the woods 
vv ^ gcttmg there in spirit. In my afternoon 

forget all my mormng occupations 
.1 obhgations to society. But it sometimes happens 
a cannot easily shake off the villaee. The thought 
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of some work will run in my head and I am not where 
my body is — 1 am out of my senses. In my walks I 
would fain return to my senses. What business have I 
in the woods, if I am thinking of something out of the 
woods? I suspect myself, and cannot help a shudder, 
when I find myself so imphcated even in what are called 
good works — ^for this may sometimes happen. 

My vicinity affords many good walks, and though for 
so many years I have walked almost every day, and 
sometimes for several days together, I have not yet ex- 
hausted them. An absolutely new prospect is a great 
happmess, and I can still get this any afternoon. Two 
or three hours’ walking will carry me to as strange a 
country as I expect ever to see. A single farmhouse 
which I had not seen before is sometimes as good as the 
dominions of the King of Dahomey. There is m fact a 
sort of harmony discoverable between the capabilities 
of the landscape withm a circle of ten miles’ radius, or 
the hmits of an afternoon walk, and the threescore years 
and ten of human hfe. It will never become qmte fa- 
mihar to you. 

Nowadays almost all man’s improvements, so called, 
as the buildmg of houses and the cuttmg down of the 
forest and of all large trees, simply deform the land- 
scape, and make it more and more tame and cheap. A 
people who would begin by burmng the fences and let 
the forest standi I saw the fences half consumed, their 
ends lost m the middle of the prairie, and some worldly 
miser with a surveyor looking after his bounds, while 
heaven had taken place around him, and he did not see 
the angels going to and fro, but was looking for an old 
post-hole in the midst of paradise. I looked again, and 
saw him standmg in the middle of a boggy Stygian fen, 
surrounded by devils, and he had found his bounds 
without a doubt, three httle stones, where a Stake had 
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nearer, I saw that the Pnnce 

or 0BrkD6Ss was hi.s surveyor. 

iwenty, any number of 
,^es, commencmg at my own door, without gomg by 
.any house, w&out crossing a road except where the fox 

Drook, Md then the meadow and the woodside. There 
we square miles in my vicimty which have no inhabit- 
From many a hill I can see civilization and the 
abodes of man afar. The farmers and their works are 
scarcely more obvious than woodchucks and their bur- 
m. and his affairs, church and state and school, 

pvm* ““““®rce, and manufactures and agnculture, 
pohbcs, the most alarmmg of them all— I am 

p f ® “ncupy m the land- 

St' ^ T. “ ® “d *at snll nar- 

,1 . ? yonder leads to it. I sometimes dnect 

tte tave ler tlnther. If you would go to the pohtical 

kppr> L great road, follow that market-man, 

tn E f ^ ^ eyes, and it will lead you straight 

oimv u^ place merely, and does not oo- 

py aU space. I pass from it as from a bean field mto 

vralt “ forgotten. In one half-hour I can 

man ,1 some portion of the earth's surface where a 
there e^ Stand from one year's end to another, and 

P®****® “Ot, for they are but as 

th^igar-smokeofaman. 

sort nf foo place to which the roads tend, a 

It is til ^6 highway, as a lake of a nver. 

a tn-vinl ° ^ which roads are the arms and legs — 
narv nf ^ ‘l^^^^wal place, the thoroughfare and ordi- 
Sh L the Latm vtlla, 

and KPl 7 n\ 7 ^^ ^ anaendy ved 

the villa * <2erives from veho, to cany, because 

IS e place to and firom which things are car- 
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ried. They who got their living by teaming were said 
vdlaluram facere. Hence, too, the Latin word vilis and 
our vile, also viliain. This suggests what kind of degen- 
eracy villagers are liable to. They are wayworn by the 
travel that goes by and over them, without traveling 
themselves. 

Some do not walk at all; others walk in the highways, 
a few walk across lots. Roads are made for horses and 
men of business. I do not travel in them much, com- 
paratively, because I am not in a hurry to get to any 
tavern or grocery or livery-stable or depot to which they 
lead. I am a good horse to travel, but not from choice 
a roadster. The landscape-painter uses the figures of 
men to mark a road. He would not make that use of my 
figure. I walk out into a nature such as the old prophets 
and poets. Menu, Moses, Homer, Chaucer, walked in. 
You may name it America, but it is not America; nei- 
ther Americus Vespucius, nor Columbus, nor the rest 
were the discoverers of it. There is a truer account of it 
in mythology than in any history of Amenca, so called, 
that I have seen. 

However, there are a few old roads that may be trod- 
den with profit, as if they led somewhere now that they 
are nearly discontinued. There is the Old Marlborough 
Road, which docs not go to Marlborough now, me- 
thinks, unless that is Marlborough where it carries me. 
I am the bolder to speak of it here, because I presume 
that there are one or two such roads in eveiy town. 

TXIE OLD MAKLBOROUGH ROAD 

Where they once dug for money. 

But never round any; 

Where sometimes Martial Miles 
Singly files. 

And Elijah Wood, 

I fear for no good; 
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No Qtherman, 

Save Elisha Dugan— 

0 man of wild habits. 
Partridges and rabbits, 

V\^o hast no cares 
Only to set snares, 

Who liv* St all alone, 

Close to the bone. 

And where life is sweetest 
Constantly eatest 
When the spring stirs my blood 
With the instmct to travel, 

[ can get enough gravel 
On the Old Marlborough Road. 
Nobody repairs it; 

For nobody wears it; 

It is a hvmg way. 

As the Christians say. 

Not many there be 
1 ^Who enter therein. 

Only the guests of the 
IWshman Qum. 

What'is It, what is it; 

' f But a direction gut there, 

' ;^d the bare possibihty 
Of going somewhere? 

Great guide-boards of stone. 
But travelers none; 

Cenotaphs of the towns 
Named on their crowns. 

It is worth gomg to see 
Where you m/gXt be. 

What Icmg 
Did the thing, 

1 am still wondering; 

Setup how or when, 

By^v^at selectmen, 

Gourgas or Lee, 

Clark or Darby? 

;,Th^te a great endeavor 
To be something forever; 
Blank tablets, of stone, 

WIlprA n truvalor mlcrtif 0 X 0811 , 
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And in one sentence 
Grave all that is known, 

Which another might read. 

In his extreme need. 

I know one or two 
Lmes that would do, 

Literature that might stand 
All over the land. 

Which a man could remember 
Till next December, 

And read agam m the sprmg, 

After the thawmg 
If with fancy unfurled 
You leave your abode. 

You may go round the world 
By the Old Marlborough Road 

At present, in this vicmity, the best part of the land 
is not private property, the landscape is not ovmed, and 
the walker enjoys comparative freedom But possibly 
the day will come when it wiU be partitioned off mto 
so-called pleasure-grounds, in which a few will take a, 
narrow and exclusive pleasure only — ^when fences shall 
be multiphed, and man-traps and other engmes m- 
vented to confine men to the public road, and walkmg 
over the surface of God’s earth shall be construed to 
mean trespassmg on some gentleman’s grounds. To en- 
joy a thmg exclusively is commonly to exclude yourself 
from the true enjoyment of it Let us improve our op- 
portumties, then, before the evil days come. 

What is it that makes it so hard sometimes to deter- 
mme whither we will walk? I beheve that there is a 
subtle magnetism m Nature, which, if we unconsciously 
yield to it. Will direct us anght. It is not mdifferent to us 
which way we walk There is a right way, but we are 
very hable from heedlessness and stupidity to take the 
wrong one. We would fain take that walk, never yet 
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: taken" by us" through this actual world, which is per- 
jfeQtly symbohcal of the path which we love to travebm 
/the interior and ideal world, and sometunes, no doubt, 
we find It difiScult to choose our directioii, because it 
does not yet exist distinctly in our idea. 

- When I go out of the house for a walk, uncertain as 
yet whither I wiH bend my steps, and submit myself to 
my mstmct to deade for me, I find, strange and whim- 
sical as it may seem, that I finally and mevitably settle 
southwest, toward some particuW wood or meadow or 
deserted pasture or hill in that direction My needle is 
slow to settle, vanes a few degrees, and does not always 
pomt due southwest, it is true, and it has good authonty 
for this vanabon, but it always settles between west and 
south-southwest. The future hes that way to me, and 
the earth seems more unexhausted and richer on that 
side. The outkne which would bound my walks would 
be, not a circle, but a parabola, or rather like one of 
those cometary orbits which have been thought to be 
non-returmng curves, in this case opening westward, m 
which my house occupies the place of Ae sun I turn 
round and round irresolute sometimes for a quarter of 
an hour, until I decide, for a thousandth time, that I will 
walk mto the southwest or west. Eastward I go only by 
force,-but westward I go free. Thither no business leads 
me. It IS hard for me to beheve that I shall find fair 
landscape^ or sufficient wildness and freedom behmd 
the eastern honzou. I am not excited by the prospect of 
a walk thither, but I believe that the forest which I see 
m the western horizon stretches umnterruptedly toward 
the settmg sun, and there are no towns nor cities in it of 
enough consequence to disturb me. Let me hve where 
I will, on this side is the city, on that the wilderness, and 
ever I am leavmg the city more and more, and with- 
drawmg mto the wilderness. I should not lay so much 
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stress on this fact, if I did not believe that something 
hke this IS the prevailing tendency of my countrymen. 
I must walk toward Oregon, and not toward Europe 
And that way the nation is movmg, and I may say that 
mankmd progress from east to west. Withm a few years 
we have witnessed the phenomenon of a southeastward 
migration, in the settlement of Austraha, but this affects 
us as a retrograde movement, and, judgmg from the 
moral and physical character of the &st generation of 
Austrahans, has not yet proved a successful experiment. 
The eastern Tartars think that there is nothing west be- 
yond Thibet. 'The world ends there,” say they; 'beyond 
there is nothing but a shoreless sea.” It is unmitigated 
East where they hve. 

We go eastward to realize history and study the 
works of art and hterature, retracmg the steps of the 
race, we go westward as mto the future, with a spmt of 
enterprise and adventure. The Atlantic is a Lethean 
stream, m our passage over whidi we have had an op- 
portumty to forget the Old World and its institutions. If 
we do not succeed this time, there is perhaps one more 
chance for the race left before it arrives on the banks of 
the Styx, and that is m the Lethe of the Pacific, which 
is three tunes as wide. 

I know not how significant it is, or how far it is an 
evidence of smgulanty, that an mdividual should thus 
consent m his pettiest walk with the general movement 
of the race, but I know that something akm to the 
migratory mstmct m birds and quadrupeds — ^which, in 
some mstances, is known to have affected the squirrel 
tribe, impelhng them to a general and mystenous move- 
ment, m which they were seen, say some, crossmg the 
broadest nvers, each on its particular chip, with its tail 
raised for a sail, and bridgmg narrower streams with 
their dead — that somethmg like the furor which affects 
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domestic catMe in the sprmg, and which is referred 
to a worm in their tails, affects both nations and mdi- 
^d^als,‘ either perenmally or from time to time. Not a 
flock of wild geese cackles over our town, but it to some 
extent unsettles the value of real estate here, and, if I 

were a broker, I should probably take that disturbance 
into account, 

longen folk to gon on pilgrimages. 

And palmeres for to seken strange strondes ” 

Every sunset which I witness inspires me with the 
^ire to go to a West as distant and as fair as that mto 

jji down. He appears to migrate west- 

ward daily, and tempt us to follow him. He is the Great 
Western Pioneer^hom the nations follow. We dream 
mg t of thos^ ^ ountain-ridges m the horizon, though 
ey may be ot^l^por only, which were last gilded by 
r^ys. The island of Atlantis, and the islands and gar- 
os of the Hesperides, a sort of terrestnal paradise, 
appear to have been the Great West of the ancients, 
enveloped m mystery and poetry. Who has not seen in 
Magmation, when lookmg mto the sunset sky, the gar- 

and the foundation of all those 

, ^®^ombus felt the westward tendency more strongly 
any before. He obeyed it, and found a New World 
or astue and Leon. The herd of men m those days 
scented ffeshpastures from afar. 

“^d now the sun had stretched out all the hills. 

At dropped into the western bay, 

A? last he rose, anff twitched his mantle blue, 
tomorrow to fresh woods and pastures new.” 

Where on the globe can there be fouiid an area of 
extent^'with that occupied by the bulk of our 
as, so mrtile and so nch and varied in its produc- 
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tions, and at the same time so habitable by the Euro- 
Michaux who knew but pL of them, 
says that the species of large trees are much more 

Sd St?* Amenca'than m Europe mT 

United States there are more than one hundred and 

forty species that exceed thirty feet in height, m France 
there are but thirty that attam this size.” Later hota- 

^e to” A confirm his observations. Humboldt 
to America to reahze his youthful dreams of a 
fropical vegetation, and he beheld it in its greatest per- 

ffganbc TOlderness on the earth, which he has so elo- 

EuroriJ geographer Guyot, himself a 

low tom"’ farther than I am ready to fol- 

low tom, yet not when he says. "As the plant fs made 

ammal vegetable world is made for the 

vCld made for the man of the Old 

his wav' T» T* cpec 

from stetinn“®f*® luglilands of Asia, he descends 

steps IS 1 Each of his 

preceding civilization superior to the 

^*6 Adanu if development. Aiiived 

Ian toe b ’ ; *is unknown 

Ton 'h,^ f r* end turns 

Ked tot riS o/e” 

self ^ ^ Europe, and remvigorated hmi- 

waidastn/r""”?^""""^ adventurous career west- 
waid as m the earhest ages." So far Guyot. 

the bampr ^ impulse commg in contact with 

entemnse nf ^ sprang the commerce and 

his TVflfWc °iodem times The younger Michaux, m 

the cornmn Alleghames in 1802, says that 

"‘From ^ newly settled West was, 

these vflqf ^ world have you come?’ As if 

vast and fertile regions would naturally be the 
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place of inee“tiiig and common country of all the inhabit- 
^ts of the globe.” 

;To’use an obsolete Latm word, I might say. Ex On- 
^te lux, ex Occidente frux. From the East hght; from 
the West fruit. 

- Sir Francis Head, an English traveler and a Governor- 
General of Canada, tells us that “in both the northern 
and southern hemispheres of the New World, Nature 
has not only outlmed her works on a larger scale, but 
has painted the whole picture with brighter and more 
costly colors than she used m dehneatmg and in beauti- 
fymg the Old World. . . . The heavens of America ap- 
pear infimtely higher, the sky is bluer, the air is fresher, 
the cold is intenser, Ae moon looks larger, the stars are 
brighter, the thunder is louder, the hghtmng is vivider, 
the wmd is stronger, the ram is heavier, the mountains 
are higher, the rivers longer, the forests bigger, the 
plains broader.” This statement will do at least to set 
against BufiFon’s account of this part of the world and its 
productions. 

Linnaeus said long ago, **Nescio quae facies laeta, 
glabra planiis Amencanis” (I know not what there is of 
joyous and smooth in the aspect of Amencan plants) ; 
and I think that in this country there are no, or at most 
very few, Africanae bestiae, Afncan beasts, as the Ro- 
mans called them, and that in this respect also it is 
pecuharly fitted for the habitation of man. We are told 
that within three nules of the center of the East-Indian 
city of Singapore, some of the inhabitants are annually 
carried off by tigers; but the traveler can he down in 
die woods at night almost anywhere in North America 
without fear of wild beEists. 

These are encouragmg testimonies. If the moon looks 
larger here than-in Europe, probably the sun looks 
larger also. If the heavens of America appear infinitely 
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higher, and the stars bnghter, I trust that these facts are 
symbolical of the height to which the philosophy and 
poetry and rehgion of her inhabitants may one day soar. 
At length, perchance, the immatenal heaven wdl ap- 
pear as much higher to the American mind, and the 
mtimations that star it as much bnghter. For I believe 
that chmate does thus react on man — as there is some- 
thmg in the mountam air that feeds the spint and in- 
spires. Will not man grow to greater perfection mtel- 
lectually as well as physically under these influences? 
Or is it unimportant how many foggy days there are in 
his hfe? I trust that we shall be more imagmative, that 
our thoughts will be clearer, fresher, and more ethereal, 
as our sky — our imderstandmg more comprehensive and 
broader, hke our plains — our mtellect generally on a 
grander scale, like our thunder and hghtmng, our nvers 
and mountams and forests — and our hearts shall even 
correspond m breadth and depth and grandeur to our 
inland seas. Perchance there will appear to the traveler 
somethmg, he knows not what, of laeta and glabra, of 
joyous and serene, m our very faces. Else to what end 
does the world go on, and why was America discovered? 

To Amencans I hardly need to say, 

“Westward the star of empire takes its way.” 

As a true patriot, I should be ashamed to think that 
Adam m, paradise was more favorably situated on the 
whole than the backwoodsman m this country. 

Our sympathies m Massachusetts are not confined to 
New England, tliough we may be estranged from the 
South, we sympathize with the West There is the home 
of the younger sons, as among the Scandmavians they 
took to the sea for their inheritance It is too late to be 
studying Hebrew, it is more important to understand 
even the slang of today. 
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"^Some months ago I went to see a panorama of the 
ElhiheT It was like a dream of the Middle Ages. I floated 
lown Its histone stream m something more than imagi- 
iation, under bridges built by the Romans, and repaired 
3y later heroes, past cities and castles whose very names 
vere ihusic to my ears, and each of which was the sub- 
ect of a legend. There were Elnenbreitstein and Ro- 
andseck and Coblentz, which I knew only in history, 
rhey were ruins that interested me cluefly. There 
leemed to come up from its waters and its vme-clad hills 
md valleys a hushed music as of Crusaders departmg 
iof the Holy Land. I floated along under the spell of 
enchantment, as if I had been transported to an heroic 
■age, and breathed an atmosphere of chivalry. 

Soom after, I went to see a panorama of the Missis- 
sippi and as I worked my way up the nver in the light 
of today, and saw the steamboats woodmg up, counted 
the rismg cities, gazed on the fresh rums of Nauvoo, 
beheld the Indians moving west across the stream, and, 
■as before I had looked up the Moselle, now looked up 
the Ohio and the Missouri and heard the legends of 
Dubuque and of Wenona*s Cliff — ^stiU thmkmg more of 
the future than of the past or present — I saw that this 
was a Rhine stream of a different kmd, that the founda- 
tions of castles were yet to be laid, and the famous 
bridges were yet to be thrown over the river, and I felt 
that this was the heroic age itself, though we know it 
noh for 'the- hero is commonly the simplest and ob- 
scurest of men. 

The West of which I speak is but another name for 
the Wild; and what I have been prepanng to say is, 
that in Wildness is the preservation of the World. Every 
tree sends its fibers forth in search of the Wild. The 
cities import it at any pnee. Men plow and sail for it. 
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From the forest and wilderness come the tonics and 
barks which brace mankmd. Our ancestors were sav- 
ages. The story of Romulus and Remus being suckled 
by a wolf is not a meaningless fable. The founders of 
every state which has nsen to emmence have drawn 
their nounshment and vigor from a similar wild source. 
It was because the children of the Empire were not 
suckled by the wolf that they were conquered and dis- 
placed by the children of the northern forests who were. 

I beheve in the forest, and in the meadow, and in the 
night m which the com grows. We require an infusion 
of hemlock, spmce or arbor vitae in our tea. There is a 
difference between eatmg and drinking for strength and 
from mere gluttony. The Hottentots eagerly devour the 
marrow of the koodoo and other antelopes raw, as a 
matter of course. Some of our northern Indians eat raw 
the marrow of the Arctic reindeer, as well as various 
other parts, mcluding the summits of the antlers, as long 
as they are soft. And herem, perchance, they have 
stolen a march on the cooks of Paris. They get what 
usually goes to feed the fire. This is probably better than 
stall-fed beef and slaughterhouse pork to make a man 
of. Give me a wildness whose glance no civilization can 
endure — as if we hved on the marrow of koodoos de- 
voured raw. 

There are some intervals which border the strain of 
the wood thrush, to which I would migrate — ^wild lands 
where no settler has squatted; to which, methinks, I 
am already acclimated. 

The African hunter Gumming tells us that the skin 
of the eland, as well as that of most other antelopes just 
kiUed, emits the most dehcious perfume of trees and 
grass. I would have every man so much hke a wild 
antelope, so much a part and parcel of nature, that his 
very person should thus sweetly advertise our senses of 
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^^len'thl ooa “^7““;° 

not wonder thnilh a^ ^ 

naturalist says “A w^ P^arwin the 

Tahitian wac i bathing by the side of a 

art., eompitt“d^4 f T gardener’s 

vigorously m the Jen fell” 
ben Jonson exclaims, 

} 

“How near to good is what is fairl” 

So I would say. 

How near to good is what is mid/ 

“ive is the wdd- 

One who nrp^c presence refreshes him. 

from- his labor«r mcessantly and never rested 

^nands on^n « P'^ de- 

^ or wildfS himself m a new coun- 

nf life He ^nrrounded by the raw matenal 

“ 'awns and cul- 

vious and miaU ^ cities, but m the imper- 

nnalyzed my/narhfl formerly, I have 

y partiahty for some farm which I had con- 
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templated purchasing, I have frequently found that I 
was attracted solely by a few square rods of impermea- 
ble and unfathomable bog — a. natural sink in one comer 
of it. That was the jewel which dazzled me. I denve 
more of my subsistence from the swamps which sur- 
round my native town than from the cultivated gardens 
in the village. There are no richer parterres to my eyes 
than the dense beds of dwarf andromeda {Cassandra 
calyculata) which cover these tender places on die 
earth’s surface. Botany cannot go farther than tell me 
the names of the shrubs which grow there — the high 
blueberry, pamcled andromeda, lambloll, azalea, and 
rhodora — all standmg in die quakmg sphagnum. I often 
think that I should like to have my house front on diis 
mass of dull red bushes, omitting other flower plots and 
borders, transplanted spruce and trim box, even graveled 
walks — to have this fertile spot under my wmdows, not 
a few imported barrowfuls of sod only to cover the sand 
which was thrown out m diggmg the cellar. Why not 
put my house, my parlor, behmd this plot, instead of 
behmd that meager assemblage of curiosities, diat poor 
apology for a Nature and Art, which I call my front 
yard^ It is an effort to clear up and make a decent ap- 
pearance when the carpenter and mason have departed, 
though done as much for the passer-by as the dweller 
withm. The most tasteful front-yard fence was never 
an agreeable object of study to me, the most elaborate 
ornaments, acorn tops, or what not, scon weaned and 
disgusted me Bring your sills up to the very edge of 
the swamp, then (though it may not be the best place 
for a dry cellar), so that there be no access on that side 
to citizens. Front yards are not made to walk in, but, 
at most, through, and you could go m the back way. 

Yes, though you may think me perverse, if it were 
proposed to me to dwell m the neighborhood of the 
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^sfe^beautitul garden that ever human art contrived, 
or‘else of a Dismal Swamp, I should certamly deade for 
the^'swamp. B[ow vain, then, have been all your labors, 
dfeens;formel 

My^spirits infallibly rise in proportion to the outward 
drearmess. Give me Ae ocean, the desert, or the wilder- 
nessl In the desert, pure air and sohtude compensate 
for want of moisture and fertility. The traveler Burton 
says of it; “Your morale improves, you become frank 
and cordial, hospitable and single-mmded. ... In the 
desert^ spirihious liquors excite only disgust There is» 
a keen enjoyment in a mere animal existence ” They 
who have been travehng long on the steppes of Tartary 
say, “On re-entering cultivated lands, the agitation, per^ 
plexity, and turmoil of civilization oppressed and suffo- 
cated usj 'tl^ air seemed to fail us, and we felt every 
moment as if about to die of asphyxia.” When I would 
recreate myself, I seek the darkest wood, the thickest 
and most interminable and, to the citizen, most dismal, 


swamp. I enter a swamp as a sacred place, a sanctum 
sanctorum. There is the strength, the marrow, of Nature 
The .Wildwood covem the virgin mould, and the same 
sod is good for men and for trees. A man’s health re- 
quires as many acres of meadow to his prospect as his 
farm do^ loads of muck. There are the strong meats on 
which he feeds. A town is saved, not more by the right- 
eous men in it than by the woods and swamps that sur- 
round it. A township where one primitive forest waves 
above while -anoAer primitive fprest rots below — ^such 
a town- is fitted to raise not only com and potatoes, but 
poets and phdosophers for the commg ages. In such a 
sod grew Homer and Confucius and the rest, and out of 


such a wddemess comes the’ Reformer eatmg locusts 
and wdd honey. ’ > . 

To preserve wdd ani-mgls imphes generally the crea- 
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tion of a forest for them to dwell in or resort to. So it is 
with man. A hundred years ago they sold baric m our 
streets peeled from our own woods. In the very aspect 
of those primitive and rugged trees there was, methinks, 
a tanmng. prmciple which hardened and consolidated 
the fibers of men’s thoughts. Ah! already I shudder for 
these comparatively degenerate days of my native vil- 
lage, when you cannot collect a load of bark of good 
thickness, and we no longer produce tar and turpentine. 

The civilized nations — Greece, Rome, England — 
have been sustained by the primitive forests which 
anciently rotted where they stand They survive as long 
as the soil is not exhausted. Alas for human culture! 
httle IS to be expected of a nation, when the vegetable 
mould IS exhausted, and it is compelled to make manure 
of the bones of its fathers There the poet sustains him- 
self merely by his own superfluous fat, and the phi- 
losopher comes down on his marrow-bones. 

It IS said to be the task of the Amencan “to work the 
virgm soil,” and that “agnculture here already assumes 
proportions unknown everywhere else.” I think that the 
farmer displaces the Indian even because he redeems 
the meadow, and so makes himself stronger and m some 
respects more natural I was surveymg for a man the 
other day a smgle straight hne one hundred and thirty- 
two rods long, through a swamp at whose entrance 
nought have been written the words which Dante read 
over the entrance to the infernal regions, ‘Xeave all 
hope, ye that enter” — that is, of ever gettmg out agam, 
where at one tune I saw my employer actually up to his 
neck and swimrmng for his life m hus property, though it 
was still wmter He had another similar swamp which I 
could not survey at all, because it was completely under 
water, and nevertheless, with regard to a third swamp» 
which I did survey from a distance, he remarked to inu> 
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’.true insects, that he would not part with it for 
Mnsideradon, on account of the mud which it con- 
t^ed that man intends to put a girdlmg ditch 
To^d the whole in the course of forty months, and so 
redeem it by the magic of his spade. I refer to him only 
as the type of a class. ' 

^ The weapons with which we have gained our most 

Mportant victories, which should be handed down as 

heirloo^ firom father to son, are not the sword and the 

bushwhack, the turf-cutter, the spade, 

and the bog hoe, rusted with the blood of many a 

meadow, and begrimed with the dust of many a hard- 

fought field The veiy wmds blew the Indians cornfield 

0 e meadow, and pomted out the way which he 

follow. He had no better implement 

mih which to mtrench himself in the land than a clam- 

snelL But the farmer is armed with plow and spade. 

In hterature it is only the wild that attracts us. DuU- 

IS but another name for tameness. It is the uncm- 

^ed bree md wild thmking m Hamlet and the Ihad, in 

^ me scnptures and mythologies, not learned m the 

delights us. As the wild duck is more swift 

' ^^°eautiful than the tame, so is the wild— the mallard 

ough^ which mid fallmg dews wmgs its way above 

good book is somethmg as natural, and 
as unexoecfftdlv r . , , . 



. vxxowverea on me prairies ot the West or 

fho os.of the East. Genius is a hght which makes 

phar* 1,^^ visible, like the lightnmg’s flash, which per- 
^ of knowledge itself-and not 
nalpF K f hearthstone of the race, which 

^ V ^Stt of common day. 

thp ifir -D from the days of the minstrels to 

evpn Qif , and Spenser and Milton, and 

espeare, included — ^breathes no qmte fresh 
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and, m this sense, wild strain. It is an essentially tame 
and civilized literature, reflecting Greece and Rome. 
Her wilderness is a greenwood, her wild man a Rohm 
Hood There is plenty of gemal love of Nature, but not 
so much of Nature herself. Her chromcles inform us 
when her wild animals, but not when the wild man m 
her, became extmct. 

The, science of Humboldt is one thing, poetry is an- 
other thmg The poet today, notwithstandmg all the dis- 
covenes of science, and the accumulated leanung of 
mankmd, enjoys no advantage over Homer. 

Where is the hterature which gives expression to Na- 
ture? He would be a poet who could impress the wmds 
and streams into his service, to speak for him; who 
nailed words to their pnmitive senses, as farmers drive 
down stakes m the sprmg, which the frost has heaved, 
who denved his words as often as he used them — trans- 
planted them to his page with earth adhenng to their 
roots, whose words were so true and fresh and natural 
that they would appear to expand hke the buds at the 
approach of sprmg, though they lay half smothered be- 
tween two musty leaves m a hbrary — aye, to bloom and 
bear fruit there, after their kmd, annually, for the faith- 
ful reader, m sympathy with surroundmg Nature. 

I do not know of any poetry to quote which ade- 
quately expresses this yearmng for the Wild Ap- 
proached from this side, the best poetry is tame. I do 
not know where to find m any hterature, ancient or 
modem, any account which contents me of that Nature 
with which even I am acquamted. You will perceive 
that I demand somethmg which no Augustan nor Eliza- 
bethan age, which no culture, m short, can give My- 
thology comes nearer to it than any thin g How much 
more fertile a Nature, at least, has Grecian mythology 
its root m than Enghsh hteraturel Mythology is the crop 
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and though it may be an ummportant coincidence, it 
will not be out of place here to state, that a fossil tor- 
toise has lately been discovered m Asia large enough to 
support an elephant. I confess that I am partial to these 
wild fancies, which transcend the order of time and de- 
velopment. They are the subhmest recreation of the in- 
tellect. The partridge loves peas, but not those that go 
with her into the pot 

In short, all good things are wild and free. There is 
somethmg in a stram of music, whether produced by an 
instrument or by the human voice — ^take the sound of a 
bugle in a summer mght, for instance — which by its 
wildness, to speak without satire, reminds me of the 
cries emitted by wild beasts in their native forests. It is so 
much of their wildness as I can understand. Give me for 
my friends and neighbors wild men, not tame ones. The 
wildness of the savage is but a famt symbol of the awful 
ferity with which good men and lovers meet. 

I love even to see the domestic animals reassert their 
native rights — any evidence that they have not wholly 
lost then ongmal wild habits and vigor; as when my 
neighbor’s cow breaks out of her pasture early in the 
sprmg and boldly swims the nver, a cold, gray tide, 
twenty-five or thirty rods wide, swollen by the melted 
snow. It is the buSalo crossmg the Mississippi. This 
exploit confers some digmty on the herd m my eyes — ■ 
aheady dignified. The seeds of instinct are preserved 
under the thick hides of cattle and horses, like seeds in 
the bowels of the earth, an indefimte penod. 

Any sportiveness m cattle is unexpected I saw one 
day a herd of a dozen bullocks and cows runnmg about 
and fnsking in unwieldy sport, hke huge rats, even hke 
kittens. They shook their heads, raised their tails, and 
rushed up and down a hill, and I perceived by their 
horns, as well as by their activity, their relation to the 
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deer tribe. But, alasi a sudden loud Whod would have 
damped their ardor at once, reduced them from vemson 
to beef, and stiffened their sides and smews hke the 
locomotive. Who but the Evil One has cried ‘Whoal to 
mankmd? Indeed, the hfe of cattle, like that of many 
men, is but a sort of locomotiveness, they move a side 
at a time, and man, by his machmery, is meetmg the 
horse and the ox halfway. Whatever part the whip has 
touched IS thenceforth palsied. Who would ever think of 
a side of any of the supple cat tribe, as we speak of a 
side of beef? 


I rejoice that horses and steers have to be broken be- 
fore they can be made the slaves of men, and that men 
themselves have some wild oats still left to sow before 
they become submissive members of society. Undoubt- 
edly, all men are not equally fit subjects for civilization; 
and because the majority, like dogs and sheep, are tame 
by inherited disposition, this is no reason why the others 
should have their natures broken that they may be re- 
duced to the same leveL Men are m the mam alike, but 


ihey were made several in order that they might be vari- 
ous. If a low use is to be served, one man will do nearly 
or qmte as well as another, if a high one, mdividual ex- 
cellence is to be regarded. Any man can stop a hole to 
keep the wmd away, but no other man could serve so 
rare a use as the author of this illustration did Con- 
fuaus says, “The skins of the tiger and the leoparck 
when they are tanned, are as the skms of the dog and 
the sheep tanned.” But it is not the part of a true culUire 
to tame tigers, any more than it is to make ^heep 
cious, and tanmng their skins for shoes is not the best 
use to which they can be put. 


When loolong over a hst of men’e names in a foreign 
language, as of nuhtaiy oBcexs, or of authors who have 
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written on a particular subject, I am reminded once 
more that there is nothing in a name. The name Men- 
schikoE, for instance, has nothing m it to my ears more 
human than a whisker, and it may belong to a rat. As 
the names of the Poles and Russians are to us, so are 
ours to them. It is as if they had been named by the 
child’s rigmarole, lenj wienj icherij van, tittle-tol-tan 
I see in my mind a herd of wild creatures swarmmg 
over the earth, and to each the herdsman has affixed 
some barbarous sound m his own dialect. The names of 
men are, of course, as cheap and meaningless as Bose 
and Tray, the names of dogs. 

Methmlcs it would be some advantage to philosophy 
if men were named merely m the gross, as they are 
known. It would be necessary only to know the genus 
and perhaps the race or variety, to know the individual 
'' We are not prepared to beheve that every pnvate soldier 
in a Roman army had a name of Ins own — ^because we 
have not supposed that he had a character of his own. 

At present our only true names are nicknames. I 
knew a boy who, from his pecuhar energy, was called 
"Buster” by his playmates, and this rightly supplanted 
his Chnstian name. Some travelers tell us that an Indian 
had no name given hun at first, but earned it, and his 
name was his fame, and among some tribes he acquired 
a new name with every new exploit. It is pitiful when 
a man bears a name for convenience merely, who has 
earned neither name nor fame. 

I will not allow mere names to make distmctions for 
me, but still see men m herds for all them. A fainihar 
name cannot make a man less strange to me. It may be 
given to a savage who retains m secret his own wild title 
earned m the woods. We have a wild savage in us, and 
a savage name is perchance somewhere recorded as ours. 
I see that my neighbor, who bears the famihar epithet 
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William or Edwin, takes it off with his jacket. It does 
not adhere to him when asleep or m anger, or aroused 
by any passion or inspiration. I seem to hear pronounced 
by some of his km at such a time his ongmal wild name 
m some jaw-breakmg or else melodious tongue. 

Here is dus vast, savage, howhng mother of ours. Na- 
ture, lymg aU around, with such beauty, and such affec- 
tion for her children, as the leopard, and yet we are 
so early weaned from her breast to society, to that cul- 
ture which is exclusively an interaction of man on man 
— a sort of breedmg m and m, which produces at most 
a merely English nobihty, a civilization destined to have 
a speedy limit 

In society, m the best mstitutions of men, it is easy 
to detect a certam precocity. When we should still be 
growmg children, we are already httle men Give me a 
culture which imports much muck from the meadows, 
and deepens the soil — ^not that which trusts to heatmg 
manures, and improved implements and modes of cul- 
ture onlyl 

Many a poor sore-eyed student that I have heard of 
would grow faster, both mtellectually and physically, if, 
instead of sittmg up so very late, he honestly slumbered 
a fool’s allowance 

There may be an excess even of mformmg hght. 
Niepce, a Frenchman, discovered “actmism,” fhat 
power m the sun’s rays which produces a chemical ef- 
fect, that gramte rocks, and stone structures, and statues 
of metal “are all alike destructively acted upon dunng 
the hours of sunshme, and, but for provisions of Nature 
no less wonderful, would soon pensh imder the dehcate 
touch of the most subtile of the agencies of the um- 
verse ” But he observed that “those bodies which under- 
went this change durmg the dayhght possessed the 



622 WALKING 

power of restoring themselves to their origmal condibons 
durmg the hours of mght, when this excitement was no 
longer influencmg them.” Hence it has been inferred 
that “the hours of darkness are as necessary to the in- 
orgamc creation as we know night and sleep are to the 
orgamc kingdom.” Not even does the moon shme every 
mght, but gives place to darkness. 

I would not have every man nor every part of a man 
cultivated, any more than I would have every acre of 
earth cultivated part will be tillage, but the greater 
part will be meadow and forest, not only servmg an im- 
mediate use, but preparing a mould agamst a distant 
future, by the annual decay of the vegetation which it 
supports. 

There are other letters for the child to learn than 
those which Cadmus mvented. The Spamards have a 
good term to express this wild and dusl<y knowledge, 
Gramdtica parda, tawny grammar, a kind of mother-wit 
derived from that same leopard to which I have referred. 

We have heard of a Society for the Diffusion of Use- 
ful Knowledge. It is said that knowledge is power, and 
the hke Methinks there is equal need of a Society for 
the Diffusion of Useful Ignorance, what we will call 
Beautiful Knowledge, a knowledge useful in a higher 
sense for what is most of our boasted so-called knowl- 
edge but a conceit that we know somethmg, which robs 
ns of the advantage of our actual ignorance? What we 
call knowledge is often our positive ignorance, igno- 
rance our negative knowledge. By long years of pa- 
tient industry and readmg of the newspapers — ^for what 
are the hbranes of science but files of newspapers? — a 
man accumulates a myriad facts, lays them up m his 
memory, and then when m some sprmg of his hfe he 
saunters abroad mto the Great Fields of thought, he, as 
it were, goes to grass like a horse and leaves all his har- 



WALKING 

1 T- j tLft stable. I would say to the Society for 
ness behind ^ , Wowledge, sometimes, Go to 

the DifEusion o£ ^ 

grass. You have eate y g dnven to 

come with its green ^ May, though I 

ibeir country pastures before 
have heard of one u^atural P 

in the bam aBd fed ^er » of Useful 

So, frequently, the Society for tiie 
Knowledge treats its cattle. ^ 

A man’s ignorance some caXLed, is oftentimes 

beautiful — while his ^ u ’no- ufflv Which is the 

=-r»trd3j5grcc 

it, but thinks that he knows alir . jqY de- 

^My desBe for knowledge « my 

sire to bathe my bead m we 

feet IS perenmal and constant. sympathy widi 

can attam to IS not higC Imowledge 

Intelhgence. I do not know ibat to ^ 

amounts to anythmg more ® q£ ^he msufficiency 

grand Surprise on a sudden re fore a discovery 

li all that we called S^n fnd^ than are 

that there are more togs hghtmg up of 

dreamed of m our philosophy. , ^ any higher 

the mist by the sun. Man cannot k g^ely and 

sense than to, any more than he ou 

with unpumty m the face of the • perceiving 

*stvov VO V?. “You Wdl not porceive to ■ as par 
a parbcular thmg say to Chaldea 

There is somethmg servde “ * to laws 

after a law which we may obey. W 7 . „ successful 
of matter at and for our oonvemmce, cer- 
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tamly, that of a law which binds us where we did not 
loiow before that we were bound. Live free, child of the 
mist — and with respect to knowledge we are all children 
of the mist. The man who takes the hberty to hve is 
superior to all the laws, by virtue of his relation to the 
lawmaker. “That is active duty,” says the Vishnu Purana, 
■“which IS not for our bondage, that is knowledge which 
is for our hberation* all other duty is good only unto 
weariness, all other knowledge is only the cleverness of 
an artist.” 

It is remarkable how few events or crises there are in 
our histones, how httle exercised we have been in our 
minds, how few expenences we have had. I would fain 
be assured that I am growmg apace and rankly, though 
my very growth disturb this dull equanumty — though 
it be with struggle through long, dark, muggy mghts or 
seasons of gloom. It would be well if all our hves were 
a divme tragedy even, mstead of this tnvial comedy or 
farce. Dante, Bunyan, and others appear to have been 
exercised m their mmds more than we they were sub- 
jected to a kmd of culture such as our district schools 
and colleges do not contemplate. Even Mahomet, though 
many may scream at his name, had a good deal more to 
to hve for, aye, and to die for, than they have commonly. 

When, at rare mtervals, some thought visits one, as 
perchance he is walking on a railroad, then, mdeed, the 
cars go by without his hearmg them But soon, by some 
inexorable law, our life goes by and the cars return. 

“Gentle breeze, that wanderest unseen. 

And bendest the thistles round Loira of storms, 
Traveler of the windy glens. 

Why hast thou left my ear so soon?** 

While almost all men feel an attraction drawmg them 
to society, few are attracted strongly to Nature, ha their 
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reaction to Nature men appear to me for tlie most part, 
notwithstandmg their arts, lower than the animals It is 
not often a beautiful relation, as m the case of the am- 
mals. How httle appreciation of the beauty of the land- 
scape there is among usi We have to be told that the 
Greeks called the world Kodtioi;, Beauty, or Order, but 
we do not see clearly why they did so, and we esteem it 
at best only a curious philological fact. 

For my part, I feel Aat with regard to Nature I live a 
sort of border life, on the confines of a world mto which 
I make occasional and transient forays only, and my 
patriotism and allegiance to the state mto whose terri- 
tories I seem to retreat are those of a moss-trooper Unto 
a hfe which I call natural I would gladly follow even a 
wiU-o’-the-wisp through bogs and sloughs unimagmable, 
but no moon nor firefly has shown me the causeway to 
it. Nature is a personality so vast and umversal that we 
have never seen one of her features. The walker m the 
famihar fields which stretch around my native town 
sometimes finds himself m another land than is descnbed 
in their owners’ deeds, as it were m some faraway field 
on the confines of the actual Concord, where her juns- 
diction ceases, and the idea which the word Concord 
suggests ceases to be suggested These farms which I 
have myself surveyed, these bounds which I have set 
up, appear dimly still as through a mist, but they have 
no chemistry to fix them, they fade from the surface of 
the glass, and the picture which the pamter pamted 
stands out dimly from beneath. The world with which 
we are commonly acquamted leaves no trace, and it will 
have no anmversary. 

I took a walk on Spauldmg’s Farm the other after- 
noon. I saw the settmg sun hghtmg up the opposite side 
of a stately pme wood Its golden rays straggled mto the 
aisles of the wood as mto some noble halL I was im- 
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pressed as if some ancient and altogether admirable and 
shinmg family had settled there m that part of the land 
called Concord, unknown to me — to whom the sun was 
servant — ^who had not gone mto society in the village— 
who had not been called on. I saw their park, their 
pleasure-ground, beyond through the wood, m Spauld- 
ing’s cranberry-meadow. The pmes furnished them with 
gables as they grew. Their house was not obvious to 
vision, the trees grew through it. I do not know whether 
I heard the sounds of a suppressed hilaniy or not. They 
seemed to rechne on the sunbeams. They have sons and 
daughters They are qmte well. The farmer’s cart-path, 
which leads directly through their haU, does not m the 
least put them out, as the muddy bottom of a pool is 
sometimes seen through the reflected skies. They never 
heard of Spauldmg, and do not know that he is their 
neighbor — ^notwithstandmg I heard him whistle as he 
drove his team through the house. Nothing can equal 
the seremty of their hves. Their coat-of-arms is sunply a 
hchen I saw it pamted on the pmes and oaks. Then 
attics were m the tops of the trees. They are of no poh- 
tics. There was no noise of labor. I did not perceive that 
they were weavmg or spinning. Yet I did detect, when 
the wmd lulled and hearmg was done away, the finest 
imaginable sweet musical hum — as of a distant hive in 
May — ^which perchance was the sound of their thinking. 
They had no idle thoughts, and no one without could 
see their work, for their mdustry was not as in knots and 
excrescences embayed. 

But I find it difficult to remember them. They fade 
irrevocably out of my mmd even now while I speak, 
and endeavor to recall them and recollect myself. It is 
only after a long and serious effort to recollect my best 
thoughts that I become again aware of their cohah* 
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itancy. If it were not for such families as this, I think 
I should move out of Concord. 

We are accustomed to say in New England that few 
and fewer pigeons visit us every year. Our forests furmsh 
no mast for them. So, it would seem, few and fewer 
thoughts visit each growmg man from year to year, for 
the grove m our mmds is laid waste — sold to feed un- 
necessary fires of ambition, or sent to miU — and there is 
scarcely a twig left for them to perch on. They no longer 
build nor breed with us. In some more gemal season, 
perchance, a famt shadow flits across the landscape of 
the min d, cast by the wings of some thought m its ver- 
nal or autumnal migration, but, lookmg up, we are un- 
able to detect the substance of the thought itself Our 
wmged thoughts are turned to poultry They no longer 
soar, and they attam only to a Shanghai and Cochm- 
Chma grandeur. Those gra-a-ate thoughts, those gra-u- 
ate men you hear ofl 

We hug the earth — ^how rarely we mountl Methinks 
we might elevate ourselves a httle more. We might 
climb a tree, at least. I found my accoimt m clunbmg a 
tree once. It was a tall white pme, on the top of a hill, 
and though I got well pitched, I was well paid for it, for 
I discovered new mountains in the horizon which I had 
never seen before — ^so much more of the earth and the 
heavens I imght have walked about the foot of the tree 
for threescore years and ten, and yet I certainly should 
never have seen them. But, above all, I discovered 
around me — ^it was near the end of June — on the ends 
of the topmost branches only, a few mmute and dehcate 
red conelike blossoms, the fertile flower of the white 
pme lookmg heavenward. I carried straightway to the 
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Village the topmost spire, and showed it to stranger jury- 
men who walked the streets — for it was court week — 
and to farmers and lumber-dealers and woodchoppers 
and hunters, and not one had ever seen the like before, 
but they wondered as at a star dropped down. Tell of 
ancient architects Jfimshing their works on the tops of 
columns as perfectly as on the lower and more visible 
partsl Nature has from the first expanded the mmute 
blossoms of the forest only toward the heavens, above 
men’s heads and unobserved by them. We see only the 
flowers that are xmder our feet m the meadows. The 
pmes have developed their dehcate blossoms on the 
highest twigs of the wood every summer for ages, as well 
over the heads of Nature’s red children as of her white 
ones, yet scarcely a farmer or himter m the land has 
ever seen them. 

Above aU, we cannot afford not to five in the present- 
He IS blessed over aU mortals who loses no moment of 
the passmg life m remembermg the past. Unless our 
philosophy hears the cock crow m every barnyard 
withm our honzon, it is belated. That sound commonly 
remmds us that we are growmg rusty and antique m our 
employments and habits of thought. His philosophy 
comes down to a more recent time than ours. There is 
something suggested by it that is a newer testament— 
the gospel accordmg to this moment He has not fallen 
astern, he has got up early and kept up early, and to be 
where he is is to be m season, m the foremost rank of 
time. It is an expression of the health and soundness of 
Nature, a brag for all the world — ^healthmess as of a 
sprmg burst forth, a new fountam of the Muses, to cele- 
brate this last instant of tune Where he fives no fugitive 
slave laws are passed Who has not betrayed his master 
many tunes smce last he heard that note? 
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The merit of this bird’s strain is in its freedom from 
all plamtiveness. The smger can easily move us to tears 
or to laughter, but where is he who can excite m us a 
pure mommg joy? When, in doleful dumps, breakmg 
the awful stillness of our wooden sidewalk on a Sunday, 
or, perchance, a watcher m the house of moummg, I 
hear a cockerel crow far or near, I think to myself, 
“There is one of us well, at any rate,” and with a sudden 
gush return to my senses. 

We had a remarkable sunset one day last November. 

I was waUong m a meadow, the source of a small brook, 
when the sun at last, just before setting, after a cold, 
gray day, reached a clear stratum m the horizon, and 
the softest, brightest mormng sunhght fell on the dry 
grass and on the stems of the trees m the opposite hori- 
zon and on the leaves of the shrub oaks on the hillside, 
while our shadows stretched long over the meadow east- 
ward, as if we were the only motes m its beams It was 
such a hght as we could not have imagmed a moment 
before, and the air also was so warm and serene that 
nothing was wantmg to make a paradise of that meadow. 
When we reflected that this was not a sohtary phenom- 
enon, never to happen again, but that it would happen 
forever -and ever, an infimte number of evenmgs, and 
cheer and reassure the latest child that walked there, it 
was more glorious still. 

The sun sets on some retired meadow, where no 
house IS visible, with aU the glory and splendor that it 
lavishes on cities, and perchance as it has never set be- 
fore — ^where there is but a sohtary marsh hawk to have 
his wmgs gilded by it, or only a musquash looks out 
from his cabm, and there is some httle black-vemed 
brook m the midst of the marsh, just begmrung to me- 
ander, wmdmg slowly round a decaymg stump* We 
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walked in so pure and bright a light, gilding the with- 
ered grass and leaves, so softly and serenely bnght, I 
thought I had never bathed m such a golden flood, 
without a ripple or a murmur to it. The west side of 
every wood and nsmg ground gleamed like the bound- 
ary of Elysium, and the sun on our backs seemed like a 
gentle herdsman driving us home at evemng. 

So we saunter toward the Holy Land, till one day 
the sun shall shme more brightly than ever he has done, 
shall perchance shine into our imnds and hearts, and 
hght up our whole lives with a great awakemng hght, 
as warm and serene and golden as on a bankside in 
autumn. 



Life Without Principle 

Ift' OUT culture the businessman is supposedly ruthless, 
while the poet ts ineffectual “Life Without Principle" gives 
the he to that This essay is as hard and harder than any State 
Street merchant. In it Thoreau depicts the way most people 
live as a matter for contempt He had his reasons — to live in 
terms of his own ideals he had to he intransigent He paid the 
penalty of the individualist and paid it readily, yet he was 
stiU human enough to fling a Transcendental stone at the 
deacons and tradesmen who derided him. 

c. B. 

^ LYCEUM, not long since, I felt that the lec- 
l \ turer had chosen a theme too foreign to himself, 
and so failed to mterest me as much as he might have 
done. He descnbed thmgs not m or near to his heart, but 
toward his extremities and superficies There was, m this 
sense, no truly central or centralrzmg thought m the lec- 
ture. I would have had him deal with pnvatest experi- 
ence, as the poet does The greatest comphment that was 
ever paid me was when one asked me what I thought, and 
attended to my answer I am surprised, as well as de- 
lighted, when this happens, it is such a rare use he 
would make of me, as if he were acquainted with the 
tool Commonly, if men want anything of me, it is only 
to know how many acres I make of their land — ^smce 
' ^ ^ surveyor — or, at most, what trivial news I have 

urdened myself with. They never wiU go to law for my 
Dieat, they prefer the shell A man once came a con- 
siderable distance to ask me to lecture on Slavery, but 
on conversmg with him, I found that he and his chque 
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expected seven eightlis of the lecture to be theirs, and 
only one eighth mine, so I dechned I take it for granted, 
when I am mvited to lecture anywhere — ^for I have had 
a httle expenence in that busmess — ^that there is a de- 
sire to hear what I think on some subject, though I may 
be the greatest fool in the country, and not that I should 
say pleasant thmgs merely, or such as the audience will 
assent to, and I resolve, accordingly, that I will give 
them a strong dose of myself. They have sent for me, 
and engaged to pay for me, and I am determined that 
they shall have me, though I bore them beyond all prec- 
edent. 

So now I would say somethmg similar to you, my 
readers. Since you are my readers, and I have not been 
much of a traveler, I wdl not talk about people a thou- 
sand miles off, but come as near home as I can. As the 
time IS short, I will leave out aU the flattery, and retam 
all the cnticism. 

Let us consider the way in which we spend our lives. 

This world is a place of busmess. What an infimte 
bustle! I am awaked almost every mght by the pantmg 
of the locomotive. It mterrupts my dreams There is no 
sabbath. It would be glorious to see mankmd at leisure 
for once. It is nothmg but work, work, work I cannot 
easily buy a blankbook to write thoughts m, they are 
commonly ruled for dollars and cents An Irishman, see- 
ing me makmg a mmute m the fields, took it for granted 
that I was calculatmg my wages. If a man was tossed 
out of a wmdow when an infant, and so made a cnpple 
for life, or scared out of his wits by the Indians, it is 
regretted chiefly because he was thus mcapacitated for 
— busmess! I think that there is nothmg, not even cnme, 
more opposed to poetry, to philosophy, ay, to life itself, 
than this mcessant busmess. 

There is a coarse and boisterous money-makmg fellow 
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in the outskirts of oui town, who is going to build a 
hank-wall under the hill along the edge of his meadow. 
The powers have put this mto his head to keep him out 
of mischief, and he wishes me to spend three weeks 
diggmg there with him. The result be that he wiU 
perhaps get some more money to hoard, and leave for 
his heirs to spend foohshly. If I do this, most will com- 
mend me as an industrious and hard-workmg man, but 
if I choose to devote myself to certain labors which yield 
more real profit, though but httle money, they may be 
inclmed to look on me as an idler. Nevertheless, as I do 
not need the pohce of meamngless labor to regulate me, 
and do not see anythmg absolutely praisewortiby m this 
fellows undertakmg any more than m many an enter- 
prise of our own or foreign governments, however amus- 
mg It may be to h i m or them, I prefer to finish my 
education at a different school. 


If a man walk in the woods for love of them half of 
each day, he is m danger of being regarded as a loafer; 
but if he spends his whole day as a speculator, sheanng 
off those woods and makmg earth bald before her time, 
he IS esteemed an industnous and enterprising citizen. 

if a town had no mterest m its forests but to cut them 
downl 

Most men would feel insulted if it were proposed to 
employ them in throwmg stones over a wall, and then 
m throwmg them back, merely that they might earn 
eir wages. But many are no more worthily employed 
now. For mstance just after sunrise, one summer mom- 
I noticed one of my neighbors walkmg beside his 
sam, which was slowly drawmg a heavy hewn stone 
^'vung under the aide, surrounded by an atmosphere of 
^ ustry^ .lus day’s work begun, his brow commenced 
0 sweat a reproach to all sluggards and idlers — paus- 
es a reast the shoulders of his oxen, and half tunung 
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round witli a flounsli of liis merciful whip, while they 
gamed their length on him And I thought. Such is the 
labor which the American Congress exists to protect — 
honest, manly toil — ^honest as the day is long — ^that 
makes his bread taste sweet, and keeps society sweet— 
which all men respect and have consecrated; one of the 
sacred band, domg the needful but irksome drudgery. 
Indeed, I felt a shght reproach, because I observed this 
fronLa wmdow, and was not abroad and sturmg about a 
similar busmess. The day went by, and at evening I 
passed the yard of another neighbor, who keeps many 
servants, and spends much money foohshly, while he 
adds nothing to the common stock, and there I saw the 
stone of the morning lying beside a whimsical structure 
intended to adorn this Lord Timothy Dexter s premises, 
and the dignity forthwith departed from the teamster^s 
labor, in my eyes. In my opimon, the sim was made to 
hght worthier toil than this. I may add that his employer 
has smce run o£F, in debt to a good part of the town, and, 
after passmg through Chancery, has settled somewhere 
else, there to become once more a patron of the arts. 

The ways by which you may get money almost with- 
out exception lead downward. To have done anythmg 
by which you earned money merely is to^ have been 
traly idle or worse. If the laborer gets no more than the 
wages which his employer pays him, he is cheated, he 
cheats himself. If you would get money as a writer or 
lecturer, you must be popular, which is to go down per- 
pendicularly. Those services which the commumly will 
most readily pay for, it is most disagreeable to render. 
You are paid for bemg somethmg less than a man. The 
state does not commonly reward a gemus any more 
wisely. Even the poet laureate would rather not have to 
celebrate the accidents of royalty. He must be bribed 
with a pipe of wme, and perhaps another poet is called 
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away frcun his muse to gauge that very pipe. As for my 
own busmess, even that kmd of surveymg which I could 
do with most satisfaction my employers do not want. 
They would prefer that I should do my work coarsely 
and not too well, ay, not well enough When I observe 
that there are different ways of surveymg, my employer 
commonly asks which will give him the most land, not 
which is most correct. I once mvented a rule for meas- 
urmg cordwood, and tried to mtroduce it m Boston, but 
the measurer there told me that the sellers did not wish 
to have their wood measured correctly — that he was 
already too accurate for them, and therefore they com- 
monly got their wood measured m Charlestown before 
crossmg the bridge. 

The aim of the laborer should be, not to get his hvmg, 
to get “a good job,” but to perform well a certam work, 
and, even m a pecuniary sense, it would be economy 
for a town to pay its laborers so well that they would 
not feel that they were workmg for low ends, as for a 
livelihood merely, but for scientific, or even moral ends. 
Do not hire a man who does your work for money, but 
him who does it for love of it. 

It IS remarkable that there are few men so well em- 
ployed, so much to their mmds, but that a httle money 
or fame would commonly buy them off from their pres- 
ent pursmt. I see advertisements for active young men, 
as if activity were the whole of a young man’s capital. 
Yet I have been surprised when one has with confidence 
proposed to me, a grown man, to embark m some enter- 
prise of his, as ff I had absolutely nothmg to do, my me 
havmg been a complete failure hitherto What a doubt- 
ful comphment this to pay me! As if he had met me h 
way across the ocean beatmg up against the wmd, vt 
bound nowhere, and proposed to me to go along 
him! If I did, what do you thmk the imderwnters would 
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say? No, nol I am not without employment at this stage 
of the voyage To tell the truth, I saw an advertisement 
for able-bodied seamen, when I was a boy, sauntermg 
in my native port, and as soon as I came of age I em- 
barked. 

The community has no bribe that will tempt a wise 
man. You may raise money enough to tunnel a moun- 
tain, but you cannot raise money enough to hire a man 
who IS mmdmg his own busmess. An efficient and val- 
uable man does what he can, whether the commumiy 
pay him for it or not. The mefficient offer their ineffi- 
ciency to the highest bidder, and are forever expectmg 
to be put mto office. One would suppose that they were 
rarely disappomted. 

Perhaps I am more than usually jealous with respect 
to my freedom. I feel that my connection with and obli- 
gation to society are still very shght and transient. Those 
shght labors wffich afford me a hvehhood, and by which 
it is allowed that I am to some extent serviceable to my 
contemporaries, are as yet commonly a pleasure to me, 
arid I am not often remmded that they are a necessity. 
So far I am successful But I foresee that if my wants 
should be much mcreased, the labor required to supply 
them would become a drudgery. If I should sell bolh 
my forenoons and afternoons to society, as most appear 
to do, I am sure that for me there woiffd be nofhmg left 
worth hvmg for. I trust that I shall never thus sell my 
birthright for a mess of pottage. I wish to suggest that 
a man may be very mdustnous, and yet not spend his 
tune well. There is no more fatal blunderer than he y/ho 
consumes the greater part of his hfe getting his hvmg. 
All great enterprises are self-supporting. The poet, for 
instance, must sustam his body by his poetry, as a steam 
planing-mill feeds its boilers with the shavmgs it makes. 
You must get your hvmg by lovmg. But as it is said of 
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the merchants that nmety-seven in a hundred fail, so tlio 
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pains to teach us, we are inclined to skip altogether. As 
for the means of hvmg, it is wonderful how indifferent 
men of all classes are about it, even reformers, so called 
— ^whether they inherit, or earn, or steal it. I think that 
Society has done nothmg for us m this respect, or at 
least has undone what she has done. Cold and hunger 
seem more friendly to my nature than those methods 
which men have adopted and advise to ward them off. 

The title wise is, for the most part, falsely applied. 
How can one be a wise man, if he does not know any 
better how to hve than other men? — ^if he is only more 
cunnmg and mtellectually subtle? Does Wisdom work 
in a treadmill? or does she teach how to succeed hy her 
example? Is there any such thing as wisdom not applied 
to life? Is she merely the miller who grmds the jSnest 
logic? It IS pertment to ask if Plato got his living m a 
better way or more successfully than his contemporaries 
— or did he succumb to the difBculties of Me hke other 
men? Did he seem to prevail over some of them merely 
by mdifference, or by assummg grand airs? or find it 
easier to hve, because his aunt remembered him m her 
will? The ways m which most men get their hvmg, that 
is, hve, are mere makeshifts, and a shirking of the real 
busmess of Me— chiefly because they do not know, but 
partly because they do not mean, any better. 

The rush to California, for instance, and the attitude, 
not merely of merchants, but of philosophers and proph- 
ets, so called, in relation to it, reflect the greatest dis- 
grace on manlond. That so many are ready to hve by 
luck, and so get the means of commandmg the labor of 
others less luchy, without contnbutmg any value to so- 
ciety! And that is called enterprise! I know of no more 
startlmg development of the immorahty of trade, and 
all the common modes of getting a living The philoso- 
phy and poetry and rehgion of such a mankind are not 
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' worth, i^Viust of a pufiball. The hog that gets his hvmg 
by. rooting;' sfcurnhg up, the soil so, would be ashamed of 
such company.* If I could command the wealth of all the 
worl^ by htog'my finger, I would not pay such a price 
for ih Even,M^omet knew that God did not make this 
world m jesf. Itmakes God to be a moneyed gentleman 
who scatters/a, handful of pennies in order to see man- 
kind scramble for them. The world’s raffle! A subsist- 
ence in the domains' of Nature a thing to be raffled for! 
What a 'Qoinmenh'what a satire, on our institutions! The 
conclusion yffll be, that manlond will hang itself upon 
a tree, i^d have all the precepts in aU the Bibles taught 
men only dm? and is the last and most admirable inven- 
tion of the human race only an improved muck-rake? Is 
this the^ ground on which Onentals and Occidentals 
meet? Did "God direct us so to get our hving, diggmg 
where we never planted — and He would, perchance, re- 
ward us with lumps of gold? 

God gave the nghteous man a certificate entitling 
hm to food and raiment^ but the unrighteous man 
found a facsimile of the same m God’s coffers, and ap- 
propriated it, and obtained food and raiment like the 
former. It is one of the most extensive systems of coun- 
terfeitmg that the world has seen. I did not know that 
mankind was suffering for want of gold. I have seen a 
h^e of it. I know that it is very malleable, but not so 
malleable as vint A gram of gold will gild a great sur- 
face, but not sp much as a gram of wisdom. 

goffl <h’gger in the ravmes of the mountains is as 
much a gambler as^his fellow m the saloons of San Fran- 
c^co. What difference does it make whether you shake 
or ‘^shake dice? If, you wm, society is the loser. The 
l^gold digger is thennemy of the honest laborer, whatever 
^^checks and, compensations there may be. It is not enough 
i^^J^tellfme th^t you worked hard to get your gold. So 
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does the Devil work hard. The way o£ transgressors may 
be hard in many respects. The humblest observer who 
goes to the mmes sees and says that gold diggmg is of 
the character of a lottery, the gold thus obtamed is not 
the same thing with the wages of honest toil. But, prac- 
tically, he forgets what he has seen, for he has seen only 
the fact, not the prmciple, and goes into trade there, 
that is, buys a ticket m what commonly proves another 
lottery, where the fact is not so obvious. 

After readmg Howitt’s account of the Australian gold 
diggmgs one evenmg, I had m my mmd’s eye, all mght, 
the numerous valleys, with their streams, all cut up with 
foul pits, from ten to one hundred feet deep, and half 
a dozen feet across, as close as they can be dug, and 
partly filled with water — the locahty to which men furi- 
ously rush to probe for their fortunes — ^uncertain where 
they shall break ground — ^not knowmg but the gold is 
under their camp itself — ^sometimes diggmg one hun- 
dred and sixty feet before they strike the vem, or then 
missmg It by a foot — turned mto demons, and regardless 
of each others’ rights, m their thirst for riches — ^whole 
valleys, for thirty miles, suddenly honeycombed by the 
pits of the mmers, so that even hundreds are drowned 
in them — standmg in water, and covered with mud and 
clay, they work mght and day, dymg of exposure and 
disease Havmg read this, and partly forgotten it, I was 
thinkmg, accidentally, of my own unsatisfactory life, 
doing as others do, and with that vision of the diggings 
stdl before me, I asked myself why I might not be wash- 
mg some gold daily, though it were only the finest par- 
ticles — why I might not sink a shaft dovra to the gold 
within me, and work that mme. There is a Ballarat, a 
Bendigo for you — ^what though it were a sulky-guUy? At 
any rate, I might pursue some path, however sohtary 
and narrow and crooked, m which I could walk with 
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love reverence.' Wherever a man separates &om the 
multitude, and goes his own way in this mood, there 
ihd^d'iS'iafork in the road, though ordmary travelers 
^y_see only- a’ gap in the paling. His sohtary path 
across lots wdl turn out the higher way of the two. 

<'Men rush to California and Austraha as if the true 
gold were to be found in that direction, but that is to 
go to,the very opposite extreme to wheie it lies. They 
go prospecting farther and farther away from the true 
lead,' and are most unfortunate when they think them- 
selves most successful. Is not our native soil auriferous? 
Does not, a stream from the golden mountains flow 
throu^*our native valley? and has not this for more 
thangeobgic ages been bringing down the shining par- 
ticles ^d formmg the nuggets for us? Yet, strange to 
tell, if a digger steal away, prospecting for this true gold, 
into the unexplored sohtudes around us, there is no dan- 
ger that any will dog his steps, and endeavor to supplant 
him. He may claim and undenmne the whole valley 
even, both the cultivated and the uncultivated portions, 
^ whole life long in peace, for no one will ever dispute 
^ claims They will not mind his cradles or his toms. He 
^ not confined to a claim twelve feet square, as at Bal- 
Jarah but may mine anywhere, and wash the whole 
wide world in his tom. 

Howitt says of the man who found the great nugget 
whi(^ .weighed twenty-eight pounds, at the Bendigo 
SShigs-in Australia; "He soon began to dnnk, got a 
rode all about, generally at full gallop, and, 
^ piet people, called out to inquire if they knew 
^0 he was, and then kmdly informed them that he was 
e Woody wretdi that had found the nugget.* At last 
e rode full ^eed agamst a tree, and nearly knocked his 
^ think, however, there was no danger of 
t, for he had already knocked his brams out against 
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the nugget. Howitt adds, “He is a hopelessly ruined 
man.” But he is a type of the class. They are aU fast 
men. Hear some of the names of the places where they 
dig. “Jackass Flat” — ^“SheepVHead Gully” — “Murder- 
ers Bar,” etc. Is there no satire in these names? Let 
them carry their ill-gotten wealth where they wiU, I am 
thmkmg it wiH still be “Jackass Flat,” if not “Murderer’s 
Bar,” where they hve. 

The last resource of our energy has been the robbing 
of graveyards on the Isthmus of Danen, an enterpnse 
which appears to be but m its infancy, for, accordmg 
to late accounts, an act has passed its second reading 
in the legislature of New Granada, regulating this kmd 
of mining; and a correspondent of the Tribune writes; 
‘Tn the dry season, when the weather will permit of 
the country bemg properly prospected, no doubt other 
rich guacas [that is, graveyards] wdl be found.” To em- 
igrants he says: “Do not come before December; take 
the Isthmus route m preference to the Boca del Toro 
one, brmg no useless baggage, and do not cumber your- 
self vmth a tent, but a good pair of blankets will be nec- 
essary; a pick, shovel, and axe of good material will be 
almost all that is reqmred” : advice which might have 
been taken from the “Burker’s Gmde.” And he con- 
cludes with this hne in itahcs and small capitals: “If 
you are doing well at home, stay there,” which may 
fairly be mterpreted to mean, ‘Tf you are getting a good 
living by robbmg graveyards at home, stay there.” 

But why go to Cahforma for a text? She is the child 
of New England, bred at her own school and church. 

It is remarkable that among all the preachers there 
are so few moral teachers. The prophets are employed 
in excusmg the ways of men. Most reverend semors, 
the Illuminati of the age, tell me, with a gracious, rem- 
iniscent smile, betwixt an aspiration and a shudder, not 
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•to^De'^toOr tender about tiiese things — to lump all that, 
thk,is,'make'a"lump 0^ gold of iL The highest advice I 
haye heard on th^e' subjects was grovehng. The burden 
of it lyas^It is -not worth your while to undertake to re- 
form, the \ybrld m this particular. Do not ask how your 
bread & buttefed,'^ it will make you sick, if you do — and 
the like. A inan had better starve at once than lose his 
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innocenc^ in fhe process of gettmg his bread. If withm 
thq 'sopmsbcated man there is not an unsophisticated 
one, ' then} he is^but one of the devil^s angels. As we 
grow old, we hve more coarsely, we relax a httle m our 
^ciplmesj and; to some extent, cease to obey our finest 
instmcte.,<But we should be fastidious to the extreme of 
sanity, ^^eg^dmg the gibes of those who are more un- 
fortuMte'^than ourselves. 

In our saence and philosophy, even, there is com- 
mo^y no.triie and absolute account of thmgs. The spint 
of sect and bigotry has planted its hoof amid the stars. 
You have only to discuss the problem, whether the stars 
" ^0 inhabited or not, in order to discover it. Why must 
we (^ub the heavens as well as the earth? It was an un- 
fortunate d^covery that Dr. Kane was a Mason, and 
that Sir John Franklin was another. But it was a more 
^el su^esdon that possibly that was the reason why 
i the former, went in search of the latter. There is not a 
popular magazme in this country that would dare to 
pnnt a c^d’s thought on important subjects without 
wmmeht. It must be submitted to the D.D.’s I would 
it were-'the’ duckadee-dees. 

You come from attendmg the funeral of mankind to 
^ttend to a natural phenomenon. A httle thought is sex- 
ton 4 o all the world. 

I h^dly know an intellectual man, even, who is so 
road and , truly liberal that you can think doud m his 
. society. Most With whom you endeavor to talk soon 
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come to a stand against some insUtation in which they 
appear to hold stock, tliat is, some particular, not 
universal, way of viewing tilings. They will continually 
tlirust their own low roof, with its narrow skylight, be- 
tween you and tlie sky, when it is the unobstructed 
heavens you would view. Get out of the way with your 
cobwebs, wash your wmdows, I say! In some lyceums 
they tell me diat dicy have voted to exclude tlio sub- 
ject of rehgion. But how do I know what their rebgion - 
is, and when I am near to or far from it? I have walked 
into such an arena and done my best to make a clean 
breast of what rehgion I have experienced, and tlic au- 
dience never suspected what I was about. The lecture 
was as harmless as moonshine to lliem. Whereas, if I 
had read to them the biography of tlie greatest scamps 
in history, they might have thought that I had written 
the hves of the deacons of tlieir church. Ordinarily, the 
inquiry is. Where did you come from? or, Wiiere are 
you going? That was a more pertinent question which 
I overheard one of my auditors put to anotlier once— 
^What does ho lecture for?" It made me quake in my 
shoes. 

To speak impartially, the best men that I know are 
not serene, a world m diemselves. For the most part, 
they dwell m forms, and flatter and study effect only 
more finely than the rest. We select gramte for the un- 
derpmmng of our houses and barns; we build fences of 
stone, but we do not ourselves rest on an underpinmng 
of granitic truth, the lowest primitive rock. Our sills are 
rotten. What stuff is the man made of who is not co- 
existent in our drought with the purest and subblest 
truth? I often accuse my finest acquaintances of an im- 
mense fnvohty, for, wlule there are manners and com- 
phments we do not meet, we do not teach one another 
the lessons, of honesty and sincerity that the brutes do. 
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or of steadiness and solidity that the rocks do. The fault 
is commonly mutual, however, for we do not habitually 
demand any more of each other. 

That exatement about Kossuth, consider how char- 
actenstic, but superficial, it was! — only another kind 
of pohtics or dancmg Men were makmg speeches to 
him all over the country, but each expressed only the 
thought, or the want of thought, of the multitude.. No 
man stood on truth. They were merely banded together, 
as usual one leamng on another, and all together on 
nothing, as the Hmdus made the world rest on an ele- 
phant, the elephant on a tortoise, and the tortoise on a 
serpent, and had nothmg to put under the serpent. For 
all frmt of that stir we have die Kossuth hat. 

Just so hollow and meffectual, for the most part, is 
our ordmaiy conversation. Surface meets surface. When 
our life ceases to be mward and pnvate, conversation 
degenerates mto mere gossip. We rarely meet a man 
who can tell us any news which he has not read in a 
newspaper, or been told by his neighbor, and, for the 
most par^ the only difference between us and our fellow 
is that he has seen the newspaper, or been out to tea, 
and we have not. In proportion as our mward life fails, 
we go more constandy and desperately to the post 
office. You may depend on it, that the poor fellow who 
walks away with the greatest number of letters, proud 
of his extensive correspondence, has not heard from 
himself this long while. 

I do not know but it is too much to read one news- 
paper a week. I have tned it recendy, and for so long 
it seems to me that I have not dwelt m my native re- 
gion. The sim, the clouds, the snow, the trees say not 
so much to me. You cannot serve two masters. It re- 
quires more than a day’s devotion to know and to pos- 
sess the wealth of a day. 
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We may well be ashamed to tell what things we have 
read or heard m our day. I do not know why my news 
should be so trivial — considermg what one’s dreams and 
expectations are, why the developments should be so 
paltry. The news we hear, for the most part, is not news 
to our gemus. It is the stalest repetifaon. You are often 
tempted to ask why such stress is laid on a particular 
experience which you have had — ^that, after twenty-five 
years, you should meet Hobbms, Registrar of Deeds, 
agam on the sidewalk. Have you not budged an mch, 
then? Such is the daily news. Its facts appear to float m 
the atmosphere, msigmficant as the sponiles of fungi, 
and impmge on some neglected thallus, or surface of 
our mmds, which affords a basis for them, and hence 
a parasitic growth We should wash ourselves clean 
of such news Of what consequence, though our planet 
explode, if there is no character involved m the explo- 
sion? In health we have not the least cunosity about 
such events We do not hve for idle amusement. I would 
not run round a comer to see the world blow up. 

All summer, and far into the autumn, perchance, you 
unconsciously went by the newspapers and the news, 
and now you find it was because the morning and the 
evemng were full of news to you. Your walks were fuU 
of mcidents. You attended, not to the affairs of Europe, 
but to your own affairs m Massachusetts fields. If you 
chance to hve and move and have your bemg in that 
thm stratum in which the events that make the news 
transpire — thinner than the paper on which it is printed 
— then these thmgs will fill the world for you, but if 
you soar above or dive below that plane, you cannot 
remember nor be remmded of them. Really to see the 
sun rise or go down every day, so to relate ourselves to 
a umversal fact, would preserve us sane forever Na- 
tions! What are nations? Tartars, and Huns, and China- 
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menl Like insects, they swarm The histonan staves m 
vam to make them memorable. It is for want of a man 
that there are so many men. It is individuals that popu- 
late the world. Any man thinlong may say with the 
Spirit of Lodin, 

‘T look down from my height on nations, 

And they become ashes before me, — 

Calm is my dwelhng in the clouds, 

Pleasant are the great fields of my rest ” 

Pray, let us hve without being drawn by dogs, Es- 
quimaux-fashion, teanng over hill and dale, and bitmg 
each other’s ears. 

Not without a shght shudder at the danger, I often 
perceive how near I had come to admitting mto my 
mmd the details of some trivial affair — the news of the 
street, and I am astomshed to observe how willing men 
are to lumber their minds with such rubbish — to permit 
idle rumors and incidents of the most msigmficant land 
to intrude on ground which should be sacred to thought. 
Shall the mind be a pubhc arena, where the affairs of 
the street and the gossip of the tea-table chiefly are dis- 
cussed? Or shall it be a quarter of heaven itself — an hy- 
pethral temple, consecrated to the service of the gods? 
I find it so difficult to dispose of the few facts which to 
me are significant, that I hesitate to burden my atten- 
tion with those which are insignificant, which only a 
divme mmd could illustrate. Such is, for the most part, 
the news m newspapers and conversation. It is impor- 
tant to preserve the mmd’s chastity m this respect. Think 
of admittmg the details of a smgle case of the cnm- 
inal court mto our thoughts, to stalk profanely through 
their very sanctum sanctorum for an hour, ay, for many 
hoursl to make a very barroom of the mmd’s mmost 
apartment, as if for so long the dust of the street had 
occupied us — the very street itself, with all its travel. 
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its bustle, and filth, had passed tlirough our thoughts’ 
shrine! Would it not be an intellectual and moral sui- 
cide? When I have been compelled to sit spectator and 
auditor m a courtroom for some hours, and have seen 
my neighbors, who were not compelled, steahng m from 
time to time, and tiptoemg about with washed hands 
and faces, it has appeared to my mmd’s eye, that, when 
they took ojS their hats, their ears suddenly expanded 
into vast hoppers for sound, between which even their 
narrow heads were crowded. Like the vanes of wmd- 
mills, they caught the broad but shallow stream of 
sound, which, after a few bbllating gyrations m their 
coggy brams, passed out the other side. I wondered if, 
when they got home, they were as careful to wash their 
ears as before their hands and faces. It has seemed to 
me, at such a time, that the auditors and the witnesses, 
the jury and the counsel, the judge and the crunmal at 
the bar — ^if I may presume him guilty before he is con- 
victed — ^were all equally cnminal, and a thunderbolt 
might be expected to descend and consume them all 
together. 

By all lands of traps and signboards, threatening the 
extreme penalty of ie divme law, exclude such tres- 
passers from the only ground which can be sacred to 
you. It IS so hard to forget what it is worse than use- 
less to remember! If I am to be a thoroughfare, I pre- 
fer that it be of the mountam brooks, the Parnassian 
streams, and not the town sewers. There is mspiration, 
that gossip which comes to the ear of the attentive mind 
from the courts of heaven. There is the profane and 
stale revelation of the barroom and the pohce court 
The same ear is fitted to receive both commumcatioiis. 
Only the character of the hearer detemunes to which 
it shall be open, and to which closed. I beheve that 
the mind can be permanently profaned by the habit of 
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attending to tnvial things, so that all our thoughts shall 
he tinged with tnviahty. Our very intellect shall be mac- 
adamized, as it were, its foundation broken mto frag- 
ments for the wheels of travel to roll over, and if you 
would know what will make the most durable pave- 
ment, surpassmg rolled stones, spruce blocks, and as- 
phaltum, you have only to look into some of our mmds 
which have been subjected to this treatment so long. 

If we have thus desecrated ourselves — as who has 
not? — ^the remedy will be by wanness and devotion to 
reconsecrate ourselves, and make once more a fane of 
the mind We should treat our mmds, that is, ourselves, 
as iimocent and ingenuous children, whose guardians 
we are, and be careful what objects and what subjects 
we thrust on their attention Read not the Tunes. Read 
the Eternities. Conventionahties are at length as bad 
as impunties. Even the facts of science may dust the 
mind by their dryness, unless they are in a sense ef- 
faced each mommg, or rather rendered fertile by the 
dews of fresh and hvmg truth. Knowledge does not 
come to us by details, but m flashes of hght from 
heaven. Yes, every thought that passes through the 
mind helps to wear and tear it, and to deepen the ruts, 
which, as m the streets of Pompeu, evmce how much 
it has been used. How many things there are concern- 
ing which we might well dehberate whether we had 
better know them — ^had better let their peddlmg-carts 
be driven, even at the slowest trot or walk, over that 
bridge of glorious span by which we trust to pass at 
last from the farthest brmk of time to the nearest shore 
of etermiyl Have we no culture, no refinement — but 
skill only to hve coarsely and serve the Devil? — ^to ac- 
quire a htde worldly wealth, or fame, or hberiy, and 
make a false show with it, as if we were aU husk and 
shell, with no tender and hvmg kernel to us? Shall our 



650 life without PRINCIPLE 

institutioiis be like those chestnut burs which contain 
abortive nuts, perfect only to pnck the lingers? 

America is said to be the arena on which the battle 
of freedom is to be fought, but surely it cannot be free- 
dom m a merely pohtical sense that is meant. Even if 
we grant that the Amencan has freed himself from a 
pohtical tyrant, he is still the slave of an econonucal and 
moral tyrant Now that the republic — the res-publica — 
has been settled, it is time to look after the res-pn- 
vata — the private state — to see, as the Roman senate 
charged its consuls, “ne quid res-PRivATA detnmenti 
caperet^ that the private state receive no detnment. 

Do we call this the land of the free^ What is it to be 
free from Kmg George and contmue the slaves of Kmg 
Prejudice? What is it to be bom free and not to hve 
free? What is the value of any pohtical freedom, but 
as a means to moral freedom? Is it a freedom to be 
slaves, or a freedom to be free, of which we boast^ We 
are a nation of pohticians, concerned about the outmost 
defenses only of freedom It is our children’s children 
who may perchance be really free We tax ourselves un- 
justly. There is a part of us which is not represented 
It IS taxation without representation. We quarter troops, 
we quarter fools and catde of all sorts upon ourselves 
We quarter our gross bodies on our poor souls, till the 
former eat up all the latter’s substance. 

With respect to a trae culture and manhood, we 
are essentially provmcial still, not metropohtan — mere 
Jonathans. We are provmcial, because we do not find 
at home our standards, because we do not worship 
tmth, but the reflection of tmth, because we are warped 
and narrowed by an exclusive devotion to trade and 
commerce and manufactures and agriculture and the 
like, which are but means, and not the end. 

So IS the Enghsh Parhament provmcial. Mere coun- 
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try bumpkins, they betray themselves, when any more 
important question anses for them to settle, the Insh 
question, for mstance — the Enghsh question why did 
I not say? Their natures are subdued to what they work 
in. Their “good breedmg” respects only secondary ob- 
jects The &est manners m the world are awkwardness 
and fatmty when contrasted with a finer mteUigence. 
They appear but as the fashions of past days — ^mere 
courthness, knee-buckles and smallclothes, out of date. 
It is the vice, but not the excellence of manners, that 
they are contmually bemg deserted by the character; 
they are cast-off clothes or shells, claimmg the respect 
which belonged to the hvmg creature. You are pre- 
sented with the shells instead of the meat, and it is no 
excuse generally, that, m the case of some fishes, the 
shells are of more worth than the meat The man who 
thrusts his manners upon me does as if he were to msist 
on mtroducmg me to 'his cabmet of curiosities, when I 
wished to see himself. It was not m this sense that the 
poet Decker called Christ “the first true gentleman that 
ever breathed” I repeat that in this sense the most 
splendid court m Chnstendom is provmcial, havmg au- 
thority to consult about Transalpme mterests only, and 
not the affairs of Rome A praetor or proconsul would 
suffice to settle the questions which absorb the attention 
of the Enghsh Parhament and the American Congress. 

Government and legislation! these I thought were re- 
spectable professions We have heard of heaven-bom 
Numas, Lycurguses, and Solons, m the history of the 
world, whose names at least may stand for ideal legisla- 
tors, but think of legislatmg to regulate the breedmg of 
slaves, or the exportation of tobacco! What have divme 
legislators to do with the exportation or the importation 
of tobacco? what humane ones with the breedmg of 
slaves? Suppose you were to submit the question to any 
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son of God — and has He no children in the Nineteenth 
Century? is it a family which is extinct? — ^in what con- 
dition would you get it again? What shall a State like 
Virgima say for itself at the last day, in which these 
have been the principal, the staple productions? What 
ground is there for patriotism in such a State? I denve 
my facts from statistical tables which the States them- 
selves have pubhshed. 

A commerce that whitens every sea in quest of nuts 
and raisms, and makes slaves of its sadors for this pur- 
posel I saw, the other day, a vessel which had been 
wrecked, and many hves lost, and her cargo of rags, 
jumper berries, and bitter almonds were strewn along 
the shore. It seemed hardly worth the while to tempt 
the dangers of the sea between Leghorn and New York 
for the sake of a cargo of jumper berries and bitter 
almonds. America sending to the Old World for her 
bittersl Is not the sea-brme, is not shipwreck, bitter 
enough to make the cup of life go down here? Yet such, 
to a great extent, is our boasted commerce; and there 
are those who style themselves statesmen and philoso- 
phers who are so blmd as to think that progress and 
civilization depend on precisely this kmd of mterchange 
and activity — the activity of flies about a molasses-hogs- 
head. Very well, observes one, if men were oysters. And 
very weU, answer I, if men were mosqmtoes. 

Lieutenant Herndon, whom our government sent to 
explore the Amazon, and, it is said, to e.xtend the area 
of slavery, observed that there was wantmg there “an 
industrious and active population, who know what the 
comforts of life are, and who have artificial wants to 
draw out the great resources of the country.” But what 
are the “artificial wants” to be encouraged? Not the love 
of luxuries, like the tobacco and slaves of, I beheve, his 
native Virgima, nor the ice and gramte and other ma- 
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terial wealth of our native New England, nor are “the 
great resources of a country” that fertihty or barrenness 
of soil which produces these. The chief want, in every 
State that I have been into, was a high and eain^t 
purpose in its inhabitants. This alone draws out the 
great resources” of Nature, and at last taxes her beyond 
her resources, for man naturally dies out of her. When, 
we want culture more than potatoes, and illummation 
more than sugar-plums, then the great resources of a 
world are taxed and drawn out, and the result, or staple 
production, is, not slaves, nor operatives, but men 
those rare fruits called heroes, samts, poets, philoso- 
phers, and redeemers. 

In short, as a snowdrift is formed where there is a 
lull m the wmd, so, one would say, where there is a 
lull of truth, an institution spnngs up. But the truth 
blows right on over it, nevertheless, and at length blows 


it down. 

What is called pohtics is comparatively somethmg so 
superfiaal and inhuman, that practically I have never 
fairly recognized that it concerns me at all. The news- 
papers, I perceive, devote some of their columns sp^ 
cially to pohtics or government without charge, and 
this , one would say, is aU that saves it, but as I 
hterature and to some extent the truth also, I never read 


those columns at any rate. I do not wish to blunt my 
sense of right so much. I have not got to answer for 
havmg read a single President’s Message. A strange age 
of the world this, when empires, longdoms, and re- 
pubhcs come a-beggmg to a private mans door, an 
utter their complamts at his elbow! I cannot take up a 
newspaper but I find that some wretched government 
or other, hard pushed and on its last legs, is mterce 
ing with me, the reader, to vote for it ^more impor- 
tunate than an Italian beggar, and if I have a mm 
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to look at its certificate, made, perchance, by some be- 
nevolent merchant’s clerk, or the skipper that brought 
it over, for it cannot speak a word of Enghsh itself, I 
shall probably read of the eruption of some Vesuvius, 
<or the overflowmg of some Po, true or forged, which 
brought it mto this condition. I do not hesitate, m 
such a case, to suggest work, or the almshouse, or why 
not keep its castle m silence, as I do commonly? The 
poor President, what with preserving his popularity and 
domg his duty, is completely bewildered. The news- 
papers are the rulmg power. Any other government 
js reduced to a few marines at Fort Independence. If 
a man neglects to read the Daily Times, government 
will go down on its knees to him, for this is the only 
treason m these days. 

Those things which now most engage the attention 
•of men, as pohtics and the daily routme, are, it is true, 
vital functions of human society, but should be uncon- 
sciously performed, like the corresponding functions of 
the physical body. They are in/ra-human, a kmd of veg- 
etation. I sometimes awake to a half-consciousness of 
them gomg on about me, as a man may become con- 
scious of some of the processes of digestion m a morbid 
state, and so have the dyspepsia, as it is called. It is 
as if a thinker submitted him self to be rasped by the 
great gizzard of creation. Pohtics is, as it were, the giz- 
zard of society, full of gnt and gravel, and the two 
pohtical parties are its two opposite halves — sometimes 
spht into quarters, it may be, which grmd on each 
other. Not only mdividuals, but states, have thus a con- 
hrmed dyspepsia, which expresses itself, you can imagme 
by what sort of eloquence. Thus our life is not altogether 
a forgettmg, but also, alas! to a great extent, a re- 
membermg, of that winch we should never have been 
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conscious of, certainly not m our waking hours. Why 
should we not meet, not always as dyspeptics, to tell 
our bad dreams, but sometunes as eupeptics, to con- 
gratulate each other on the ever-glonous mormng? I 
do not make an exorbitant demand, surely. 



Cape Cod 

That “hared and bended arm of Massachusetts* was what 
Thoreau called Cape Cod. He enpyed his rambles over Cape 
Cod tlwroughhj. This essay about it is another in the group 
which The Atlanbc Monthly printed shortly after hts wain. 
The account of Thoreau s meeting with the Wellfleet oyster- 
man preserves the best and saltiest of his observation of men. 
Here Thoreau is seasoned and at ease. 

c. B. 


THE WELLFLEET OYSTERMAN 

H aving walked about eight miles smce we struck 
the beach, and passed the boundary between Well- 
fleet and Truro, a stone post in the sand — ^for even this 
sand comes imder the junsdiction of one town or another 
— ^we turned inland over barren hills and valleys, whither 
the sea, for some reason, did not foUow us, and, tracing 
up a Hollow, discovered two or three sober-lookmg 
houses within half a mile, uncommonly near the eastern 
coast Their garrets were apparently so full of chambers, 
that their roofs could hardly he down straight, and we 
did not doubt that there was room for us there. Houses 
near the sea are generally low and broad. These were 
a story and a half high, but if you merely counted the 
wmdows in their gable ends, you would think that there 
were many stones more, or, at any rate, that the half- 
story was the only one thought worthy of being illus- 
trated The great number of wmdows m the ends of the 
houses, and their irregulanty m size and position, here 
and elsewhere on the Cape, struck us agreeably — if 

656 
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each of the various occupants who had their cunabula 
behind had punched a hole where his necessities re- 
quired it, and according to his size and stature, with- 
out regard to outside effect There were windows for the 
grown folks, and windows for the children — three or 
four apiece, as a certain man had a large hole cut m 
his bam door for the cat, and another smaller one for 
the kitten Sometimes they were so low under the eaves 
that I thought they must have perforated the plate 
beam for another apartment, and I noticed some which 
were tnangular, to fit that part more exactly The ends 
of the houses had thus as many muzzles as a revolver, 
and, if the inhabitants have the same habit of starmg 
out the wmdows that some of our neighbors have, a 
traveler must stand a small chance with them. 

Generally, the old-fashioned and unpamted houses 
on the Cape looked more comfortable, as well as pictur- 
esque, than the modem and more pretendmg ones, 
which were less in harmony with the scenery, and less 
firmly planted. 

These houses were on the shores of a cham of ponds, 
seven m number, the source of a small stream called 
Herrmg Biver, which empties mto the Bay There are 
many Herrmg Rivers on the Cape, they v^, perhaps, 
be more numerous than herrings soon. We knocked at 
the door of the first house, but its inhabitants were all 
gone away. In the meanwhile, we saw the occupants of 
the next one lookmg out the wmdow at us, and before 
we reached it an old woman came out and fastened the 
door of her bulkhead, and went m agam Nevertheless, 
we did not hesitate to knock at her door, when a gnzzly- 
lookmg man appeared, whom we took to be sncty or 
seventy years old. He asked us, at first, suspiciously, 
where we were from, and what our business was, to 
which we returned plam answers. 
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“How far is Concord from Boston?” he inquired. 

“Twenty miles by railroad.” 

^‘Twenty miles by railroad,” be repeated. 

“Didn’t you ever bear of Concord of Revolutionary 
fame?” 

‘Hidn’t I ever bear of Concord? Wby, I beard guns 
fire at tbe battle of Bunker Hill. [They bear tbe sound 
of heavy cannon across tbe Bay.] I am almost nmety; I 
am eighty-eight year old. I was fourteen year old at tbe 
time of Concord Fight — and where were you then?” 

We were obhged to confess that we were not m the 
fight. 

“Well, walk in, we’ll leave it to the women,” said he. 

So we walked m, surprised, and sat down, an old 
woman takmg our hats and bundles, and the old man 
contmued, drawmg up to the large, old-fashioned fire- 
place: 

“I am a poor, good-for-nothing crittur, as Isaiah says; 
I am all broken down this year. I am under petticoat 
government here.” 

The family consisted of the old man, his wife, and 
his daughter, who appeared nearly as old as her mother, 
a fool, her son (a brutish-lookmg, imddle-aged man, 
with a promment lower face, who was standing by the 
hearth when we entered, but imm ediately went out), 
and a httle boy of ten. 

While my compamon talked with the women, I 
talked with the old man. They said that he was old and 
foohsh, but he was evidently too knowing for them. 

“These women,” said' he to me, “are both of them 
poor good-for-nothing cntturs. This one is my wife. I 
married her sixty-four years ago. She is eighty-four years 
old, and as deaf as an adder, and the other is not much 
better.” 

He thought well of the Bible, or at least he spoke 
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well, and did not think ill, of it, for that would not have 
heen prudent for a man of his age. He said that he had 
read it attentively for many years, and he had much of 
it at his tongue’s end He seemed deeply impressed 
with a sense of his own nothingness, and would repeat- 
edly exclaim. 

“I am a nothing. What I gather from my Bible is 
just this, that man is a poor good-for-nothing crittur, 
and everythmg is just as God sees fit and disposes.” 

“May I ask your name?” I said. 

“Yes,” he answered, “I am not ashamed to tell my 

name My name is . My great-grandfather came 

over from England and settled here.” 

He was an old Wellfleet oysterman, who had ac- 
quired a competency m that busmess, and had sons 
still engaged m it. 

Nearly all the oyster shops and stands in Massachu- 
setts, I am told, are supphed and kept by natives of 
Wellfleet, and a part of this town is still called BiUings- 
gate from the oysters havmg been formerly planted 
there, but the native oysters are said to have died m 
1770. Various causes are assigned for this, such as a 
ground frost, the carcasses of blackfish, kept to rot in 
the harbor, and the hke, but the most common account 
of the matter is — and I find that a sumlar superstition 
with regard to the disappearance of fishes exists almost 
everywhere — that when Wellfleet began to quarrel with 
the neighbormg towns about the right to gather them, 
yellow specks appeared m them, and Providence caused 
them to disappear. A few years ago sixty thousand 
bushels were annually brought from the South and 
planted in the harbor of Wellfleet till they attamed “the 
proper rehsh of Bilhngsgate”, but now they are im- 
ported commonly full-grovm, and laid down near their 
markets, at Boston and elsewhere, where the water. 
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being a mixture of salt and fresh, suits them better. The 

busmess was said to be still good and improving. 

The old man said that the oysters were hable to 
freeze m the wmter, if planted too high, but if it were 
not “so cold as to strain their eyes” they were not m- 
]ured. The inhabitants of New Brunswick have noticed 
that “ice will not form over an oyster-bed, unless the 
cold is very mtense mdeed, and when the bays are 
frozen over the oyster-beds are easily discovered by the 
water above them remainmg unfrozen, or as the French 
residents say, dAgelee!' Our host said that they kept 
them m cellars all wmter. 

“Without anythmg to eat or drink?” I asked. 

‘Without anything to eat or drink,” he answered. 

“Can the oysters move?” 

“Just as much as my shoe.” 

But when I caught him saymg that they “bedded 
themselves down m the sand, flat side up, round side 
down,” I told him that my shoe could not do that, with- 
out the aid of my foot in it, at which he said that they 
merely settled down as they grew, if put down m a 
square they would be found so, but die clam could 
move qmte fast. I have smce been told by oystennen 
of Long Island, where the oyster is still mdigenous and 
abundant, that they are found m large masses attached 
to the parent m their nudst, and are so taken up with 
their tongs, m which case, they say, the age of the 
young proves that there could have been no motion 
for five or six years at least And Buckland m his Curi- 
osities of Natural History (page 50) says: “An oyster, 
who has once taken up his position and fixed hunself 
when qmte young, can never make a change Oysters, 
nevertheless, that have not fixed themselves, but remain 
bose at the bottom of the sea, have the power of loco- 
motion, they open their shells to their fullest extent. 
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and then suddenly contracting tiiem, the expulsion o£ 
the water forwards gives a motion backwards A fisher- 
man at Guernsey told me that he had frequently seen 
oysters movmg m this way.” 

Some stiU entertain the question "whether the oyster 
was mdigenous m Massachusetts Bay,” and whether 
Wellfleet Harbor was a “natural habitat” of this fish; 
but, to say nothing of the testimony of old oystermen, 
which, I think, is qmte conclusive, though the native 
oyster may now be extmct there, I saw that their shells, 
opened by the Indians, were strewn all over the Cape. 
Indeed, the Cape was at first thickly settled by Indians 
on account of the abundance of these and other fish. 
We saw many traces of their occupancy after this, m 
Truro, near Great Hollow, and at High Head, near East 
Harbor River — oysters, clams, cockles, and other shells, 
mmgled with ashes and the bones of deer and other 
quadrupeds. I picked up half a dozen arrow-heads, and 
in an hour or two could have filled my pockets with 
them. The Indians hved about the edges of the swamps, 
then probably m some instances ponds, for shelter and 
water. Moreover, Champlam, m the edition of his “Voy- 
ages” prmted m 1613, says that m the year 1606 he and 
Poitrmcourt explored a harbor (Barnstable Harbor?) m 
the southerly part of what is now called Massachusetts 
Bay, m latitude 42°, about five leagues south, one pomt 
west of Cap Blanc (Cape Cod), and there they found 
many good oysters, and they named it “le Fort aux 
Huiiitres” [sic] (Oyster Harbor). In one edition of his 
map (1632), the “R. aux Escailles* is drawn emptymg 
mto the same part of the bay, and on the map “Novi 
Belgii” m Ogilbys America (1670), the words “Port 
aux Huistres^’ are placed against the same place Also 
William Wood, who left New England m 1633, speaks, 
m his New Englan^s Prospect, published m 1634, of “a 
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great oyster-bank” in Charles River, and of another in 
the Mistick, each of ivhich obstructed the navigation 
of its river. “The oysters,” says he, “be great ones in 
form of a shoe-hom, some be a foot long, these breed 
on certain banks that are bare every spring tide. This 
fish without the shell is so big, that it must admit of 
a division before you can well get it into your mouth.” 
Oysters are still found there.^ 

Our host told us that the sea-clam, or hen, was not 
easily obtained, it was raked up, but never on the At- 
lantic side, only cast ashore there m small quantities 
in storms. The fisherman sometimes wades in water 
several feet deep, and thrusts a pointed stick mto the 
sand before him. When this enters between the valves 
of a clam, he closes them on it, and is drawn out. It 
has been known to catch and hold coot and teal which 
were preymg on it. I chanced to be on the bank of the 
Acushnet at New Bedford one day since this, watching 
some ducks, when a man informed me that, having 
let out his young ducks to seek their food amid the 
samphire (Sahcorma) and other weeds along the river- 
side at low tide that morning, at length he noticed that 
one remamed stationary, amid the weeds, something 
preventmg it from following the others, and going to 
it he found its foot tightly shut in a quahog’s shell. 
He took up both together, carried them to his home, 
and his wife opening the shell with a knife released 
the duck and cooked the quahog. The old man said 
that the great clams were good to eat, but that they 
always took out a certam part which was poisonous, 
before they cooked them. “People said it would kill a 
cat.” I did not tell him that I had eaten a large one 
entire that afternoon, but began to thmk that I was 
tougher than a cat. He stated that ped dlers came round 
^A/so, see Thomas Morton’s New English Canaan, p 90. 
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tliere, and sometimes tned to sell the women folks a 
skimmer, but he told them that their women had got 
a better skimmer than they could make, m the shell 
of their clams, it was shaper just nght for this purpose. 
They call them “slom-aUs” m some places. He also 
said that the sun-squaH was poisonous to handle, and 
when the sailors came across it, they did not meddle 
with it, but heaved it out of their way. I told him that 
I had handled it that afternoon, and had felt no lU 
effects as yet. But he said it made the hands itch, es- 
pecially if they had previously been scratched, or if I 
put it mto my bosom, I should find out what it was. 

He informed us that no ice ever formed on the back 
side of the Cape, or not more than once in a century, 
and but httle snow lay there, it bemg either absorbed 
or blown or washed away Sometimes m wmter, when 
the tide was down, the beach was frozen, and afforded 
a hard road up the back side for some thirty miles, as 
smooth as a floor. One wmter when he was a boy, he 
and his father “took nght out mto the Back Side be- 
fore dayhght, and walked to Provmcetown and back 
to dmner.” 

When I asked what they did with all that barren- 
lookmg land, where I saw so few cultivated fields — 
“Nothing,” he said. 

“Then why fence your fields?*' 

“To keep the sand from blowmg and covering up 
the whole.” 

“The yellow sand,” said he, “has some hfe in it, but 
the white httle or none.” 

When, m answer to his questions, I told him that I 
was a surveyor, he said that they who surveyed his farm 
were accustomed, where the ground was uneven, to 
loop up each chain as high as then elbows, that was the 
allowance they made, and he wished to know if I could 
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tell why they did not come out accordmg to his 
deed, or twice alike. He seemed to have more respect 
for surveyors of the old school, which I did not wonder 
at. “Kmg George the Third,” said he, “laid out a road 
four rods wide and straight, the whole length of the 
Cape,” but where it was now he could not tell. 

This story of the surveyors reminded me of a Long 
Islander, who once, when I had made ready to jump 
from the bow of his boat to the shore, and he thought 
that I underrated the distance and would fall short — 
though I found afterward that he judged of the elas- 
ticity of my jomts by his own — told me that when he 
came to a brook which he wanted to get over, he held 
up one leg, and then, if his foot appeared to cover any 
part of the opposite bank, he knew that he could j'ump 
it. “Why,” I told him, “to say nothing of the Mississippi, 
and other small watery streams, I could blot out a star 
with my foot, but I would not engage to j'ump that 
distance,” and asked how he knew when he had got 
his leg at the right elevation. But he regarded his legs 
as no less accurate than a pair of screw dividers or an 
ordmary quadrant, and appeared to have a painful rec- 
ollection of every degree and mmute m the arc which 
they descnbed, and he would have had me beheve that 
there was a kind of hitch m his hip-jomt which an- 
swered the purpose. I suggested that he should con- 
nect his two ankles by a strmg of the proper length, 
which should be the chord of an arc, measurmg his 
jumpmg abihty on horizontal surfaces — assummg one 
leg to be a perpendicular to the. plane of the horizon, 
which, however, may have been too bold an assump- 
tion m this case. Nevertheless, thus was a kmd of ge- 
ometry m the legs which it interested me to hear of. 

Our host took pleasure in telhng us the names of the 
ponds, most of which we could see from his wmdows. 
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and making us repeat them after him, to see if we had 
got them right. They were Gull Pond, the largest and 
a very handsome one, clear and deep, and more than 
a mile m circumference, Newcomb's, Swett's, Slough, 
Horse-Leech, Round, and Herrmg Ponds, all connected 
at high water, if I do not mistake. The coast-surveyors 
had come to him for their names, and he told them of 
one which they had not detected He said that they 
were not so high as formerly. There was an earthquake 
about four years before he was bom, which cracked 
the pans of the ponds, which were of iron, and caused 
them to settle. I did not remember to have read of this. 
Innumerable gulls used to resort to them, but the large 
gulls were now very scarce, for, as he said, the Enghsh 
robbed their nests far m the north, where they breed 
He remembered well when gulls were taken m the gull - 
house, and when small birds were killed by means of a 
fiymg-pan and fire at mght. His father once lost a 
valuable horse from this cause. A party from Wellfleet 
havmg hghted their fire for this purpose, one dark mght, 
on Bdlmgsgate Island, twenty horses which were pas- 
tured there, and this colt among them, bemg fnghtened 
by it, and endeavoring m the dark to cross the passage 
which separated them from the neighbormg beach, and 
which was then fordable at low tide, were all swept out 
to sea and drowned I observed that many horses were 
still turned out to pasture all summer on the islands 
and beaches m WeUfleet, Eastham, and Orleans, as a 
kmd of common. He also described the killin g of what 
he called “wild hens,” here, after they had gone to roost 
in the woods, when he was a boy. Perhaps they were 
praine hens” (pinnated grouse). 

He liked the beach pea {Lathyrus mantimus ) , cooked 
green, as well as the cultivated. He had seen it grow- 
mg very abundantly m Newfoundland, where also the 
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inhabitants ate them, but he had never been able to 
obtain any npe for seed. We read, under the head of 
Chatham, that “m 1555, durmg a time of great scarcity, 
the people about Orford, m Sussex [England] were 
preserved from penshmg by eating the seeds of this 
plant, which grew there m great abundance upon the 
sea coast. Cows, horses, sheep, and goats eat it.” But 
the wnter who quoted this could not learn that they 
had been used m Barnstable County. 

He had been a voyager, then? Oh, he had been about 
the world m his day He once considered himself a pilot 
for all our coast, but now they had changed the names 
so he might be bothered. 

He gave us to taste what he called the Summer 
Sweeting, a pleasant apple which he raised, and fre- 
quently grafted from, but had never seen growmg else- 
where, except once — three trees on Newfoundland, or 
at the bay of Chaleur, I forget which, as he was sailmg 
by He was sure that he could tell the tree at a distance. 

At length the fool, whom my compamon called the 
wizard, came m, muttenng between his teeth, “Damn 
book-peddlers — all the time talking about books Better 
do somethmg Damn em. TU shoot 'em. Got a doctor 
down here Damn him. Til get a gun and shoot him ; 
never once holding up his head. Whereat the old man 
stood up and said m a loud voice, as if he was ac- 
customed to command, and this was not the first time 
he had been obhged to exert his authority there: ‘ John, 
go sit down, mmd your busmess — ^we've heard you talk 
before — precious httle youll do — your bark is worse 
than your bite.” But, without minding, John muttered 
the same gibberish over agam, and then sat down at 
the table which the old folks had left He ate all there 
was on It, and then turned to the apples, which his aged 
mother was panng, that she might give her guests some 
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applesauce for breakfast, but she drew them away and 
sent hun ofiF. 

When I approached this house the next summer, over 
the desolate hills between it and the shore, which are 
worthy to have been the birthplace of Ossian, I saw the 
viuzard m the midst of a com field on the hillside, but, 
as usual, he loomed so strangely, that I imstook him for 
a scarecrow. 

This was the memest old man that we had ever seen, 
and one of the best preserved. His style of conversation 
was coarse and plam enough to have siuted Rabelais. 
He would have made a good Panurge Or rather he was 
a sober Silenus, and we were the boys Chromis and 
Mnasilus, who hstened to his story. 

^TMot by Haemoman hills the Thracian bard, 

Nor awful Phoebus was on Pindus heard 
With deeper silence or with more regard ” 

There was a strange mmghng of past and present in 
his conversation, for he had hved under Kmg George, 
and might have remembered when Napoleon and the 
modems generally were bom. He said that one day, 
when the troubles between the Colomes and the mother 
country first broke out, as he, a boy of fifteen, was 
pitchmg hay out of a cart, one Donne, an old Tory, who 
was talkmg with his father, a good Whig, said to him, 
*TVhy, Uncle Bill, you might as well imdertake to pitch 
that pond into the ocean with a pitchfork, as for the 
Colomes to undertake to gain their mdependence,” He 
remembered well General Washmgton, and how he 
rode his horse along the streets of Boston, and he stood 
up to show us how he looked. 

He was a r — a — ^ther large and portly-lookmg man, 
a manly and resolute-lookmg officer, with a pretty good 
leg as he sat on his horse.” — ^There, ITI tell you, this 
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was the way with Washington/’ Then he jumped up 

agam, and bowed gracefully to nght and left, making 

show as if he were wavmg his hat. Said he, “That was 

Washmgton." 

He told us many anecdotes of the Revolution, and 
was much pleased when we told him that we had read 
the same m history, and that his account agreed with 
the wntten. 

“Oh,” he said, “I know, I knowl I was a young fellow 
of sixteen, with my ears wide open; and a fellow of 
that age, you know, is pretty wide awake, and likes 
to know eveiythmg that’s gomg on. Oh, I know!” 

He told us the story of the wreck of the Franldin, 
which took place there the previous spring, how a boy 
came to his house early m the mormng to know whose 
boat that was by the shore, for there was a vessel in 
distress, and he, being an old man, first ate his brei&- 
fast, and then walked over to the top of the hiU by the 
shore, and sat down there, havmg found a comfortable 
seat, to see the ship wrecked. She was on the bar, only 
a quarter of a mile from him, and still nearer to the 
men on the beach, who had got a boat ready, but could 
render no assistance on account of the breakers, for 
there was a pretty high sea runmng. There were the 
passengers all crowded together in the forward part of 
the ship, and some were getting out of the cabm win- 
dows and were drawn on deck by the others. 

“I saw the captam get out his boat,” said he, “he had 
one htde one, and then they jumped into it one after 
another, down as straight as an arrow. I counted them. 
There were nine. One was a woman, and she jumped 
as straight as any of them. Then they shoved off The 
sea took them back, one wave went over- them, and 
when they came up there were six still chngmg to the 
boat, I counted them. The next wave turned boat 
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bottom upward, and emptied them all out. None of 
them ever came ashore ahve. There were the rest of 
them all crowded together on the forecastle, the other 
parts of the ship bemg under water. They had seen all 
that happened to the boat. At length a heavy sea sepa- 
rated the forecastle from the rest of the wreck, and set 
it inside of the worst breaker, and the boat was able to 
reach them, and it saved all that were left^ but one 
woman.” 

He also told us of die steamer Cambria’s getting 
aground on this shore a few months before we were 
there, and of her English passengers who roamed over 
his grounds, and who, he said, thought the prospect 
from the high hill by the shore, “the most dehghtsome 
they had ever seen,” and also of the pranks which the 
ladies played with his scoop-net in the ponds. He spoke 
of these travelers with their purses full of gumeas, just 
as our provmcial fathers used to speak of Bntish bloods 
in the tune of King George the Third. 

Quid loquarp Why repeat what he told us? 

V 

“Aut Scyllam Nisi, quam fama secuta est, 

Candida succmctam latrantibus inguina monstns, 

Dulichias vexSsse rates, et gurgite m alto 

Ah! timidos nautas canibus lacerSsse mannis?” 

In the course of the evening I began to feel the po- 
tency of the dam which I had eaten, and I was obhged 
to confess to our host that I was no tougher than the 
cat he told of, but he answered, that he was a plam- 
spoken man, and he could tell me that it was all im- 
agmation. At any rate, it proved an emetic m my case, 
and I was made qmte sick by it for a short time, while 
he laughed at my expense. I was pleased to read after- 
ward, m Mourt’s Relation of the landmg of the Pilgrims 
in Provmcetown Harbor, these words. “We found great 
muscles [the old editor says that they were undoubtedly 
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sea-clams] and very fat and full of sea-pearl, but we 
could not eat them, for they made us all sick that did 
eat, as well sailors as passengers, . . . but they were 
soon well agam.” It brought me nearer to the Pilgmns 
to be thus remmded by a similar experience that I was 
so hke them. Moreover, it was a valuable confirmation 
of their story, and I am prepared now to beheve every 
word of Mourt’s Relation. I was also pleased to find that 
man and the clam lay still at the same angle to one an- , 
other. But I did not notice sea-pearl. Like Cleopatra, I 
must have swallowed it I have since dug these clams on 
a flat m the Bay and observed them. They could squirt 
full ten feet before the wmd, as appeared by the marks 
of the drops on the sand. 

“Now I am gomg to ask you a question,” said the old 
man, “and I don’t know as you can tell me; but you are 
a learned man, and I never had any learmng, only what 
I got by natur.” — ^It was m vam that we remmded him 
that he could quote Josephus to our confusion. — ^“IVe 
thought, if I ever met a learned man I should hke to ask 
him this question. Can you tell me how Axy is spelt, and 
what it means? Axy” says he; “there’s a girl over here is 
named Axy Now what is it? What does it mean? Is it 
Scripture? I’ve read my Bible twenty-five years over and 
over, and I never came across it.” 

“Did you read it twenty-five years for this object?” 

I asked. 

“Well, how is it spelt? Wife, how is it spelt?” 

She said, “It is m the Bible, I’ve seen it.” 

*WeU, how do you spell it?” 

“I don’t know. A c h, ach, s e h, seh, — ^Achseh ” 

“Does that spell Axy? Well, do you know what it 
means?” asked he, tur nin g to me. 

“No,” I rephed, “I never heard the sound before. 

‘There was a schoolmaster down here once, and they 
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asked him what it meant, and he said it had no more 
raeanmg than a bean-pole.” 

I told him that I held the same opmion with the 
schoolmaster. I had been a schoolmaster myself, and 
had had strange names to deal with I also heard of 
such names as Zoheth, Benah, Amaziah, Bethuel, and 
Shearjashub, hereabouts. 

At length the httle boy, who had a seat quite in 
the chmmey-comer, took off his stockmgs and shoes, 
warmed his feet, and havmg had his sore leg freshly 
salved, went off to bed, then the fool made bare his 
knotty-Iookmg feet and legs, and followed him, and 
finally the old man exposed his calves also to our gaze. 
We had never had the good fortune to see an old man’s 
legs before, and were surprised to find them fan and 
plump as an infant’s, and we thought that he took a 
pnde m exhibiting them. He then proceeded to make 
preparations for retirmg, discoursmg meanwhile with 
Panurgic plainness of speech on the ills to which old 
humamty is subject. We were a rare haul for him He 
could commonly get none but mmisters to talk to, though 
sometimes ten of them at once, and he was glad to meet 
some of the laity at leisure. The evemng was not long 
enough for him. As I had been sick, the old lady asked if 
I would not go to bed — ^it was getting late for old people, 
but the old man, who had not yet done his stones, said, 
“You am’t particular, are you?” 

Oh, no,” said I, ‘T am m no hurry. I believe I have 
weathered the Clam cape.” 

“They are good,” said he, “I wish I had some of them 
now” 

They never hurt me,” said the old lady. 

‘Tut then you took out the part that killed a cat,” 
said I. 

At last we cut him short m the midst of his stones. 
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which he promised to resume in the mormng. Yet, after 
all, one of the old ladies who came into our room in the 
mght to fasten the fire-board, which rattled, as she went 
out took the precaution to fasten us in. Old women are 
by nature more suspicious than old men. However, the 
wmds howled around the house, and made the fire- 
boards as well as the casements rattle well that mght. It 
was probably a windy mght for any locahiy, but we 
could not distmgmsh the roar which was proper to the 
ocean from that which was due to the wind alone. 

The sounds which the ocean makes must be very 
significant and mterestmg to those who live near it 
When I was leavmg the shore at this place the next 
summer, and had got a quarter of a mile distant, ascend- 
ing a hill, I was startled by a sudden, loud sound from 
the sea, as if a large steamer were lettmg off steam by 
the shore, so that I caught my breath and felt my blood 
run cold for an instant, and I turned about; expecbng 
to see one of the Atlantic steamers thus far out of her 
course, but there was nothmg unusual to be seen. There 
was a low bank at the entrance of the HoUow, between 
me and the ocean, and suspectmg that I might have 
risen into another stratum of air m ascendmg the hill — 
which had wafted to me only the ordmary roar of the 
sea — immediately descended again, to see if I lost 
heaimg of it, but, without regard to my ascendmg or 
descendmg, it died away in a imnute or two, and yet 
there was scarcely any wmd all the while. The old man 
said that this was what they called the "rut,” a pecuhar 
roar of the sea before the wmd changes, which, how- 
ever, he could not account for. He thought that he could 
tell all about the weather from the sounds which the sea 
made. 

Old Josselyn, who came to New England in 1638, has 
it among his weather-signs, that “the resoundmg of the 
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sea from the shore, and murmuring of the winds in the 
woods, without apparent wmd, sheweth wmd to follow. 

Bemg on another part of ,the coast one mght since 
this, I heard the roar of the surf a nule distant, and the 
inhabitants said it was a sign that the wmd would work 
round east, and we should have ramy weather. The 
ocean was heaped up somewhere at the eastward, and 
this roar was occasioned by its efiEort to preserve its 
oqmhbnum, the wave reachmg the shore before the 
wmd. Also the captam of a packet between this country 
and England told me that he sometimes met with a wave 
on the Atlantic commg against the wind, perhaps in a 
calm sea, which mdicated that at a distance the wmd 
was blowmg from an opposite quarter, but the undula- 
tion had traveled faster than it. Sailors tell of “tide-nps” 
and “ground-swells,” which they suppose to have been 
occasioned by hurricanes and earthquakes, and to have 
traveled many hundred, and sometimes even two or 
three thousand nules. 

Before sunrise the next mommg they let us out again, 
and I ran over to the beach to see the sun come out of 
the ocean. The old woman of eighty-four wmters was 
already out in. the cold mommg wmd, bareheaded, 
tnppmg about like a young girl, and dnvmg up the cow 
to milk. She got the breakfast with dispatch, and with- 
out noise or bustle, and meanwhile the old man resumed 
his stones, standmg before us, who were sittmg, with his 
back to the chimney, and ejectmg his tobacco-jmce right 
and left mto the fire behmd him, without regard to the 
vanous dishes which were there preparmg At breakfast 
we had eels, buttermilk cake, cold bread, green beans, 
doughnuts, and tea. The old man talked a steady stream; 
and when his wife told him he had better eat his break- 
fast, he said, “Don’t hurry me, I have hved too long to 
be humed.” I ate of the applesauce and the doughnuts, 
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whict I thought had sustained the least detriment from 
the old man s shots, but my compamon refused the 
applesauce, and ate of the hot cake and green beans, 
which had appeared to him to occupy the safest part of 
the hearth. But on comparmg notes afterward, I told 
him that the buttermilk cake was particularly exposed, 
and I saw how it sujffered repeatedly, and therefore I 
avoided it, but he declared that, however that might be, 
he witnessed that the applesauce was seriously injured, 
and had therefore declined that After breakfast we 
looked at his clock, which was out of order, and oiled it 
with some “hen s grease,” for want of sweet oil, for he 
scarcely could beheve that we were not tinkers or ped- 
dleis, meanwhile, he told a story about visions, which 
had reference to a crack m the clock-case made by frost 
one mght. He was curious to know to what rehgious sect 
we belonged He said that he had been to hear thirteen 
kmds of preaching in one month, when he was young, 
but he did not jom any of them — ^he stuck to his Bible. 
There was notlnng like any of them in his Bible. While 
I was shaving m the next room, I heard him ask my 
compamon to what sect he belonged, to which he an- 
swered, — 

“Oh, I belong to the Umversal Brotherhood ” 

“What’s that?” he asked, “Sons o’ Temperance?” 

Finally, fiUmg our pockets with doughnuts, which he 
was pleased to find Aat we called by the same name 
that he did, and paymg for our entertainment, we took 
our departure, but he followed us out of doors, and 
made us tell him the names of the vegetables which he 
had raised from seeds that came out of the Franklin. 
They were cabbage, broccoh, and parsley. As I had 
asked him the names of so many things, he tried me m 
turn with all the plants which grew in his garden, both 
wild and cultivated. It was about half an acre, which he 
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cultivated wholly himseE Besides the common garden 
vegetables, there w'ere yellow dock, lemon balm, hyssop, 
gill-go-over-the-ground, mouse-ear, chick-weed, Roman 
wormwood, elecampane, and other plants As we stood 
there, I saw a fish hawk stoop to pick a fish out of his 
pond 

“There,” said I, '“he has got a fish ” 

“Well,” said the old man, who was lookmg all the 
while, but could see nothmg, “he didn't dive, he just wet 
his claws.” 

And, sure enough, he did not this time, though it is 
said that they often do, but he merely stooped low 
enough to pick him out with his talons, but as he bore 
his s hinin g prey over the bushes, it feU to the ground, 
and we did not see that he recovered it. That is not their 
practice. 

Thus, havmg had another crack with the old man, he 
standmg bareheaded under the eaves, he directed us 
“athwart the fields,” and we took to the beach agam 
for another day, it bemg now late m the mommg 

It was but a day or two after this that the safe of the 
Provmcetown Bank was broken open and robbed by two 
men from the mtenor, and we learned that our hos- 
pitable entertainers did at least transiently harbor the 
suspicion that we were the men. 



/ 


The Last Days of John Brovm 

In the stern accents of '‘The Last Days of John Brown' 
we hear the voice of a man profoundly moved Thoreau had 
been invited to attend a memorial service for Brown on 
July 4y 1860, at the upstate New York village of North Elba. 
He declined but sent some thoughts about Brown which he 
had originally penned in his Journal They were read for 
Thoreau at the service and were printed later in July in the 
abolitionists Liberator They are reprinted below, the last of 
the selections in this anthology of Thoreaus work, in the 
belief that they make a natural bridge to the Epilogue. 

C.B. 

J OHN BROWN’S career for the last six weelcs of 
his hfe was meteor-hke, flashing through the dark- 
ness m which we hve. I know of nothing so miraculous 
in our history. 

If any person, in a lecture or conversation at that 
time, cited any ancient example of heroism, such as 
Cato or Tell or Wmkelned, passmg over the recent 
deeds and words of Brown, it was felt by any mtelhgent 
audience of Northern men to be tame and mexcusably 
far-fetched 

For my own part, I commonly attend more to nature 
than to man, but any affectmg human event may blind 
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our eyes to natural objects I was so absorbed in bim 
as to be surprised whenever I detected the routine o£ 
the natural world surviving still, or met persons gomg 
about their affairs mdiffeient It appeared strange to 
me that the “httle dipper” should be still divmg qmetly 
m the nver, as of yore, and it suggested that this bird 
might continue to dive here when Concord should be 
no more 

I felt that he, a prisoner m the midst of his enenues 
and under sentence of death, if consulted as to his next 
step or resource, could answer more wisely than all his 
countrymen beside. He best understood his position, 
he contemplated it most calmly. Comparatively, all 
other men. North and South, were beside themselves. 
Our thoughts could not revert to any greater or wiser 
or better man with whom to contrast him, for he, then 
and there, was above them all The man this country 
was about to hang appeared the greatest and best m it 
Years were not required for a revolution of pubhc 
opmion, days, nay hours, produced marked changes in 
this case. Fifty who were ready to say, on gomg mto 
our meetmg m honor of him m Concord, that he ought 
to be hung, would not say it when they came out They 
heard his words read, they saw the earnest faces of the 
congregation, and perhaps they jomed at last m smgmg 
the hymn m his praise 

The order of instructors was reversed I heard that 
one preacher, who at first was shocked and stood aloof, 
felt obliged at last, after he was hung, to make him the 
subject of a sermon, m which, to some extent, he eulo- 
gized the man, but said that his act was a failure An 
influential class-teacher thought it necessary, after the 
services, to tell his grown-up pupils that at first he 
ought as the preacher did then, but now he thought 
at John Brown was right. But it was understood that 
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his pupils were as much ahead of the teacher as he was 
ahead of the pries L, and I know for a certainty that very 
httle boys at home had already asked their parents, in 
a tone of surprise, why God did not interfere to save 
him In each case, the constituted teachers were only 
half conscious that they were not leading, but being 
dragged, with some loss of time and power. 

The more conscientious preachers, the Bible men, 
they who talk about pnnciple, and doing to others as 
you would that they should do unto you, — how could 
they fail to recognize him, by far the greatest preacher 
of them all, with the Bible m his life and m his acts, 
the embodiment of principle, who actually earned out 
the golden rule? All whose moral sense had been 
aroused, who had a caHmg from on high to preach, 
sided with him. What confessions he extracted from 
the cold and conservative! It is remarkable, but on the 
whole it IS well, that it did not prove the occasion for 
a new sect of Brownites being formed m our midst 

They, whether within the Church or out of it, who 
adhere to the spirit and let go the letter, and are ac- 
cordmgly called infidel, were as usual foremost to 
recognize him Men have been hung in the South 
before for attemptmg to rescue slaves, and the North 
was not much stirred by it. Whence, then, this won- 
derful difference? We were not so sure of their devotion 
to principle We made a subtle distinction, forgot hu- 
man laws, and did homage to an idea The North, I 
mean the living North, was suddenly all transcendental 
It went behmd the human law, it went behmd the 
apparent failure, and recogmzed eternal justice and 
glory Commonly, men hve accordmg to a formula, and 
are satisfied if the order of law is observed, but m this 
instance they, to some extent, returned to original per- 
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oeplions, and there was a shght revival of old religion 

They saw that what was called order was confusion, 
what was called justice, injustice, and that the best was 
deemed the worst. This attitude suggested a more mtel- 
ligent and generous spirit than that which actuated our 
forefathers, and the possibihty, m the course of ages, of 
a revolution in behalf of another and an oppressed 
people. 

Most Northern men, and a few Southern ones, were 
wonderfully stirred by Brown’s behavior and words 
They saw and felt that they were heroic and noble, and 
that there had been nothmg qmte equal to them in 
their land m this country, or m the recent history of 
the world But the mmonty were unmoved by them. 
They were only surprised and provoked by the attitude 
of their neighbors They saw that Brown was biave, 
and that he beheved that he'-had done nght, but they 
did not detect any further pecuhanty m him Not being 
accustomed to make fine distmctions, or to appreciate 
magnanimity, they read his letters and speeches as if 
the) read them not They were not aware when they 
approached a heroic statement, — they did not know 
when they burned. They did not feel that he spoke 
with authority, and hence they only remembered that 
the law must be executed They remembered che old 
formula, but did not hear the new revelabon The 
man who does not recogmze m Brown’s words a wis- 
dom and nobleness, and therefore an authqnty, supenor 
to our laws, is a modem Democrat This is the test by 
which to discover him He is not willfully but consbtu- 
bonally blind in this side, and he is consistent ivith 
himself Such has been his past hfe, no doubt of it. 
In like manlier he has read history and his Bible, and 
he acxeprs, or seems to accept, the last only as an 
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established fonnula, and not because he has been con- 
victed by It You will not find kmdred sentiments m 
his commonplace-book, if he has one 

When a noble deed is done, who is hkely to appre- 
ciate It? They who are noble themselves I was not 
surprised that certam of my neighbors spoke of John 
Brown as an ordmary felon, for who are they? They 
have either much flesh, or much ofiBce, or much coarse- 
ness of some kmd They are not ethereal natures m any 
sense The dark quahbes predommate m them Several 
of them are decidedly pachydermatous I say it m sor- 
row, not m anger How can a man behold the hght who 
has no answermg mward hght? They are true to their 
sight, but when they look this way they see nothmg, 
they are blmd For the children of the hght to contend 
with them is as if there should be a contest between 
eagles and owls Show me a man who feels bitterly 
toward John Brown, and let me hear what noble verse 
he can repeat. He’ll be as dumb as if his hps were 
stone. 

It IS not every man who can be a Christian, even m 
a very moderate sense, whatever education you give 
him It is a matter of constitution and temperament, 
after all He may have to be bom agam many tunes. 
I have known many a man who pretended to be a 
Chnstian, m whom it was ridiculous, for he had no 
gemus for it. It is not every man who can be a free 
man, even 

Editors persevered for a good while m saymg that 
Brown was crazy, but at last they said only that it was 
“a crazy scheme,” and the only evidence brought to 
prove it was that it cost him his life. I have no doubt 
that if he had gone with five thousand men, hberated 
a thousand slaves, lolled a hundred or two slaveholders, 
and had as many more killed on his own side, bu' not 
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lost his osvn life, these same editors would have called 
it by a more respectable name Yet he has been far 
more successful than that He has hberated many 
thousands of slaves, both North and South They seem 
to have known nothmg about hvmg or dying for a 
prmciple. They all called him crazy then, who calls 
him crazy now? 

All through the excitement occasioned by his re- 
maikable attempt and subsequent behavior the Massa- 
chusetts legislature, not taking any steps for the defense 
of her citizens who were likely to be earned to Virgima 
as witnesses and exposed to the violence of a slave- 
holdmg mob, was wholly absorbed m a hquor-agency 
question, and mduigmg in poor jokes on the word “ex- 
tension.” Bad spmts occupied their thoughts I am sure 
that no statesman up to the occasion could have at- 
tended to that question at all at that time,“a very 
vulgar question to attend to at any timel . . . 

Nothmg could his enemies do but it redounded to his 
infimte advantage, — ^that is, to the advantage of his 
cause They did not hang him at once, but reserved 
him to preach to them And then there was another 
great blunder. They did not hang his four followers 
with him; that scene was still postponed, and so his 
victory was prolonged and completed No theatrical 
manager could have arranged things so wisely to give 
eflEect to his behavior and words And who, thmk you, 
was the manager? Who placed the slave-woman and 
her child, whom he stooped to kiss for a symbol, be- 
tween his prison and the gallows? 

We soon saw, as he saw, that he was not to be par- 
doned or rescued by men That would have been to 
disarm him, to restore to him a matenal weapon, a 
Sharps nSe, when he had taken up the sword of the 
spint, the sword with which he has really won his 
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greatest and most memorable victoiie-s Now he has 
not laid aside the sword of the spirit, for he is pure 
spirit himself, and his sword is pure spirit also. 

He nothing common did or mean 
Upon that memorable scene, . . . 

Nor called the gods with vulgar sp^te, 

To vmdicate his helpless right. 

But bowed his comely head 
Down, as upon a bed. 

What a transit was that of his horizontal body alone, 
but just cut down from the gallows-tree! We read that 
at such a time it passed through Philadelphia, and by 
Saturday mght had reached New York. Thus hke a 
meteor it shot through the Umon from the Southern 
regions toward the North! No such freight had the cars 
borne since they carried him southward ahve. 

On the day of his translation, I heard, to be suie, 
that he was hung, but I did not know what that meant, 
I felt no sorrow on that account, but not for a day or 
two did I even hear that he was dead, and not after 
any number of days shall I beheve it Of all the men 
who were said to be my contemporaries, it seemed to 
me that John Brown was the only one who had not 
died. I never hear of a man named Brown now, — and 
I hear of them pretty often, — never hear of any par- 
ticularly brave and earnest man, but my first thought 
IS of John Brown, and what relation he may be to him. 
I meet him at every turn He is more ahve than ever 
he was. He has earned immortahty. He is not confined 
to North Elba nor to Kansas. He is no longer workmg 
in secret. He works m pubhc, and m the clearest light 
that shmes on this land. 



Epilog hy Editor 

Emerson the man who loiew Thoreau best, once 

spohe of ks “simple and k 

m the sense of bemg Spartan, and hidden too y 

no biographer has pubhshed. This is ° _ 

there was scandal m Thoreau s life; ^ ^ cicrlit's 

conscious side has largely gone unstudie • ® ^ ^ 

and valuable hypotheses of Freudian psycho ogy 
been ignored m the various biographies. 
modihed some of Sigmund Freud’s constructions, fres 
research has upset some of his analogi^. Bu 
IS httle doubt that we can comprehend Thomau bett^ 
if we take his unconscious mto account. The 
cnbc is put off, even today, by the Freudi^ emp asis 
on sexuahty. The Freudian stress on childhood ei^e- 
nence may seem imwarranted. And the very fact a 
there is a Freudian jargon can prejudice the rea er. 
Yet the life of Thoreau remams fuU of riddles and the 
writmg of Thoreau abounds m nuances that still nee 
to be understood. The only Freudian study of any 
length IS an unpubhshed doctoral dissertation done in 
1957 by Raymond Gozzi. Most of its deductioi^ 
come from an analysis of the imagery m Thoreau s 
wntmg, the ^est from an mterpretation of certain 
biographical data. After takmg account of Gozas 
remarkable findings we can put Thoreau mto another 
perspective, look at him from one more point of view. 

683 
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It is not at all impossible that we shall see dungs we 
may not wish to see. For our conclusion will be that 
Thoreau was not a normal man — though his writing 
was the richer for it. 

To the Freudian, abnormahty is mamly a matter of 
degree Other children suffer the shocks that Thoreau 
doubtless did, other youths and men endure the same 
frustrations. Yet few others react as vehemently. It is 
normal for a boy to replay the Oedipus myth, to wish 
to marry his mother and obhterate his father, and then 
to be maimed by his unconscious feelmg of guilt It is 
not normal to have the effects hnger throughout man- 
hood and maturity Much can be explamed m Thoreau 
by assummg that they did, however 

A highly aware observer of his own psyche, he sensed 
what had happened to him and projected it on others. 
“How many men,” he once exclaimed, “meet with some 
blast in the moist growing days of their youth, and 
what should have been a sweet and palatable fruit in 
them becomes a mere puff and excrescencel” He real- 
ized that he had been warped. Under the rubnc of 
“Chastity and Sensuality” he collected many of his 
thoughts and enclosed them m a letter to his disciple 
H G O Blake “I send you the thoughts,” Thoreau 
wrote, “with diflBdence and shame, not knowing how 
far ... I betray my pecuhar defects ” The sahent 
defect, to the Freudian, was that Thoreau never out- 
grew hrs mother-fixation. It was ambivalent, with some 
hate supportmg the love, m the typical way of the 
imconscious Cynthia Thoreau dommated her husband 
and children, outhvmg them all, mcidentally, except 
for one daughter. When Henry before leavmg college 
asked her what profession he should choose, she an- 
swered him pleasantly, “You can buckle on your knap- 
sack, and roam abroad to seek your fortune”, and 
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tears came lo bs eyes. With the imputed excephon of 
a girl named EUen Sewall, young women failed to 
interest him even when he was a young man He coi^d 
see the reason for lookmg at pretty girls but not tor 
trymg to talk with them That was his pomt of view. 
From their pomt of view, the matter was summed up 
when Elizabeth Hoar remarked that, as for taking 
Henry’s arm she would as soon think of takmg the arm 
of an elm tree. 

With an older woman Thoreau could be more re- 
sponsive There was above all Lidian, Ralpb Waldo 
Emerson s severely beautiful wife, and she was nearly 
fifteen years his semor. He once wrote to her. You 
must Imow that you represent to me woman. She 
remamed, if by default, the prmcipal love of his life 
Yet it IS worth remembermg that another older woman 
preceded her. She was Lidian’s own sister. To Mrs 
Lucy Jackson Brown, three years older than Lidian, he 
sent his best youthful effort, the poem “Sic Vita,” along 
with a bunch of violets Mrs Brown joined the Thoreau 
family at mtervals over a period of several years. She 
and Henry found no dearth of things to say when they 
met, and when distance separated them they corre- 
sponded. The correspondence mcluded- a good deal 
of platonizmg though not quite enough for Henry’s 
taste “Dear Fnend,” he suggested m one letter, “We 
always seem to be hvmg just on the brmk of a pure and 
lofty intercourse.” He meant not only himself and 
Lucy Brown but the world With Lidian the brink was 
passed more than once. Thoreau contmued to be at- 
tracted to older women rather than younger ones, and 
up to the end he kept his devotion to his mother 

Because nothmg m his culture could countenance a 
mother-fixation, Thoreau sought to shift its psychic 
energies to other ends One was this attachment to 
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older women The other, with bountiful creative results, 
was his wntmg There he adapted and extended the 
idea of Mother Nature until it became one of his chief 
conceptions Kmd, lovely, she let him immerse his 
lonelmess and tension m her. Yet m her kindness and 
love she could be strict as a mother is strict. “In her 
most genial moment her laws are . . . steadfastly and 
relentlessly fulfilled” In Freudian terms this is natuie 
as the superego, the conscience. This is Cynthia Tho- 
reau demandmg obedience. Out of a lovmg, stnct Nature 
Henry’s needs were met, or so he mamtained. The 
attitude he took is exemplified m a tellmg image. “1 
make it my busmess to extract from Nature whatever 
nutriment she can furnish me. ... I milk the sky and 
tlie earth.” 

Alma Natura appeared both m bis ideas and m their 
expression The amount of female matter in his nature 
writmg is remarkable. Perhaps the most illuminating 
thing is his love for swamps He enjoys bemg m them, 
enjoys writmg about them His friend Ellery Chanmng, 
who walked with him as often as anyone, noted the 
interest m swamps and bogs. It proved to be long-hved 
As early as 1840 Thoreau could rhapsodize, “Would 
it not be a luxury to stand up to one’s chin m some 
retired swamp for a whole summer’s day?” And as late 
as 1857 he could stiH write with relish, “Methmks every 
swamp tends to have or suggests ... an mtenor tender 
spot. The sphagnous crust that surrounds the pool is 
pliant and quaLng, hke the skm or muscles of the 
abdomen ” Sometimes the subject or the imagery was 
mascuhne The male too could find analogue and meta- 
phor m Thoreau’s wntmg Throughout the pages on 
nature there are many references, masculine and fem- 
inine, overt and covert, which have a Freudian sig- 
nificance. The towermg pine, the shrub oak, the snake 
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in the stream, the unclimbable mountam: these are 
among them. At its apex Thoreaus sexual energy 
emerges as a desire for mystic union with nature. This 
IS clearest perhaps m his poem "The Thaw”: 

Fain woiild I stretch me by the highway-side, 

To thaw and tnckle with the melting snow, 

That mmgled soul and body with the tide, 

1 too may through the pores of nature flow 

Beyond the domain of nature and nature^s sexual 
images, Thoreaus energy was channeled mto ideas 
about fnendship and mto their figurabve expression 
The ideas at the conscious level were austere, for Tho- 
reau set a superhumanly high standard. At the un- 
conscious level it can be guessed that they were 
marked by an mcipient homosexuahty. The same 
mother-fixation that barred a normal sexual partner- 
ship With a woman also prejudiced a normal friend- 
ship with a man by chargmg it with undue emphasis 
and tension. Such a friendship Thoreau never had We 
can recall the judgment Emerson pronounced. “No 
equal compamon stood m affectionate relabons with 
one so pure and guileless.” 

To make up for his deficiency Thoreau consistently 
showed far more than the usual amount of aggressive- 
ness and mdependence It is mdeed m a combmation of 
the two that the world has come to recognize the stance 
typical of him The hterary results have been bnihant, 
Walden and “Civil Disobedience” most notably, but 
there are four or five other essays, such as “Life without 
Principle and “Slavery m Massachusetts,” which also ra- 
diate those quahties The act of wntmg as well as what 
was wntten stems from his aggressiveness and mde- 
pendence. He had to prove himself He made a pomt 
of doing so by word and deed. 
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The roots of this attitude can be traced back to his 
earhest years We may remember that he was a grave, 
withdrawn child As a boy he was called “The Judge ” 
Some friends of his family thought he resembled an 
Indian m his iron demeanor. Before college he be- 
longed to a debating society where he often showed 
himself cross-grained In his college days he was known 
to unbend at times but he customarily kept to himself. 
And so he did during the lest of his life One reason 
foi the attitude lies, m all probabihty, m the Oedipal 
conflict, his reserved demeanor, I beheve, resulted 
mostly from the strength of his repressions From the 
outset his unconscious uige to displace his father and 
enjoy his mother must have been unusually keen And 
yet his developmg superego, his implanted conscience, 
certainly asserted that this was sinful. Here we see the 
typical Freudian ambivalence, which would flounsh 
m Thoreau Here is hate for the father, but also love 
for him and shame for wantmg to displace him Here 
is the ancestor of the more general love-hate which 
became a staple of Thoreau's life and works. The two 
emotions are aspects of one, as Thoreau himself tes- 
tifled 

Because of madequacies m his father and himself 
which we can guess at, he felt compelled to search for 
a father-substitute His father, John Thoreau, Sr , was 
a mechanic and a bumbhng busmessman. He relished 
the crowded company of his fellows No mtroverted 
scholar, he was s^ not quite strong enough to make 
Hemy want to identify with him through fear The 
search for the father took several forms ''durmg Tho- 
reau’s hfe but was always tmged — except at the end 
when John Brown satisfled Thoreau’s deepest require- 
ments — ^with hostihty and even hate. No satisfactory 
God as Father could be found m Thoreau’s rehgion 
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No satisfactory father could be found among his rela- 
tives or teachers There was not even one ^ong Tho- 
reau s older friends and this m spite of the fact that the 
number mclu^ded Emerson. But Emerson clearly came 


the closest. , 

When Thoreau at twenty returned to Concord to 

hve, Emerson was thirty-four. The enormous influence 
he had on Thoreau was not only mental but physical. 
Understandably, the first impact was the greatest. 
James RusseU Lowell, for instance, a classmate of Tho- 
reau s at Harvard, wrote dryly m 1838: “I met Thoreau 
Inst mght, and it is exquisitely amusmg to see bow he 
mutates Emerson’s tone and manner. With my eyes 


shut, I shouldn’t know them apart ” Yet when he was 
nearly forty Thoreau could stfll wear his collar turned 
over like Emerson’s. Although Emerson’s influence 
would dimmish and Thoreau would certainly become 
his own man, it is easy to see why he was ongmafly 
impressed. Emerson was by all accounts an American 
samt. Bronson Alcott, most captious of the Transcend- 
entalists, testified that his friendship with Emerson was 
“the greatest prize and privilege” he enjoyed aside 
from his family life That was praise from somebody 
who knew him mtimately, but even his lecture audi- 
ences recognized that they were hstenmg to a most 
impressive man In view of the widespread admiration 
Emerson commanded, it is the more reveahng to see 
Thoreau gradually reject him The love for him as 
father m Thoreau’s heart is more and more offset by 
hate Or if hate is too strong a word, then by a growmg 
and carpmg hostihty, or, to put it at its mildest as 
Thoreau tned to, by a “certam bitter-sweet sentiment.” 
However, I thmk we could stand by the word “hate,” 
for with the passmg of tune Thoreau added the classic 
Freudian mcentive to hate when he fell m love with 
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Lidian, with the wife of his father-substitute The 
Oedipal drama played itself out, leaving him to fight a 
painful sense of shame. 

So far m om examination of Thoreaus unconscious 
we have been saying that its mam characteristic was a 
marked Oedipus complex which aborted his emotional 
life but nchly informed his wntmg It made him look 
for a mother m older women instead of a mate and look 
for a father m Emerson (and later John Brown). It 
allowed him to compensate, however, by developing 
an extraordmary aggressiveness and mdependence, and 
it allowed him to sublimate through hteraiy creation. 

Now we have three more propositions to advance. 
One is that Thoreau's hatred for the state was an ex- 
tension of his Oedipal hatred for his father and of his 
occasional dislike (the other side of the coin of love) 
of his dommatmg mother Another is that he finally 
found his father-substitute in John Brown, as the fanat- 
ical leader who detested the state and defied it to the 
death. The last is. that Thoreau, with a history of con- 
version maladies, found his burden of guilt so great 
when his father and Brown died, both withm the same 
year, that he became convmced he too must die in 
expiation. Each of these three can be supported from 
Freudian psychology, although certam evidence is lack- 
mg and the likehhood of the propositions must be based 
partly on the previous constructions. 

We can safely conclude that Thoreau resented pa- 
rental authonty To understand his resentment of his 
father we need to look agam at the character of John 
Thoreau, Sr There is ground for stressmg that he was 
not merely the mild man married to Cynthia Thoreau 
Professor Gozzi suggests m his dissertation that the 
older Thoreau was capable of violent speech if not 
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violent action, that he had an air of some firmness and 
determination, and that he was weU 
his house Though he was more o£ a man o^^side h 
house than inside, even there he graduaUy proved able 
to get his son to play Apollo to his ® 

He managed, that is, to mvolve the reluctot Henry 
m the family busmess from tune to time and wh^ Ais 
father died Henry was forced to succeed him m charge 
of it Accordmgly, he had quahties that could mcrease 
his sons* unconscious resentment He stood, m essence, 
for the tallcy, noisy world of trade which Thoreau de- 
spised Much as Thoreau loved his mother he could 
also he uked by her authonty on occasion More than 
one passage m his Journal suggests his animosity And 
he had hard thin gs as well as land ones to say about 
parents m general. It is probable that he suppressed 
many of the criticisms of his father and mother Yet 
there are at least a few times when he could not restrain 


his bitterness. Surely he was lookmg at his oivn house- 
hold as well as others when he cned, “The fathers and 
the mothers of the town . . . don’t want to have any 
prophets hom mto then famihes — damn theml 

For Thoreau it was only a step from resentment of 
the authonty of the parent to resentment of the au- 
thonty of the state. The first recorded conflict came 
when the state, accordmg to Thoreau, “commanded 
me to pay a certam sum toward the support of a clergy- 
man” He dechned, although another man saw fit to 
pay it for him He had made his pomt, however, and 
was never dunned for the church tax agam. At the 
request of the state’s nearest representatives, the select- 
men of Concord, Thoreau prepared a declaration for 
their files. “Know all men by these presents, that I, 
Henry Thoreau, do not wish to be regarded as a mem- 
ber of any mcorporated society which I have not 
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joined” This sweeping a£Snnation represented another 
victory but not a peimanent one For Thoreau after 
declining for six years to pay a second tax, his poll 
tax, was put m jail on this account A little of the edge 
was taken off that battle too, it must be admitted, be- 
cause someone else, once agam, paid the tax. But not 
before Thoreau had the opportunity to pass his mem- 
orable mght m jail When he wrote about it later he 
.tmged his words with amusement and contempt for 
authonty However, his jailer reported that Thoreau 
was “mad as the devil” when released. Fightmg auda- 
ciously against the state, he had been punished hke a 
stubborn child, by being shut up His imprisonment 
helped to embitter and harden Thoreau to such an 
extent that in the next decade he could approve of 
armed rebelhon, of war itself And that was what John 
Brown determmed to wage agamst the Umted States 
of America 

He waged it on rockhke prmciple, to Thoreau’s abso- 
lute satisfaction He had already met Brown, we know, 
and been impressed by him two years before the attack 
on Harpers Ferry But the cham of events begmning 
with the assault and endmg with Brown's being hanged 
on December 2, 1859, stirred Thoreau almost mcred- 
ibly Ellery Chanmng reported that Thoreaus “hands 
mvoluntarily clenched together at the mention of Cap- 
tain Brown ” There can be httle doubt that the strong- 
est aggressions m him found an outlet through Brown. 
He identified himself with Brown and fought by em- 
pathy at his side So strong did the empathy prove that, 
after bnefly considering that Brovra was dead before 
his trial, Thoreau refused to accept the idea that Brown 
was dead at all He was not speakmg metaphorically 
when he said, “I heard, to be sure, that he was hung, 
but I did not know what that meant.” When he wrote 
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and spoke passionately for Brown lie was also justifying 
himself. And justification was needed, it may be as- 
sumed, for Thoreau could reahze that Brown’s hangmg 
was the greatest punishment the state could inflict In 
his stormy ambivalence Thoreau no doubt felt that 
Brown was completely right but also that the punish- 
ment he suffered was a judgment It was a mistaken 
one to Thoreau but a judgment nonetheless In one 
sense as Brown had faded so had he In a feverish 
resolution of the problem he likened Brown to a Christ 
crucified by the state for the slaveholder 

We come now to the last and most controversial of 
the three propositions* that Thoreau died because he 
felt he should — and died content I agree with the past 
biographers that on the conscious level he died of 
tuberculosis, and so I have said elsewhere But I agree 
with Professor Gozzi that at the unconscious level 
Thoreau ended his hfe of his own accord He was 
convmced that he had to die chiefly because John 
Brown and his father had died He had to expiate his 
mtolerably mcreasmg load of guilt Christian contntion 
was not for him but leavmg life represented ample 
expiation. 

If this seems unbehevable to admirers of Thoreau, 
we can look back into his hfe to find out if anything 
there has a bearmg on the matter By first notmg that 
his family had a history of hngermg illness — typically 
the Thoreaus were said to die Bom consumption — ^we 
can isolate a physical factor which would make it 
easier for the psychic ones to operate On the psychic 
side we can start, ordmarily enough, with the child who 
became sick at thunderstorms About Thoreaus health 
durmg his boyhood we cannot be sure but we know 
that he was sick m college When he was mneteen he 
wrote to a Harvard classmate that his health was so 
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much improved that he would return next term; the 
letter was written m August 1836. In February 1841 
he had another siege of illness, probably having to do 
with his lungs. Durmg the next year he experienced a 
case of illness through empathy which is a classic. For 
when his brother John died m January 1842 after bitter 
suffermg, Henry suffered too. Shortly after John’s death 
Emerson wrote that Thoreau "was ill and threatened 
with lockjaw! his brother’s disease It is strange — unac- 
countable — ^yet the symptoms seem precise and on the 
mcrease” Though the disease left after a while, its 
marks on Thoreau’s psyche remamed for a long tune. 
According to one source it was years before he could 
speak of John’s death without perceptible pam In 
1843 he became ill at least twice Once it was appar- 
ently pulmonary weakness but m the other case it was 
probably because he had abandoned his beloved Con- 
cord for a term on Staten Island as a tutor. He himself 
called that lUness unaccountable. Then came some years 
of better health. However, by the spring of 1855 he 
had contracted a Imgermg disorder from which he 
failed to recover until the summer of 1857 This 
siege too looks psychosomatic. Sometime after it started 
he wrote to H G. O Blake saymg that he had been on 
his back for two or three months. He added, ‘T should 
feel a httle less ashamed if I could give any name to 
my disorder, but I cannot, and our doctor cannot help 
me to it ” 

By the late 1850s he was altematmg penods of 
health with growmg penods of sickness The most 
damagmg blow to him before Brown’s death was the 
death of John Thoreau, Sr., m February 1859 With 
his father dead Henry’s Oedipal foe was gone The son 
had tnumphed, the mother was his He had become 
head of the house and was responsible for conductmg 
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the family busmess as well His feeling of guilt, though, 
at replacing his father must have been severe. His 
psyche now had suffered senous damage His state of 
mind grew more and more depressed He found some 
sui cease m his writmg and m the abohtiomst movement 
but drew none from the family busmess and httle from 
his friends. Brown’s crusade jolted him out of himself 
for a time, givmg him a cause to which he could dedi- 
cate his dimimshmg energies There is an important 
if obhque statement to that effect m the Jornmal for 
October 22 , 1859 “How many a man who was lately 
contemplatmg suicide has now something to hve for!” 
But then came the cnishmg end to the crusade, Brown’s 
execution. As Ellery Chanmng recalled, “At the time 
of the John Brown tragedy, Thoreau was dnven sick ” 
Actually, it must have been the final blow to his spirit 
His end would not, however, come swiftly nor would 
his declme be steady He would hve for two years and 
some months more Though I think that he soon real- 
ized he had no other recourse but death, I am sure that 
the will to die was not consistent It waxed and waned 
Thoreau could still write and talk even if the writing 
giew sluggish and the talk torpid He could still show 
himself capable of mdignation especially about the 
South and slavery. Yet gradually his fists unclenched 
Returning to Concord m July 1861 after a futile trip to 
Minnesota for his health, he tried to go on his accus- 
tomed rounds It was no use By November he had 
wntten the last of the manifold pages of his Journal, 
by December he had taken to his bed Neanng death 
he told Ellery Chanmng that he had no wish to hve 
except for h^ mother and sistei. “Some things must 
end," he observed significantly to Chanmng But per- 
haps the most significant comment was made by a 
visitor to his bedside, Sam Staples Sam, who was Tho- 
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reaus friend as well as his onetime jader, spolce to 
Emerson about the visit “Never spent an hour with 
more satisfaction,” he said “Never saw a man dying 
with so much pleasure and peace ” 

By the time he died he had already pubhshed his 
two best books, A Week and Walden His most pro- 
vocative essay, “Civil Disobedience,” had reached print 
and so had the passionate polemics for John Brown 
So had most of his poetry After his death the finest of 
his nature essays appeared, essays better than anyone 
else could write, then or now “Walking,” “Autumnal 
Tints,” “Wild Apples”, each is an artists and a natural- 
ist’s dehght Last came the travel books, edited for the 
most part by his survivmg sister and Ellery Chanmng, 
The Maine Woods, Cape Cod, A Yankee in Canada. 
As public mterest in Thoreau grew, much of his private 
writmg was published, particularly the extensive Jour- 
nal In the past decades bits and pieces have been ap- 
pealing a htde more of the Journal for mstance, some 
college essays, and a few other fugitive pages of prose 
The Collected Poems have also appeared, as well the 
collected Correspondence Now a genmnely definitive 
edition of the complete works is under way, led by 
Walden There are many more volumes to come, but the 
best both of the old and new have been in piint long 
enough to establish Thoieau as a writer whom tlie world 
would ignore onlv to its loss And it is to understand 
Thoreau as a writer that we have speculated about his 
unconscious, theorized about his psychological problems 
If our speculation seems forced, peihaps we can go back 
to the gentle, modeiate way he himself once put it “The 
poet cherishes his chagnns and sets his sighs to music. 
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